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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  influence  of  poetry  on  mankind  is  confessedly  great,  particularly  in  the  first 
stages  of  society.  A  people,  the  nearer  they  are  to  a  primitive  state,  are  always 
found  the  more  susceptible  of  the  inspiration  of  the  muses.  Unsophisticated 
manners  engender  bold  and  original  conceptions,  and  these  produce  poetry 
characterized  by  natural,  imaginary,  graphic,  and  sublime  descriptions,  and  an 
irresistible  power  over  the  passions.  It  is  in  this  stage,  that  the  song  commemo- 
rative of  prowess  and  moral  worth  has  the  effect  of  promoting  and  enlarging  the 
virtues  it  celebrates. 

The  Highlanders  have  been  highly  distinguished  among  the  Keltic  race  for  a 
successful  culture  of  the  bardic  science,  and  they  possess  very  interesting  remains 
of  ancient  composition. 

Such  portions  of  Gaelic  poetry  as  have  been  published  amply  display  its 
excellence:  the  poems  of  Ossian  alone  prove  undeniably  the  poetical  character 
of  the  people  with  whom  those  beautiful  productions  originated,  and  by  whom 
they  have  been  preserved,  to  be  of  a  high  order. 

The  compositions  of  different  bards  have  been  published  either  in  whole  or  i 
in  part;  and,  although  none  could  ever  equal  the  renowned  son  of  Fingal,  many  U 
exhibit  surprising  talent  and  genius.  ! 

In  order  to  meet  the  wishes  of  many  of  the  most  influential  and  patriotic 
noblemen  and  gentlemen  connected  with  the  Highlands,  as  well  as  to  gratify  the 
desire  of  the  natives  in  general,  the  present  work — being  the  "  Beauties"  selected 
from  the  native  bards,  both  ancient  and  modern,  known  and  unknown  to  the 
public  at  large — is  now  undertaken. 

From  what  he  has  already  published,  the  qualifications  of  the  Editor,  it  is 
believed,  are  well  known  to  his  countrymen.  He  has  had  peculiar  facilities  for 
the  preparation  of  the  present  work.  Pursuing  the  subject  for  many  years, — he 
has  traversed  the  Highlands  in  all  directions,  and  has  been  fortunate  enough   to 
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preserve  many  fine  pieces,  which,  he  1ms  reusou  to  believe,  are  now  wholly  lost 
ainoii^  the  pe*>ple.  Hespeeting-  the  i)ar(l.s — he  is  in  possession  of*  a  large  collec- 
tion of  furious  and  interesting  particulars,  known  to  few  others.  An  Introduction 
is  also  given  which  is  devoted  to  a  history  (jf  their  privileges,  and  the  influence  of 
their  compositions  on  the  state  of  society. 

The  work  comprises,  besides  the  lives  of  the  poets,  and  numerous  illustra- 
tions and  historical  notes  in  the  English  language,  the  best  pieces  of  ancient  and 
modern  composition,  properly  classified. 

Besides  the  merit  of  the  poetry,  the  utility  of  the  work  will  be  otherwise  great. 
It  will  display  the  various  provincial  dialects,  and  the  Glossary  will  be  both  in- 
teresting and  instructive  to  the  philologist  and  Gaelic  Student;  while  the  historian 
may  consult  the  lives  and  notes  with  much  advantage,  the  antiquary  and  philo- 
sopher will  find  much  light  thrown  upon  ancient  manners  by  the  whole,  especially 
by  the  compositions  of  the  Cliar-Siieana-chain,  or  the  Songsters  of  the  ancient 
tax,  a  chiss  of  the  imjirovisatori  hitherto  unnoticed,  but  who  exercised  great 
influence  throughout  the  Highlands. 


PREFACE. 


In  presenting  the  "  Beauties  of  Gaelic  Poetry"  to  the  public,  I  find  myselFin  a  posi- 
tion which  demands  some  explanation  of  the  motives  that  induced  me  to  undertake  this 
arduous  task,  and  the  principles  that  guided  me  throughout  its  execution.  I  would  ])re- 
niise,  however,  that  although  they  are  called,  and,  I  trust  not  inappropriately,  Beauties, 
it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  every  line,  or  stanza,  or  even  poem,  of  the  Collection,  could 
be  of  itself  beautiful.  The  name  under  which  the  work  is  ushered  into  the  world  does 
not  warrant  so  high  an  anticipation.  It  is  merely  intended  to  signify,  that  the  richest 
and  most  valuable  gems  of  the  Keltic  Muse  combine  to  form  this  constellation  of  our 
country's  minstrelsy  ;  and,  in  instances  where  poems  may  not  be  so  brilliant  in  poetical 
genius  or  grandeur,  they  will  be  found  to  throw  a  stream  of  light  on  many  of  the  manners 
und  customs  of  our  ancestors. 

In  the  compilation  of  such  a  work  as  this,  however,  it  is  impossible  to  meet  the  wishes 
of  every  reader  ;  and,  indeed,  until  the  public  agree  among  themselves  on  points  of  literary 
taste,  it  will  be  impossible  for  the  most  skilful  and  sagacious  compiler  to  gratify  every 
palate.  Enough,  however,  it  is  hoped,  has  been  collated  to  make  the  work  as  generally 
acceptable  as  possible. 

Regarding  the  cause  which  induced  me  to  undertake  a  task  so  arduous,  no  one,  who 
knows  me,  will  question  my  veracity  when  I  say,  that,  veneration  for  the  productions  of  my 
country's  talented  sons  and  daughters,  and  an  honest  desire  to  preserve  them  in  the  most 
imperishable  form,  were  the  impelling  motives.  Inthe  morningof  my  days,  it  was  my  happy 
lot  to  inhale  the  mountain  air  of  a  sequestered  spot,  whose  inhabitants  may  well  be  de- 
signated the  children  of  Song  ;  and,  in  a  state  of  society,  whose  manners  were  but  little 
removed  from  that  of  primitive  simplicity,  I  had  frequent  opportunities  of  witnessing 
the  influence  of  poetry  over  the  mind,  and  uniformly  found,  that  cheerfulness  and  song, 
music  and  morality,  walked  almost  always,  hand  in  hand.  Thus  nurtured,  and  thus  tutor- 
ed, the  intrinsic  excellence  of  the  poetry  which  I  was  accustomed  to  hear  in  my  younger 
days,  made  such  an  impression  on  my  mind,  that  neither  time,  distance,  nor  cir- 
cumstances, have  been  able  to  obliterate.  I  was  therefore  bred  with  an  enthusiasm  which  ' 
impelled  me,  as  I  advanced  in  life,  to  dig  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  invaluable  mine, 
until,  having  obtained  a  view  of  the  whole  available  materials,  my  admiration  became 
fixed,  and  my  resolution  to  rear  the  present  monument  was  immovably  formed. 

The  compilers  who  have  preceded  me,  cither  from  the  irresistible  pressure  of  circum- 
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stances  or,  from  projudircs  rrsiiltiiip  from  pcopfiapliical  considerations,  have  intrrspersod 
tlit'ir  collections  with  a  jircjioiKlciatin^-  amount  of  do;,'^(  icl  ;im(1  inferior  rhymes  ;  nay, 
niuny  of  tlitir  hc.st  pieces  ar«*  {^ivcn  in  an  imperfect,  or  j^arhlcd  form  ;  while  not  a  sinjj^le 
attempt  has  been  made  to  explain  ohsciire  jdirases,  or  to  di^vf-lop  the  real  and  l<?gilimate 
mean  mr  of  donhtfid  idioms  and  passages.  The  task  thns  left  for  the  future  gleaner,  althon<rh 
no  douht  considerably  facilitated,  was  still  great  ;  and  it  was  not  nntil  I  had  comj)lelc1y 
traversed  the  Highlands,  and  secured  a  variety  of  old  manuscripts,  that  I  ascertained  the 
nature  of  the  labour  I  had  imposed  uj)on  myself,  in  appreciating  the  character  and  rpiality 
of  the  materials. 

It  is  not  for  me  to  say  with  what  success  I  have  brouglit  my  labours  to  a  close. 
Without,  however,  arrogating  to  myself  any  exclusive  means  of  information,  or  any  thing 
beyond  ordinary  abilities,  I  should  hope,  at  least,  that  credit  for  indefatigable  perse- 
verance, and  diligent  untiring  research  will  be  awarded  to  me  ;  and  that,  while  the 
transcribed  part  of  the  work  will  be  found  superior  to  productions  of  the  same  nature,  the 
amount  of  original  and  curious  matter  which  it  contains  will  bear  araj)le  testimony  to  the 
cxtensiveness  of  the  inquiries  I  have  instituted. 

Some  small  items  of  self-interest  are  ever  apt  to  be  interwoven,  even  with  our  most 
patriotic  actions  ;  and,  therefore,  to  steer  wholly  clear  of  all  personal  considerations,  in 
whatever  we  undertake,  requires  more  virtue  than  is  possessed  by  the  generality  of  men. 
Yet  I  sincerely  trust  that  purity  of  motives  will  be  a  sufficient  shield  from  the  aspersions 
and  insinuations  which  have  been  levelled  at  me,  by  individuals  who  measure  their  neigh- 
bours' actions  by  their  own.  These,  however,  I  shall  contentedly  bear,  provided  I  can  only 
be  the  means  of  wreathing  one  laurel  more  for  the  brow  of  departed  genius.  I  would  gladly 
be  spared  the  pain  of  animadverting  upon  a  class  of  men,  whose  assistance  I  had  a  right 
to  expect  in  so  national  an  undertaking, — 1  mean  our  clergymen  and  schoolmasters.  Those 
gentlemen  who  hurl  their  invectives  against  the  high-minded,  patriotic,  and  talented 
Dr  M'Leod,  for  his  unwearied  efforts  to  enlighten  his  countrymen,  and  to  exalt  them 
to  a  higher  status  of  moral  and  intellectual  excellence,  will  very  naturally  be  as  forward  in 
discouraging  my  endeavours  to  preserve  from  oblivion  the  songs  of  our  native  country. 
An  indiscriminate  charge,  however,  ^YOuld  be  as  ungenerous,  as  it  would  be  unjust ; 
and,  therefore,  w  ith  great  pleasure  1  record,  among  both  classes,  many  honourable  excep- 
tions ;  and,  to  them  I  take  this  opportunity  of  conveying  my  heartfelt  thanks. 

I  may  here  notice  a  few  deviations  from  what  is  generally  recognised  as  the  standard 
of  Gaelic  orthography,  that  have  been  made  in  the  following  pages.  Had  I  been  writing 
prose,  where  no  inflections  could  offend  the  ear,  or  destroy  the  smoothness  or  harmony  of 
a  sentence,  these  emendations,  however  justifiable  in  themselves,  would  not  have  been  in- 
troduced. But  in  poetry  it  is  far  otherwise.  Indeed,  to  do  justice  to  the  harmony  of 
the  versification,  no  acknowledged  rules  will  apply.  A  north-country  poet  uniformly 
■writes  tan,  where  one  belonging  to  Argyle  sings  eun  ;  both  taking  care  that  the  accordant 
word  chimes  with  their  peculiar  orthoepy.  How  murderous,  then,  would  it  have  been 
to  the  cadence  and  cUnh  of  the  bard,  w  ere  either  of  these  words  made  to  conform  to  the 
stiffness  of  established  rules  !     This  is  but  a  solitary  instance  where  thousands  might  be 
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])roduce{l,  of  anomalies  and  j)rovincial  plirascologics  whicli  rendòr  a  sameness  of  orthogra' 
phy  impossible  in  poetical  composition. 

The  difference  of  termination  in  the  nominative  plural  of  nouns  endinjj  in  a,  and  the  dative 
in  aibh,  lias  been  done  away  with  here  ;  and  both  cases,  which,  correctly  speaking,',  are  the 
same,  have  been  made  to  terminate  in  an  or  caiids  the  case  may  be — excejit  where,  for 
the  sake  of  harmony,  their  retention,  in  the  vulgar  terminations,  has  been  indispensable. 
This,  however,  has  seldom  been  the  case  ;  for,  such  terminations  do  not  belong  to  Scottish 
Gaelic.  No  Highlander  would  say  Fo  na  h-cachaibh  {etch).  Bho  iia  marbhaibh  {mairbh). 
Air  do  chasaibh  (chasan).  With  the  learned  translator  of  Ossian's  poems,  I  am  anxious 
to  yield  the  credit  of  such  discoveries  to  the  monks  of  Ireland,  who,  regardless  of  the  only 
legitimate  source  of  correctness,  the  language  as  spoken  by  the  Aborigines,  have  tortured 
their  vernacular  tongue  into  a  similarity  with  the  Latin  !  And  strangely  enough,  our 
grammarians  are  endeavouring  to  perpetuate  the  error,  notwithstanding  that  any  old 
woman  in  the  Highlands  could  put  them  right  on  the  subject ;  for 

"These  KULES  of  old  discover' d,  not  derised. 
Are  Nature  still,  but  Nature  met/iodiz'd." 

I  have  also  thrown  out  the  Irish  words  fuidh,  luidhe,  tigh,  and  dhoibh,  and  supplied  their 
place  b\'  their  correct  Gaelic  synonymies  fo,  laidhe,  iaigh,  and  dhaibh — which  are  conso- 
nant with  the  orthoei)y  in  every  part  of  the  Highlands  ;  nor  am  I  aware  of  any  reason  why 
these  words  should  be  spoken  in  one  way  and  written  in  another.     The  letter  ^  which 
should  always  be  used  for  the  possessive  pronoun,  has  been  restored  in  the  following 
pages,  in  contradistinction  to  the  **  Revisers"  of  the  Gaelic  Bible,  who  have  excluded  it,  as 
in  d'athair,  instead  of  t-athair^  w  hich  is  evidently  the  most  eligible,  the  word  being  a  con- 
traction of  tu  athair  (thy  father).     With  these  slight  innovations,  if  such  they  can  be 
called,  the  orthography  throughout  will  be  found  to  accord  with  the  recognised  standards. 
Before  leaving  this  point,  I  may  quote  the  words  of  Owen  Connellan,  Esq.,  Irish  Histo- 
riographer to  her  Majesty.     "  I  regret,"  says  he,  "  to  be  compelled  to  observe,  that  it  has 
been  but  too  common  among  Irish  scholars,  to  display  extreme  jealousy  of  each  other ; 
each  appearing  to  wish  that  he  should  be  looked  up  to  as  the  sole  expositor  and  oracle  of 
.this  neglected  dialect ;  and,  prompted  by  a  desire  of  exhibiting  his  own  sujierior  know- 
ledge, he  is  ever  ready  to  find  fault  with  every  other  Irish  production  whatever."    Now, 
had  Mr  Connellan  been  a  Scottish  Gaelic  writer,  he  would  have  had  to  complain,  not  of 
the  "  exhibition  of  superior  knowledge,"  but  of  the  dogged  tenacity  of  many  of  our  pretend- 
ing Gaelic  scholars,  and,  that  too,  on  a  matter  subject  to  so  many  anomalies  and  inflections 
which  often  derive  their  caste  from  provincialism,  where  it  is  jierhaps  impossible  that 
harmony  of  opinion  should  exist,  even  among  competent  scholars.      But  the  evil  is,  that, 
instead  of  co-operating  to  establish  a  grammatical  system  of  uniformity,  our  literati  have 
thought  fit  to  render  no  higher  services  to  their  country,  than  to  play  a  game  of  cross- 
purposes  on  the  subject. 

In  a  land  of  song,  like  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  where  every  strath,  glen,  and  ham- 
let, had  its  bard,  and,  possibly,  every  bard  his  host  of  admirers,  some  obscure  votary  of 
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the  Mnscrf  nuiy  liuv».'  escupeil  our  notice  ;  and,  u  f.w  tlay-iireaiiiers  liave  been  dcaiijijedly 
passed  over  in  siltiu'o.  In  tlit;  first  case,  tl»e  charge  ol'  intcntioniil  m-^lcct  docs  not  a|)i)ly 
to  me  ;  and,  with  rey;ard  to  the  second  ehiss,  I  couUl  mention  the  names  of  many  poet- 
asters, Nvho  iiave  not  been  admitted  into  our  galaxy  of*  K.cltic  minstrels  ;  and,  lor  this 
obvious  reason  that  they  were  not  worthy  ol"  the  enviable  position.  Their  friends, 
therefore,  will  pardon  in  mc  the  oversight  of  not  mentioning  names  that  could  not  otherwise 
be  noticed. 

The  lives  of  the  Bards  form,  perhaps,  the  most  interesting  part  of  the  w  ork.  Biograjdiy 
has  always  been  founil  a  useful  study  ;  and,  although  these  sketches  are  necessarily  con- 
densed, they  will  be  found  to  extend  in  length,  and  in  minuteness  of  circumstantial  detail,  in 
proportion  to  the  claims  of  the  subject  of  the  memoir.  The  Highland  bards  filled  a  most 
imj)ortant  station  in  society  ;  and  I  know  no  better  mirror  than  their  works,  to  shadow 
forth  the  moral  and  intellectual  picture  of  the  community  among  whom  they  lived.  In 
I  collecting  materials  for  lives  of  which  no  written  records,  not  even,  perhaps,  the  date  of 
their  natal  day  was  kept,  I  experienced  considerable  difficulty.  Frequently  have  I  blushed 
to  find  among  my  countrymen,  individuals  who  could. learnedly  tell  me  of  Virgil's  bashful, 
ncss,  and  the  length  of  Ovid's  nose,  with  as  much  precision  as  if  they  had  measured  it  by 
rule  and  compass,  and  put  me  right  as  to  the  cut  and  colour  of  Homer's  coat  when  he 
was  a  ballad-singer;  but  who  knew  nothing  of  our  own  poets — simply  because  they  were 
their  own  countrymen,  and  sang  in  their  vernacular  language! 

These  memoirs  are  generally  commingled  or  followed  by  short  critiques  on  the  productions 
of  the  bard  under  notice.  My  opinions,  in  this  respect,  are  freely  given,  and  if  they  should 
run  counter  to  the  prepossessed  notions  of  any  one,  it  is  submitted  whether,  perhaps,  we 
shall  not  agree  on  a  reconsideration  of  the  subject.  I  am  aware  how  firmly  early  prepos- 
sessions and  local  partialities  lay  hold  of  our  esteem,  and  how  difficult  it  is  for  us,  in  after 
years,  to  exercise  our  judgment  unfettered  by  first  impressions  ;  but  I  can  say  with  perfect 
truth,  that  I  have  divested  myself  of  every  vestige  of  partiality  when  adjudging  laurels  to 
the  Highland  bards.  If,  therefore,  I  have  bestowed  more  florid  encomiums  on  any  one 
than  he  merited — if  I  have  anywhere  taken  a  lower  estinriate  than  the  reader  would  be 
disposed  to  do — if  I  have  been  unjust  in  the  distribution  of  praises  or  animadversions,  I 
hope  it  will  be  attributed,  as  it  ought  to  be,  to  an  error  in  judgment,  and  not  to  prejudice, 
partiality,  or  evil  intention.  In  writing  them,  much  more  attention  has  been  paid  to 
simple  and  authentic  detail,  than  to  illustrative  or  excursive  comments. 

In  the  arrangement  of  the  poets,  due  regard  was  had,  as  far  as  practicable,  to  seniority, 
that  being  the  most  unobjectionable  mode  that  could  be  adopted  ;  and  the  same  rule 
was  observed  in  the  classification  of  the  poems. 

It  may  be  deemed  out  of  place,  in  a  prefatory  notice,  to  allude  to  my  list  of  subscribers  ; 
but  I  feel  so  grateful  on  this  subject,  and  so  proud  of  their  number,  respectability  and  intelli- 
gence, that  I  cannot  help  adverting  to  it.  Their  literary  taste  and  discrimination  afford 
me  the  best  assurance  that  the  nature  of  my  labours  will  be  fully  appreciated.  From  the 
plan  I  have  adopted,  those  who  were  accustomed  to  see  the  poems  occupy  so  much  space 
in  other  works,  may  be  apt  to  think  that  they  have  undergone  curtailment— a  perusal 
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of  them,  however,  will  not  only  obviate  this  misconception,  but  convince  the  reader  t!iat 
they  are  given  at  greater  hui^lh  and  in  a  more  improved  form  than  they  ever  apjiearcd 
before.  Wiiere  spurious  verses  and  monastic  interpolations  had  intruded  themselves, 
they  have,  of  couise,  been  thrown  out.  The  same  system  of  ejectment  has  been  carried 
to  indecent  phrases  and  objectionable  passages  ;  and,  while  nothing  of  the  fire,  or  grandeur, 
or  general  beauty  lias  been  lost,  the  utmost  vigilance  has  been  exercised  that  nothing 
should  be  allowed  to  creep  in,  wliich  could  offend  the  most  dfelicate,  or  afibrd  ground  of 
complaint  to  the  most  fastidious. 

The  idea  of  this  undertaking  was  first  suggested  to  me  by  a  worthy  friend,  who  is  now 
no  more,  James  Robertson,  Esq.,  Collector  of  Customs,  Stornoway.  Mr  Robertson,  himself 
a  gentleman  of  high  j)oetic  talent,  possessed  a  fund  of  curious  information  about  the  bards, 
and  several  written  documents,  to  which  lie  obligingly  gave  me  free  access,  and  from 
which,  some  of  the  anecdotes  with  which  this  work  is  interspersed,  have  been  extracted. 

After  having  collected  all  the  materials  which  I  deemed  necessary  for  the  completion 
of  the  work,  I  met  with  so  little  encouragement,  that  I  was  on  the  eve  of  abandoning  my 
design,  when  Mr  Donald  M'Pherson,  Bookseller,  London,  with  an  enthusiasm  and  high 
j)atriotic  feeling  that  do  honour  to  his  heart,  entered  into  my  projects,  and,  by  his  warmly 
exercised  influence,  put  me  into  a  position  in  which  I  soon  enjoyed  the  pleasing  assurance  of 
being  able  to  carry  my  intentions  into  execution. 

With  equal  gratitude  1  have  to  record  the  disinterested  kindness  of  Archibald  M'Neil, 
Esq.,  W. S.,  Edinburgh — a  gentleman  whose  name  carries  along  with  it  associations  of  all 
that  is  noble-minded  and  generous.  To  this  gentleman  I  owe  much.  His  exertions  to 
further  my  views  were  characterized  by  a  warmth  of  zeal,  and  promptitude  of  action,  in 
the  way  of  urging  others  to  give  the  work  their  support,  for  which  no  words  of  mine  can 
sufficiently  thank  him. 

I  feel  myself  also  deeply  indebted  to  another  gentleman,  the  mention  of  whose  name 
is  sufRcient  to  convince  the  reader  of  the  sincerity  of  my  feelings — I  allude  to  Mr 
Lachlan  M*Lean,  Merchant,  Glasgow,  author  of  the  "History  of  tlie  Gaelic  Language," 
&c.,  who,  in  the  most  handsome  manner,  gave  me  the  use  of  his  library,  and  exerted  himself 
with  his  vtonted  enthusiasm  to  enlist  pubHc  sympathy  and  support  in  favour  of  the  under- 
taking. 

There  are  other  favourable  circumstances  and  kind  friends  that  might  w  ell  elicit  from  me 
the  tribute  of  grateful  acknowledgment  but  as  I  am  more  inclined  to  be  concise  than 
ceremonious,  my  devoirs  must  be  expressed  in  general  terms;  and  I  therefore  assure 
all  such,  that  1  shall  fondly  cherish  the  recollection  of  their  kindness  until  the  latest  hour 
of  my  existence. 

It  is  customary  in  a  notice  of  this  kind  to  take  the  precaution  of  disarming  the  critics, — 
a  custom  I  would  gladly  honour  in  my  own  case.  That  errors  have  cve\)i  in,  and  that 
imperfections  may  appear  to  the  eye  of  critical  acumen,  is  readily  conceded  ;  but  these 
will  form  no  greater  defalcation  than  candour  will  allow  it  was  impossible  to  eschew.  If 
I  am  afterwards  convinced  of  any  unintentional  errors — convinced,  as  1  have  a  right  to 
demand,  by  the  force  of  argument  and  the  power  of  philological  reasoning,  I  will  be  as  ready 
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to  acknowletlgo  my  mistakes,  as  I  shall  be  imjx'rturbablc  at  tlio  innocuous  shafts  of  ill- 
natured  pedantic  invective  an<l  declamation. 

And  now,  Header,  havini^  conducted  you  to  the  threshold  of  the  palladium  of  the  High- 
land Minstrels,  let  me  crave  your  leisure  hours  to  the  study  and  contemplation  of  their 
works.  We  speak  of  by-gone  ages  in  terms  which  seem  to  imply  that  we  are  morally, 
intellectually,  and  religiously  superior  to  our  ancestors.  Would  that  it  were  so !  We 
exult  in  the  progress  of  civiliiiition,  improvement  and  scientific  knowledge;  but  we  are 
retrograding  in  another  point  of  view.  Time  was,  when  the  hours  which  arc  now  so 
assiduously  devoted  to  the  propagation  of  gossip,  to  circumvention,  scandal  and  chicanery, 
were  spent  in  singing  songs,  and  reciting  legends  in  the  innocent  comfort  and  simplicity 
of  unsophisticated  manners.  But  the  Bards  have  ceased  to  lash  the  backbiter,  the  drunkard, 
and  the  moral  delinquent ;  and  as  snails  shoot  out  their  horns  in  a  calm,  so  the  Immau  owlets 
of  our  country  have  multiplied  in  a  fearful  degree  1 

Reader,  farewell ! — but  ere  I  pronounce  that  doleful  word,  allow  me,  in  the  sincerity  of  a 
warm  Highland  heart,  to  wish  you  the  innocence,  beauty,  and  simplicity  of  the  mountain 
maid — the  prowess  and  patriotism  of  the  plaided  warrior — the  lofty  talent  of  the  Keltic 
bard — the  age  of  our  Apollo,  silvery-locked  Ossian — and  the  deathbed  of  one  who  is 
conscious  of  nothing  worse  than  having  read  and  studied  and  sung  the  *'  Beauties  of 
Gaelic  Poetry." 

Universiit  Printing  Office,!  irkuxT   ht  a  i-t/ttxtvit? 

Glasgow,  April  1,  1841.       /  JOHN  MACKENZIE. 
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Those  who  compose  the  poems  and  melodies  which  stimulate  or  mollify  the  passions  of 
mankind,  possess  a  much  greater  influence  in  society  than  can  be  readily  conceived. 

If  national  airs,  in  ages  of  refinement  and  artificial  feeling,  are  found  to  have  so  strong 
a  power  over  the  mind,  as  in  the  **  Ranz  des  vaches,"  or  *'  Erin  gu  brath,"  how  much 
more  forcibly  must  the  bold  chanting  of  heroic  verse — the  plaintive  tones  of  injured  inno- 
cence— the  impressive  notes  of  impassioned  exhortation,  or  the  keen  touch  of  satiric  spirit, 
have  affected  a  people  like  the  Gael,  imbued  with  all  the  fervour  of  unaffected  nature,  and 
who  paid  ardent  devotion  at  the  shrine  of  freedom  ?  How  highly  must  an  order  have 
been  venerated,  which  possessed  an  influence,  the  effects  of  which  were  so  deeply  and  so 
universally  felt,  and  how  greatly  must  the  general  applause  have  fanned  the  flame  which 
burned  so  ardently  in  the  poet's  heart  ?  The  deference  paid  to  the  professors  of  poetry 
and  music,  was  prompted  by  a  sense  of  the  utility  of  their  labours,  and  by  enthusiastic 
approbation. 

The  retention  of  the  Celtic  Language  and  Manners  by  the  unmixed  descendants  of  the 
most  ancient  people  of  Europe,  is  a  si-ngnlar  phenomenon  in  the  history  of  mankind ;  and 
not  the  least  remarkable  trait  in  the  character  of  the  race,  is  their  genius  for  the  sister 
arts  of  poetry  and  music.     The  patriarchal  system,  as  incompatible  with  an  altered  state  of 
society,  has  been  broken  up,  and  much  indeed  of  national  characteristic  has  been  lost  since 
its  abolition.     The  different  condition  of  the  Highland  population  has  lowered  the  Bardic 
profession  from  its  former  high  standing.     The  powerful  stimulus  of  "  the  man  of  song,*' 
is  no  longer  required  to  animate  the  clansmen  for  the  battle  field,  or  to  preserve  by  his 
captivating  recitations,  the  memory  of  the  days  cf  old.     His  useful  services  as  the  Laureat, 
moral  preceptor,  and  historical  instructor,  are  not  now  rewarded  by  the  free  possession  of 
a  good  farm,  and  other  rights,  but  the  innate  love  of  poetry  has  still  preserved  the  un- 
broken generation  of  Bards.    The  people  yet  highly  appreciate  the  poet's  lays,  and  the  feel- 
ings of  unabated  delight  with  which  the  Highlander  continues  to  cherish  the  Song,  show 
that  the  ancient  spirit  has  not  decayed. 

The  numerous  collections  of  Gaelic  pieces  which  have  from  time  to  time  appeared, 

evince  the  national  taste,  and  display  the  poetical  acquirements  of  the  Mriters,  but  how 

a 
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small  a  proportion  these  boar  to  tlic  stores  yet  floating  in  oral  reeord,  selections  from  which 
are  now  anbinittrd  to  the  piililic  !  'J'Ik'  following  j)ieces  will  give  natives u  nioD,"  extended 
idea  of  the  value  of  poetic  treasure  in  their  nir^cil  and  romantic  country,  while  to  the 
reader  who  is  a  strany:er  to  the  lun;;iiaL;(!  in  which  tlie  innnortal  Hard  of  Selma  formed  his 
imperishable  compositions,  the  varied  lives  of  so  many  rtMuarkablc  and  talented  individuals, 
must  prove  an  interesting  novelty. 

An  appropriate  introduction  to  the  Beauties  of  the  Gaelic  Poets,  appears  to  be  a  brief 
account  of  that  long  descended  race,  which  so  justly  demands  regard,  and  of  which  they 
ever  formed  so  important  a  class.  Connected  with  this  is  a  demonstration  that  the  lan- 
guage in  which  the  following  poems  appear,  is  that  handed  down  to  their  authors  from 
ancestors  the  most  remote. 

The  Celtic  race  were  the  first  known  inhabitants  of  Europe,  which  was  occupied 
throughout  by  various  tribes  or  clans.  The  appropriate  name  which  this  remarkable 
people  gave  themselves  was  CeltaD,  but  the  terms  Calatae,  Galatte,  or  Gallatians,  and  Galli, 
or  Gauls,  were  adojited  by  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  and  were  the  appellations  by  which 
in  later  ages  they  were  usually  distinguished,* 

Various  etymological  conjectures  are  advanced  as  explanatory  of  these  designations.  A 
name  descriptive  of  locality  does  not  appear  reasonably  applicable  to  nations  spread  over 
an  extensive  continent  and  its  numerous  islands  ;  they  could  neither  be  described  as  living 
in  woods,  nor  on  the  hills,  nor  beside  the  waters,  with  any  propriety,  either  by  themselves 
or  by  others. t  A  more  probable  derivation  is  from  the  fair  complexion  by  which  the 
ancients  characterized  the  race.  This  is  the  etymon  given  by  Greek  scholars,  as  if  the 
body  was  *'  Galactoi,"  «iilky  coloured;  and  as  G  and  C  are  commutable  letters, it  must  be 
confessed  that  the  Gaelic  Gealta  or  Cealta,  has  the  closest  possible  resemblance  to  Celta. 

The  original  seat  of  the  human  race  was  undoubtedly  the  fertile  plains  of  Asia,  but 
when  the  Celtic  stream  first  rolled  from  that  productive  storehouse  of  nations,  is  never 
likely  to  become  known.  J  Successive  waves  of  migratory  hordes  must  have  flowed  from 
the  east,  impelled  by  a  want  of  food  or  a  thirst  for  conquest,  long  before  the  Trojan  war, 
when  the  Keltoi  were  first  known  to  the  Greeks,  or  when  Herodotus,  the  father  of  history, 
informs  us  they  inhabited  to  the  farthest  west.§  Their  daring  enterprise  and  mighty  con- 
quests had  shaken  the  well-settled  empires  of  Greece  and  Rome,  when  these  nations  were 
yet  unacquainted  with  the  regions  whence  issued  the  overwhelming  hosts,  and  scarcely 
knew  their  terrific  foes,  save  through  the  disturbed  vision  of  a  frightened  imagination.il 

Various  sections  of  the  dense  population  of  western  Europe  came  alternately  under 
historical  notice,  as  their  power  and  influence  brought  them  more  prominently  into  view. 
The  Cimmerii,  or  Cimbri,  the  Getce  or  Goths,  the  Scythae  or  Celto-Scyths,  the  Germanni, 

*  Appian.  Pausauias. 

+  A  host  of  origiual  writers,  British  and  foi-eign,  have  exercised  their  ingenuity  to  give  this  ward. a 
satisfactory  signitication, 

:J:  Pri chard  demonstrates  their  eastern  origin  from  the  language.  See  many  curious  analogies  with  the 
Hebrew  &c.,  in  Maclean's  Hist,  of  the  Celtic  Language — 184U. 

§  Book  IV.  c.  3.  he  flourished  500  years,  A.  C. 

II  Li\7,  Appian,  Plutarch,  on  the  Cimbrian  war,  <S;c.,  (Sec,  &c.,  show  what  frightful  beings  fear  had  painted 
these  formidable  invaders. 
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the  Teutoni,  and  the  three  divisions  of  Gallia  proper  ;  the  Celts,  Belgs,  and  Aquitaing, 
successively  occupy  a  predominant  share  in  the  eventful  page  of  history.  From  the  testi- 
mony of  numerous  ancient  authorities,  these  appear  rather  subdivisions  of  an  identic  race, 
than  different  nations.  If  Celtae  gave  place  to  Galli,  Scythae  became  Germanni,  &c.  The 
name  Lochlin  and  Lychlin  was  applied  by  the  British  tribes  to  Germany,  and  they  con- 
sidered it  the  same  country  as  Gaul.* 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  that  local  position,  commerce,  and  other  circumstances,  will, 
in  process  of  time,  occasion  so  much  diiferencc  between  branches  of  an  original  race,  that 
they  will  appear,  and  may  be  justly  considered  different  nations.  Thus,  the  Greeks  and 
Barbarians  so  closely  resembled  each  other,  previous  to  the  time  of  Homer,  that  no  dis- 
tinction in  manners  or  language  appears  to  have  then  existed.f 

When  continental  Europe  had  become  fully  peopled,  emigration  to  the  British  isles 
must  have  speedily  taken  place,  and  the  obvious  route  was  from  the  opposite  coast  of 
Gaul,  to  South  Britain,  but  at  what  period  the  first  adventurers  arrived,  can  only  be 
matter  of  conjecture.  Some  part  of  the  maritime  population  were  known  to  the  Romans 
as  mercantile  settlers  from  the  continent,  but  those  who  inhabited  the  interior,  had  lost 
all  tradition  of  their  origin,  and,  like  their  Gauli&h  ancestors,  believed  themselves  the 
indigenous  possessors  of  the  island.;}:  To  the  early  Greeks  and  Romans  it  was  unknown, 
but  the  assertion  has  been  reiterated  that  the  Phoenicians  had  established  a  commercial 
relation  with  the  natives  upwards  of  2,800  years  ago,  and  carried  on  a  lucrative  trade 
with  them  in  lead  and  tin.§ 

The  author  of  the  Argonautica,  writing  nearly  600  years  before  our  era,  speaks  of  lernis, 
which,  signifying  the  western  island,  [lar-innis,]  would  apply  to  either  Britain  or  Ireland, 
and  Aristotle,  who  flourished  two  centuries  and  a  half  later,  calls  the  former  both  Albium ' 
and  Brettania.  These  and  other  scanty  notices  of  a  certain  island  opposite  Gaul,  are 
more  curious  than  satisfactory  or  important ;  the  fact  of  an  early  colonization  is  proved 
by  the  numerous  population  at  the  period  of  the  Roman  advent,  55,  A.  C.,l|  and  the 
whole  was  composed  of  various  tribes  represented  as  arriving  at  different  times  from  the 
continent,  forcing  back  the  previous  settlers  and  presenting  those  great  divisions,  in  the 
illustration  of  whose  descent,  historians  have  so  laboriously  employed  themselves. 

The  Welsh  or  Cumri,  from  their  general  appellation  of  Ancient  Britons,  are  considered 
as  the  original  inhabitants,**  but  it  is  admitted  by  their  own  antiquaries,  and  shown  by 
others,  that  the  Gael,  or  in  their  own  lingual  form,  the  Gwyddel  must  have  preceded 
thein.f  f  The  Welsh  authorities  preserve  the  names  of  other  colonies  which  arrived  at 
uncertain  periods.  The  Lloegrws  came  from  Gwasgwn  or  Gascony,  and  were  the  pro- 
genitors of  those  who  possessed  England,  and  the  Bi7thon,  from  Lhydaw  or  Bretagne,  who 
it  is  said  gave  name  to  the  island,  both  being  of  Cumraeg  descent. i+ 


*  "Welsh  authorities,  and  the  Highland  Society's  Report  on  the  Poems  of  Ossian,  App.  309. 
*t"  Thucydides.  +  Ciesar,  of  the  Gallic  "wars,  book.  V.  chap.  12. 

§  The  Cassiterides,  or  Tin  islands,  are  believed  to  be  the  Scillies.     See  various  authorities  cited  "  Scottish 
Gael,"  1.  34. 

II  CiEsar,  Diodonis  Siculus.  **  Welsh  Triads  and  other  authorities, 

ff  Edw.  Lhwyd,  &.c.  JJ  Talliesen.  Whittaker. 
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The  Romans  found  the  southern  coasts  occupied  by  tribes  of  Helgic  origin,  who  are 
8uppos(;d  to  have  arrived  three  or  four  centuries  before  th(;  birtli  of  Christ.  Successive 
euiinratitius  forcrd  the  inhabitants  \v«'st\var(l,  and  to  the  north,  but  ecirtainly  nothinj^  is 
recorded  to  warrant  t\ic.  lìelicl',  that  tlu.'  whuh;  were  not  ol"  (iaidie  ori^dn.*  Scotland  was 
possessed  hy  a  ('eltie  pcopU",  divided  into  twenty-one  trihes,  some  of  whom  became  at 
times  conspieuous  fri)ni  more  ihiringly  eontcndiufj  witii  their  uud)itiou8  foes,  or  bein;^ 
chosen  to  direct  the  national  coid'ederations,  but  the  collective  inhaÌHtants  were,  as  they 
have  ever  been,  denominated  hy  themselves  and  their  brethren  in  Ireland,  Albanieh, 
Albanians  ;  natives  of  Alban  or  Albion,  a  name  of  which  they  still  are  justly  proud,  thus 
vindicating  their  claim  to  be  considered  the  primordial  race. 

Several  of  the  great  divisions  lost  their  names  in  the  fluctuations  of  a  predatory  and 
unsettled  state  of  society  and  were  ultimately  incorporated  with  more  powerful  neigh- 
bours. The  Macatie,  (Magh-aitich,)  dwellers  on  the  jduin,  whose  situation  between  the 
pra^tenturcs,  a  sort  ofdebateable  land,  exposed  them  more  particularly  to  the  devastations 
of  war,  but  gave  ample  scope  for  the  acquisition  of  military  renown,  lost  their  prominence 
when  the  Romans  succeeded  in  forming  their  territories  into  the  province  of  Valentia, 
and  when  the  legions  were  finally  compelled  to  leave  the  island,  the  Meats,  losing  their 
consequence,  were  quickly  amalgamated  with  the  general  body.  The  Caledonii  who 
were  the  ruling  tribe  in  the  great  confederation  which  Galgacus  led  to  battle  at  the  Gram- 
pians, ceded  their  warlike  pre-eminence  to  other  branches  who  came  into  power.  The 
term  by  which  they  were  distinguished,  whatever  may  be  its  precise  meaning,  displays  in  its 
coijnposition  Gael  or  Gael,  the  appropriate  name  of  the  most  ancient  inhabitants  of  both 
Albion  and  Erin,  and  it  still  subsists,  if  not  the  native,  yet  the  classical  appellation,!  The 
redoubted  Picts  themselves  were  at  last  embodied  with  their  more  successful  countrymen 
the  Scots,  but  long  retained  the  evidence  of  their  descent  in  the  designation  of  Gaelwe- 
dians,  and  Galloway  is  still  applied  to  a  greatly  reduced  portion  of  their  ancient  kingdom. 

No  more  prolific  subject  of  literary  contention  has  offered  itself  to  the  national  contro- 
versialists, than  the  lineage  of  the  Pictish  nation,  that  powerful  division  which  so  long 
shared  the  sovereignty  of  the  kingdom.  A  prevailing  tradition  from  most  early  ages, 
held  them  as  the  original  inhabitants  ;$  the  Roman  writers  identified  them  with  the 
Caledonians,^  and  in  later  ages  they  were  recognised  as  Scots.  ||  One  opinion  has  many 
able  advocates  :  it  is  that  they  were  a  Cumraeg  nation,  using  that  branch  of  the  Celtic  lan- 
guage, but  were  expelled  by  the  Gael.  Certainly  we  look  in  vain  for  a  proof  of  this  in  the 
names  which  remain,  even  in  the  territories  of  the  Strathclyde  Welsh,  which  are  believed 
to  have  extended  to  Cumberland — all  are  Gaelic.^  But  reverting  to  another  opinion 
not  less  keenly  supported  :  were  the  Picts  of  Gothic  extract  ?  It  is  not  probable,  that  at 
so  early  an  epoch,  the  Scandinavian  wastes  could  furnish  such  a  force  as  would  be  sufficient 
to  expel  the  Celts  and  supplant  their  language,  for  except  there  was  a  very  considerable 
number  of  colonists,  the  strangers  would  inevitably  lose  their  own  tongue  in  mixture  with 
tlie  natives.     Language,  like  manners,  is  liable  to  change  from  many  operating  causes, 

*  Chalmers'  Caledonia.  I.  +  Upwards  of  twenty  etymologies  are  given  of  this  name. 

J  Bede.  See  the  arguments  of  Innes.  Crit.  Essay.  §  Eumenius,  &c.    ||  Galfridus  Monumutensis. 

TI  Pinkerton, — Bethara. 


INTRODUCTION.  Vll 


and  differences  in  one  whJth  is  widely  spread,  especially  when  unwritten,  will  greatly  in- 
crease by  the  long  estrangement  of  the  branches,  who  own  a  common  descent.  Gram- 
marians raise  the  polished  structures,  but  the  simple  vocables  attest  the  kindred  alliance. 
The  affinity  of  languages  most  certainly  evinces  the  ancient  connexion  of  nations,  that  in 
course  of  time  become  very  widely  separated.  The  Greek  and  Gothic  have  satisfactorily 
displayed  to  the  learned  their  common  parentage,  and  we  know  that  Gallic  words  pre- 
dominated in  the  Latin,  derived  through  that  most  ancient  Celtic  race,  the  Umbri,  who 
were  the  aborigines  of  Italy,  and  this  classic  tongue  in  grammatical  construction,  bore 
close  resemblance  to  the  Gaelic* 

The  assertion  has  been  confidently  repeated,  that  the  Belgic  portion  of  the  British 
tribes,  Gothic  as  the  Picts,  like  them,  obtruded  a  different  language,  which  in  the  form  of 
Saxon  and  English  has  superseded  in  the  greater  portion  of  Britain,  the  primeval  tongue. 
How  far  this  argument  can  be  supported,  it  will  be  satisfactory  to  inquire.  Do  the 
names  applied  to  natural  objects  on  record,  and  as  yet  preserved  in  those  parts  which  the 
two  nations  inhabited,  favour  the  assumption,  or  do  the  Roman  historians,  our  only  guides, 
afford  their  evidence  in  its  favour?  CtEsar  describes  the  South  Britons  as  being  in  all 
respects  like  the  people  of  Gaul,  from  which  country  he  says  they  were.f  Tacitus  in- 
forms us,  the  Gothinian  was  the  Gaelic,  and  he  particularizes  two  distinguished  Belgic 
tribes,  the  Cimbri  and  iEstii,  as  using  the  proper  British  language.:!: 

The  Gothic  tribes  came  to  the  west  of  Europe,  long  after  the  Celtic  migrations  had 
spread  population  over  the  land,  but  the  Getse  were  Scyths,  and  these  retained  the  name 
of  Celto- Scyths, §  when  their  ancient  brethren  and  precursors,  the  Keltae,  Iiad  fixed 
themselves  far  distant  in  the  west.  The  Gothic  first  prevailed  in  England,  and  a  striking 
evidence  of  the  progressive  change  of  language  among  nations  of  dissimilar  pursuits,  is  the 
fact  related  in  the  Sagas,  that  widely  different  as  the  present  English  is  from  the  northern 
tongues,  a  Saxon  could  converse  so  easily  with  a  Scandinavian,  in  the  10th  century,  that 
he  could  not  discover  him  to  be  a  foreigner. j|  The  Gothic  did  not  become  the  language  of 
the  low  country  of  Scotland,  until  comparatively  recent  times.  The  whole  inhabitants  were 
originally  of  one  race,  whatever  shades  of  difference  may  have  been  observable  in  separate 
districts,  of  which  a  clear  demonstration  is  afforded  by  the  entire  coincidence  of  local 
names,  personal  appellations,  similar  modes  of  interment,  and  relics  of  superstition 
throughout  the  whole  extent  of  the  country  ;  that  this  race  was  Celtic,  is  satisfactorily 
proved  by  the  terms  being  significant  in  the  Gaelic  language,  and  in  no  other.  In  the  years 
547  and  650,  the  kings  of  Northumberland  ravaged  the  southern  districts,  and  seizing  the 
country  between  the  Forth  and  Tweed,  filled  the  province  with  their  Anglo-Saxon  vassals, 
thus  first  inducing  the  adoption  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  language  ;  and  the  events  of  the 
Norman  conquest,  1066,  when  the  royal  family,  the  nobility  and  their  followers  were  com- 
pelled to  seek  the  protection  of  Malcolm  III.,  mightily  assisted  in  the  introduction  ;  for  the 
kingdom  became  so  filled  with  them,  that  there  was  not  a  farm-house  or  cottage  in  the  south, 
which  did  not  contain  English  men  and  women  servants  !?     The  refugees  were  located 

*  Quintilian.     Appendix  to  Report  on  the  Poems  of  Ossian.  2G3.  f  Dc  Bello  Gallico. 

J  De  moribus  Geraianorum.  §  Aristotle,  Strabo,  Plutarch.  ||  Gunlaug  saga,  &c. 

TI  Simeon  Dunelmensis,  L.  II.  c.  34. 
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on  the  bordtTs  and  oast  coast  l»y  tin*  policy  of  our  kings,  as  a  good  means  of  defence  against 
the  English  and  Danes,  and  it  may  not  Ijave  been  so  practicable  to  plant  them  in  the  in- 
land, the  Highlanders  bearing  such  intruders  no  good  will.  Moreover,  the  enterprise  of  the 
Saxons  led  them  to  prefer  the  east  coast,  where  the  powerful  stimulus  of  commercial  ad- 
vantage, hastened  the  adoption  of  their  speech  ;  finally,  the  Scottish  kings,  from  Malcolm 
Cean-inor  to  Alexundor  II.,  spent  part  of  their  lives  in  England,  where  they  acquired  the 
language,  and  nmnied  j)rince3ses  of  that  country,  and  when  the  seat  of  government  was 
removed  from  the  Highlands,  theirs  became  the  court  language,  which  gradually  extended 
in  the  maritime  parts.  In  the  heights  and  distant  isles,  the  pastoral  and  agricultural 
population  clung  with  increased  tenacity  to  their  original  tongue,  the  patriarchal  institu- 
tions of  Clanship  being  peculiarly  calculated  to  prevent  any  disturbance  of  their  social  state. 

Another  portion  of  the  inhabitants  remains  to  be  noticed,  which  had  the  fortune  to 
preserve  its  appropriate  name,  and  impart  it  to  the  whole.  The  appellation  Scoti  or 
rather  Scuite,  is  apparently  a  modification  of  Scyth,  the  name  by  which  the  great  unsettled 
branch  of  the  continental  Celts  were  distinguished,  and  is  descriptive  of  the  wandering 
life  which  a  large  portion  of  the  inhabitants  led  through  their  predatory  habits,  and  for 
the  easy  pasturage  of  their  numerous  flocks.*  Those  who  had  store  of  herds,  possessed 
the  only  riches  of  the  pastoral  state.  In  Ireland,  which  was  inhabited  by  the  Britons,f 
who  were  forced  over,  as  we  are  told,  on  the  arrival  of  the  Belgs  in  England,^  the  Scots 
were  the  dominant  and  noble  class,  the  natives  or  aborigines  being  considered  an  inferior 
order.§  The  epithet  was  adopted  by  the  monkish  writers,  but  does  not  appear  to  have 
been  acknowledged  by  the  Gael,  at  least  in  Scotland,  where  they  have  stedfastly  adhered 
to  their  national  distinction. 

In  Erin  as  in  Albion,  the  Scotic  people  were  named  the  Pictish,  and  were  known  also 
as  Cruthenich,  a  name  indicative  of  peculiar  habits.  ||  The  close  connexion  between  the 
Scots  of  both  countries,  was  such  as  became  nations  owning  a  common  origin,  in  which  they 
had  an  equal  pride.  The  Dalriadic  Kinglet,  which  the  county  of  Antrim  nearly  represents, 
was  long  subject  to  the  Scottish  line,  but  at  last  the  regal  seat  was  removed  to  Argyle, 
and  from  this  little  sovereignty  came  the  race  of  princes  who  crushed  the  vigorous  inde- 
pendence of  the  Pictish  throne,  and  so  long  ruled  over  the  united  Gael.  This  transfer  of 
the  dynasty,  whatever  may  have  been  the  motives  which  swayed  the  minds  of  those 
who  favoured  it,  was  not  accomplished  without  a  display  of  *'  the  high  hand."^ 

Did  the  Dalriadic  colony,  as  a  different  people,  bring  to  Scotland  their  own  language, 
and  become  the  first  disseminators  of  the  Gaelic,  vulgarly  called  Erse  ?  This  has  been 
rashly  asserted,  but  after  what  has  been  said  on  the  subject  of  language,  it  seems  unne- 
cessary to  devote  more  time  in  disproving  an  evident  absurdity.**  The  Gaelic,  the  pri- 
mordial tongue  used  by  the  whole  inhabitants  of  both  countries,  has  gradually  given  way 

*  "  The  \randering  nation"  of  the  Seanachies  and  "  restless  wanderers"  of  Ossian.     Amraianus,  Dio,  &c. 
attest  the  vagrant  habits  of  the  Scots;  Herodotus,  Horace,  Ammianus,  &c.,  of  the  Scyths. 

t  Diodorus  Sic,  Dionysius  Periegetes.         J  Ricard.  Cirencestrensis.         §  Bede. 

I!  "  Eaters  of  com."  MacPherson.  It  is  not  improbable  that  this  is  the  term  Dhraonich,  Agriculturists. 
Grant's  Thoughts  on  the  Gael.  ^  The  Albanic  Duan. 

**  See  the  authorities  quoted.     Ritson's  Annals  of  the  Scots,  Picts,  &c. 
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on  the  south  and  east  sides  of  Scotland.  In  Carrick  it  was  only  lately  extinguished  :  in 
Galloway  it  was  spoken  in  the  reign  of  (^ueen  Mary  1542 — 1500,*  and  during  the  same 
reign  we  find  it  the  common  language  in  the  Gariach  district  of  Aberdeenshire,  from  the 
upper  parts  of  which  it  has  receded  in  our  own  memory.t  This  much  is  to  be  observed, 
that  within  the  Garbh-Criochan,  or  boundaries  of  the  Highlands,  where  the  recession  of 
the  Gaelic  has  not  been  in  consequence  of  Saxon  settlements,  the  manners  of  the  people 
are  essentially  Gaelic,  and  they  retain  at  home  and  abroad  the  predilections  of  their 
birih,  particularly  cherishing  a  just  admiration  of  the  bardic  art,  and  possessing  the  char- 
acteristic taste  for  national  melody. 

The  foregoing  opinions  are  not  newly  formed  :  the  writer  of  these  pages  having  in 
another  publication,  some  years  ago,  gone  at  greater  length  into  the  subject,  is  happy  to 
find  that  his  views  are  now  generally  adopted. 

The  Celts,  from  whom  it  was  reluctantly  acknowledged  by  both  Greeks  and  Romans, 
that  they  had  derived  many  of  the  useful  arts  and  sciences,  nay,  even  their  philosophy,:): 
were  distinguished  by  very  remarkable  habits  and  customs,  many  of  which  still  charac- 
terize their  descendants ;  and  their  personal  appearance  offered  a  striking  contrast  to  that 
of  the  inhabitants  of  Italy  and  Greece.  To  whatever  cause  is  to  be  attributed  the  general 
mixture  of  dark-complexioned  individuals  among  the  Gael,  inducing  the  assertion,  so  often 
repeated,  that  they  display  the  genuine  Celtic  hue,  nothing  is  more  particularly  noticed 
than  the  fairness  of  skin,  the  blue  eyes  and  the  yellow  hair  of  all  branches  of  the  race. 
So  anxious  were  the  Gauls  to  improve  the  glowing  brightness  of  their  flowing  locks,  that 
in  the  desire  to  heighten,  by  frequent  washing  and  other  artificial  means,  its  natural 
colour,  they  hit  on  the  manufacture  of  soap.§  The  general  appearance  of  the  Celts  must 
have  been  very  peculiar  to  excite  the  notice  of  so  many  writers,ll  and  their  aspect  must 
have  been  a  matter  of  ostentation,  when  its  preservation  was  an  object  of  national  care.^ 
The  bardic  effusions  have  always  extolled  the  golden  ringlets  as  imparting  beauty  to  both 
sexes,  comparing  them  to  the  gracefulness  of  flowing  gold — to  the  loveliness  of  the  golden- 
haired  sun;  while  one  of  an  opposite  colour  is  alluded  to  as  an  exception.  The  Welsh 
are  perhaps  the  darkest  of  the  race,  for  they  called  the  others  Gwyddil  coch,  the  red- 
haired  Gael.  The  careful  arrangement  of  the  hair,  was  one  of  the  most  particular 
duties  of  a  Celtic  toilet,  and  the  practice  of  trimming  or  "  glibbing"  it,  was  put  down 
in  Ireland  as  an  anti-English  practice,  by  act  of   Parliament. 

The  comeliness  and  great  stature  of  the  Celts  were  acknowledged  ;  the  Britons  and 
Caledonians,  particularly  exhibiting  that  stately  appearance  which  in  early  society 
would  be  an  object  of  pride,  and  a  favourite  theme  for  bardic  compliment.  The  com- 
manding figures  of  the  Fingalian  heroes,  and  those  of  later  date,  are  always  kept  in  view. 

The  dispositions  of  a  people  are  however  more  worthy  of  consideration,  personal  ap- 
pearance being  dependent  on  physical  causes,  while  the  mental  affections  and  moral  feel- 
ings are  influenced  by  other  circumstances. 


*  Buchanan,  &c.         +  Chalmers'  Caledonia,  vol.  1.         Ij:  Diogenes  Laertius.         §  Pliny,  xxvlii.  12. 
II  Herodotus,  Cccsar,  Strabo,  Lucan,  Livy,  Silius,  Diodorus,  Tacitus,  Pliny,  Isidoiiis,  &c.,  all  describe 
the  Celts  as  fair.  .  ^  Aram.  Marc,  xxvii,  1.     Tacitus,  òcc. 
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On  the  ministers  of  religion  devolve  the  care  of  forinin*?  the  morals,  and  on  lejxislatora 
the  rejjulution  of  society  by  the  enaction  of  laws,  the  coercion  of  the  wicked,  an<l  en- 
couragement of  the  virtuous.  These  two  important  functions,  so  naturally  allied,  were 
combined  in  one  individual  anjon<j  the  early  Celts.  That  highly  interesting  and  venerable 
order  the  Druids,  who  j)resided  over  a  religion  the  most  ancient,  included  the  singularly 
important  class,  the  Bards,  the  disseminators  of  knowledge,  or  rather  as  some  maintain, 
they  were  in  truth  the  body,  of  which  the  Druids  formed  a  part,  if  more  exalted  in  rank, 
certainly  not  a  more  numerous  nor  popular  division. 

Britain  seems  to  have  been  the  hyj)orborcan  island  alluded  to  by  Hecata3us,  a  very 
ancient  writer,  who  describes  it  as  lying  opposite  to  Gaul,  and  being  as  large  as  Sicily. 
The  inhabitants  led  the  most  haj)py  lives,  sj)ending  great  part  of  their  time  in  playing  on 
the  harp,  and  worshipping  the  gods  in  groves  and  circular  temples.*  It  is  certain  that  in 
Britain  was  the  grand  seminary  for  Druidic  learning,  to  which  the  youth  from  Gaul  re- 
sorted to  comj)lete  their  course  of  education,  and  to  which  reference  was  made  in  all  cases  of 
controversy  or  doubt.  In  the  southern  province,  therefore,  we  find  the  wondrous  remains  of 
the  stupendous  works  of  Avebury  and  Stonehenge,  with  many  other  circular  erections  of 
the  Clachan  mor  of  less  note  throughout  England  and  Wales.  In  Anglesea  was  the 
sacred  fane  and  last  retreat  of  the  British  druids,  while  seeking  to  escape  the  Roman 
sword.  In  Ireland  the  great  Feis,  or  bardic  convention,  was  held  on  the  hill  of  Tara, 
(Teamhair)  in  Meath,  and  the  science  studied  in  different  seminaries.  In  Scotland,  besides 
other  consecrated  precincts,  was  Elian  Druinich,  now  lona,  the  isle  wherein  the  chief 
establishment  of  bards  was  placed,  which  the  celebrated  Columor  Columba  supplanted  by 
a  college  of  the  scarcely  less  famous  Christian  order  of  Culdees,  as  he  did  with  that  sacred 
grove  where  now  stands  the  town  of  Derry  in  Ireland,  t  To  this  latter  country  the 
bards  are  supposed  to  have  been  first  introduced  by  the  colony  of  Danas,  and  the  name, 
believed  to  have  come  from  Dan  a  song,  is  noticed  as  a  corroborative  proof.  They 
would  no  doubt  accompany  the  first  Celtic  settlers,  and  in  all  probability  held  their  appro- 
priate place  among  the  Milesian  adventurers. 

Legislation — the  services  of  religion,  and  the  poetic  art,  were  blended  in  primitive 
society,  and  the  united  duties  performed  by  one  person  ;  the  priests,  the  historians,  and 
the  lawgivers,  were  consequently  of  the  bardic  order.  Although  it  cannot  be  admitted  as 
true  that  "  poetry  preceded  prose,"  yet  it  is  not  paradoxical  to  assert  that  verse  was  an- 
terior to  prose  as  the  medium  of  record.  It  was  used  in  intercession  with  the  Deity,  and 
w  as  the  vehicle  of  all  praise.  The  ethics  of  antiquity  were  delivered  and  orally  preserved 
in  pithy  rhymes  ;  in  this  way,  the  earlier  decrees  of  Greece  were  promulgated,  and  re- 
mained for  ages  ere  they  were  engraven  on  tablets  in  the  public  ways,  and  even  then  the 
metrical  form  was  not  abandoned,  nor  did  the  people  find  another  word  for  law  than  versc^l 
Strong  indeed  was  the  attachment  to  oral  record,  but  still  stronger  was  the  predilection 
for  rhyme  ;  even  after  writing  had  come  into  use,  the  form  of  versification  was  fondly 
retained.   The  Brehons  or  Gaelic  judges  delivered  their  decrees  in  sententious  poetry,  and 


*  Diodorus.  't'  Hence  the  name,  from  Darach^  an  oak. 

J  Wood  on  the  genius  of  Homer.     The  Spartans  would  not  permit  their  laws  to  be  written. 
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Columba,  who  is  himself  believed  to  have  been  of  the  bardic  order,  and  other  early 
ecelesiastics  delivered  their  moral  precepts,  as  no  doubt  was  the  common  practice,  in 
impressive  verse.*  It  was  in  this  style  of  composition,  that  the  Gaelic  genealogies  of  the 
Scottish  kings,  repeated  by  the  seanachies  at  coronations  were  formed.f  In  Wales, 
numerous  moral  triplets  are  confidently  ascribed  to  the  Druids:  in  the  Highlands,  many 
such  apothegms,  handed  down  from  the  Sean'ir,  or  men  of  antiquity,  are  of  similar  origin. 

The  Druids,  like  the  Pythagoreans,  a  similar  sect,  were  most  careful  to  exercise  the 
memory, and  it  was  a  positive  law  that  there  shotdd  be  no  written  record;  the  first  devia- 
tion from  which  appears  to  have  been,  as  far  as  respected  religion,  but  the  poems  were  too 
mystical  to  be  understood,  save  by  the  initiated,  and  it  was  not  permitted  to  speak  openly 
of  the  ceremonials  or  secrets  of  their  profession  ;  to  sing  in  heroic  verse  the  praises  of 
illustrious  men,  was  the  unrestricted  and  most  congenial  duty  of  the  bard.  How  admi- 
rably fitted  for  the  assistance  of  recollection  was  the  use  of  poetry — how  well  adapted  for 
diffusing  throughout  the  community,  a  knowledge  of  the  laws  by  which  foreign  and  inter- 
nal relations  were  directed  ;  of  the  misfortunes  which  depressed,  or  the  successes  which 
brightened  the  national  prospects; — the  song  kept  alive  the  memory  of  transactions 
which  gained  the  friendship  of  neighbours,  or  exalted  military  renown — it  transmitted  to 
succeeding  generations  the  nistory  of  illustrious  individuals — the  woes  and  calamities  of 
the  unfortunate  !  How  little  even  now,  are  the  people  in  general  indebted  for  their 
acquaintance  with  events,  to  the  pages  of  the  historian  ?  It  is  the  record  of  vocal  song 
which  so  long  preserves  among  the  illiterate  the  remembrance  of  bygone  transactions. 

There  is  much  truth  in  what  has  been  observed  on  this  sort  of  vehicle  for  the  convey- 
ance of  opinion  ;  '*  songs  are  more  operative  than  statutes,  and  it  matters  little  who  are 
the  legislators  of  a  country,  compared  with  the  writers  of  its  popular  ballads."  With  the 
Celts  the  statutes  were  really  poems,  and  the  observation  of  Macpherson  is  just :  *'  The 
moral  character  of  our  ancestors  owed  more  to  the  compositions  of  the  bard,  than  to  the 
precepts  of  the  Druids. "+  The  druidic  injunction  for  cultivating  the  power  of  recollection, 
long  affected  the  national  character,  and  in  the  Highland  districts,  it  cannot  be  said  to 
have  altogether  ceased  as  a  popular  object.  The  Gael  frequently  met  for  the  purpose  of 
friendly  contest  in  the  repetition  and  singing  of  their  ancient  poems,  and  poetic  talent 
was  one  of  the  most  respected  accomplishments.  In  Wales,  its  possession  elevated  one 
to  rank.  A  Highland  amusement  which  Johnson  describes,  is  illustrative  of  the  poetic 
spirit.  A  person  enveloped  in  a  skin  enters  the  house,  when  the  company  affecting  to  be 
frightened,  rush  forth  ;  the  door  is  then  closed,  and  before  they  are  admitted,  for  the 
honour  of  poetry,  says  the  doctor,  each  must  repeat,  at  least  a  verse.  The  young  men 
who  celebrate  the  festival  of  Colain,  or  bringing  in  of  the  new  year,  are  obliged  to  re- 
cite an  extempore  rhyme  before  they  are  admitted  to  any  house.  The  Dronn,  or  rump, 
was  called  the  bard's  portion  ;  whoever  received  it,  was  obliged  to  compose  a  verse ;  and 
many  a  humorous  couplet  has  the  present  elicited.      This  is  called  Beanneachadh  Bhaird, 

*  Dr  Macpherson's  Dissertation,  21  ò. 

+  The  last  repetition  of  a  Gaelic  genealogy  was  at  the  coronation  of  Alexander  III.,  in  1249. 

J  Introduction  to  the  Hist,  of  Britain. 
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or  the  Bard's  Blessing,  and  it  was  customary  to  give  a  metrical  salutation  as  a  mark  of 
respect;  a  couiposilion  in  praise  of  one  whose  kindness  or  hospitality  had  been  (ixjicrienccd, 
was  an  equally  eonunon  cH'ort  oi"  the  muses.  l)r  Donald  Smith,  speakinjj^  ol"  MS.  poems  of 
Ossian,  and  those  collected  by  Duncan  Kennedy,  which  scarcely  diflered,  observes,  "  The 
test  which  such  an  ajj^reement  aH'ords  at  a  distance  of  almost  three  hundred  years,  of  the 
fidelity  of  tradition,  cannot  but  seem  curious  to  such  as  have  not  had  an  opj)ortunity  of 
observing  the  strength  which  memory  can  attain,  when  unassisted  by  writing,  and 
prompted  to  exertion  by  the  love  of  poetry  and  song."* 

The  Tear  Sgculachd  or  reciter  of  tales  in  Ireland,  although  now  perhaps  reduced  to 
an  itinerant  mendicant,  was  formerly  a  personage  whose  entertaining  and  instructive 
rehearsals  always  j)rocurcd  becoming  respect.  These  men  were  walking  chronicles,  the 
depositaries  of  what  was  old,  and  the  disseminators  of  passing  novelties.  A  favourite 
pastime  among  the  Gael  was  recitations  of  the  old  poems  in  manner  of  dramas,  for 
which  they  were  excellently  adapted,  if  not  originally  so  intended. 

The  chief  object  of  the  Celts  in  the  nurture  and  education  of  their  children,  being  to 
promote  hardiness  of  constitution  and  corporeal  strength,  and  to  instil  into  the  mind  a 
sense  of  justice,  and  the  highest  notions  of  freedom  and  of  warlike  renown,  their  institu- 
tions were  of  a  serious  and  martial  cast.f  The  population  were  stimulated  by  the  bardic 
exhortations  from  early  childhood,  to  contemn  inglorious  ease  and  death  itself,  and  to 
emulate  the  heroic  virtues  for  which  their  ancestors  were  so  highly  extolled,  as  the  only 
means  by  which  they  could  attain  distinction  here  and  happiness  hereafter.  The  labours 
of  those  national  preceptors  were  eminently  successful,  and  the  bloody  and  protracted 
wars  which  they  so  intrepidly  sustained  in  Gaul,  against  the  conquerors  of  the  world, 
tarnishing  their  arms,  before  unsullied,^  bear  ample  testimony  to  the  love  of  freedom. 
In  our  own  country,  was  the  influence  of  those  patriots  less  strong?  "  Neither  by 
Romans,  Saxons,  Danes  nor  Normans,  could  they  ever  be  conquered,  either  in  Britain  or 
Ireland;  but  as  they  could  not  successfully  resist  the  overwhelming  numbers,  and  superior 
discipline  of  their  enemies  in  the  plain  country,  they  retreated  with  the  highest  spirited 
and  most  intractable  of  their  countrymen,  into  the  mountains,  where  they  successfully 
defied  the  legions  of  the  Roman  and  Saxon  barbarians.  For  more  than  a  thousand  years 
they  maintained  their  country's  independence  in  the  mountains  of  Wales  and  Scotland, 
whence  they  constantly  made  incursions  upon  their  enemies.  Here  it  was,  where,  with 
their  native  wild  and  beautiful  music,  and  in  poetry  which  would  not  disgrace  a  Homer, 
being  the  production  of  passion  not  of  art,  their  venerable  Druids  deplored  their  country's 
misfortunes,  or  excited  their  heroes  to  the  fight."  These  are  the  words  of  a  Saxon 
writer,  who  made  the  history  of  the  Druids,  and  their  mysterious  religion,  subjects  of  the 
most  profound  research. § 

An  order  which  possessed  the  power  of  inflaming  their  countrymen  to  the  fiercest  re- 
sistance of  invasion,  and  unextinguishable  passion  for  liberty,  was  subjected  to  the  direst 


*  Report  of  the  Committee  of  the  Highland  Society  of  Scotland,  on  the  authenticity  of  Ossian,  p.  302. 
+  Tacitus^  &c.  Ij:  Ibid.  c.  53.  Amm.  Marc.  c.  xxxi.  Lucan. 

§  Higgins'  History  of  the  Celtic  Druids,  4to.  p.  276. 
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persecution  of  their  implacable  enemies.  The  cruelty  with  which  the  Romans  accom- 
plished the  slaughter  of  the  British  Druids,  even  in  the  sacred  isle  of  Mona,  had  only  a 
parallel  in  the  massacre  of  the  Welsh  bards,  by  Edward  the  first  of  England.  The 
indomitable  spirit  of  resistance  to  aggression,  which  these  illustrious  patriots  so  effectually 
cherished  in  their  countrymen,  aroused  the  sanguinary  vengeance  of  their  ambitious  foes, 
and  the  same  policy,  with  a  subdued  severity,  animated  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  Henry  the 
Eighth,  in  their  proscriptive  legislation  for  the  natives  of  Ireland. 

Many  instances  are  on  record  of  the  extraordinary  power  of  music,  which  was  always 
in  ancient  times  an  accompaniment  to  the  song.  Tyrtaeus,  by  the  chanting  of  his  heroic 
verses,  so  inspirited  the  sinking  Lacedemonians,  that,  rallying,  they  gained  a  triumphant 
victory,  and  saved  the  state.  Terpander  succeeded  in  appeasing  a  seditious  outbreak,  by 
singing  an  appropriate  composition  to  the  sound  of  his  lyre,  and  Alcaeus  rescued  his 
country  by  the  same  means.  The  bards  not  only  inflamed  the  martial  zeal  of  the  people, 
rousing  them  to  arms  in  defence  of  all  they  held  dear,  but  they  accompanied  the  armies 
to  the  field,  and  their  persons  being  held  inviolable  by  friend  and  foe,  they  employed 
themselves  in  moving  about,  sustaining  the  courage  of  the  troops  in  the  heat  of  battle ; 
charging  them  to  acquit  themselves  like  men,  and  thereby  obtain  the  approbation  of  their 
country,  assuring  them  of  ample  fame  on  earth,  and  a  joyful  existence  hereafter,  should 
they  bravely  fall.  "  Ye  bards,  raise  high  the  praise  of  heroes,  that  my  soul  may  settle 

on  their  fame  !''  was  an  appropriate  Celtic  ejaculation.  To  die  without  this  fame  was  a 
misfortune  felt  beyond  the  grave  ;  the  spirit  rested  not,  when  nothing  had  been  done  on 
earth  to  ensure  its  posthumous  meed  of  praise. 

The  bards  were  also  the  heralds  who  summoned  the  clans  to  the  strife  of  arms,  a  duty 
which  was  afterwards  effected  by  the  fleet  bearers  of  the  Crann  taradh,  and  that  important 
official  in  the  establishment  of  a  chief,  the  Piobair-mor.  An  instance  occurs  in  the  poem 
of  Temora  where  a  bard  performs  the  ceremony ;  he  proceeds  to  the  hall  of  Shells,  where 
the  chiefs  were  assembled,  and  raising  aloud  the  song  of  war,  he  calls  on  the  spirits  to 
come  on  their  clouds,  and  be  witness  to  the  heroism  of  their  descendants.  The  bards 
were  in  fact  called  upon  by  the  leaders,  as  those  on  whose  well-directed  exertions  rested 
the  fate  of  battle,  to  rehearse  the  glorious  exploits  of  former  heroes,  and  by  urging 
every  motive  to  exertion,  endeavour  to  carry  the  day  by  esprit  du  corps,  not  unlike  the 
way  in  modern  times  of  calling  on  the  pipers — seid  suas,  play  up  ?  But  they  stood  in  no 
need  of  command  ;  they  acted  in  their  vocation  con  amore,  and  they  could  excite  or 
appease  the  warlike  passions  at  their  will ;  nay,  with  such  awe  were  these  men  of  song 
regarded,  that  they  would  step  between  armies  which  had  drawn  swords  and  levelled 
spears  for  immediate  action  ;  and  the  ireful  combatants,  as  if  their  fury  had  been  tamed 
by  a  charm,  instantly  dropt  their  arms.*  The  shaking  of  the  "  Chain  of  silence"  by  the 
Irish  bards,  produced  the  same  eflfect.t 

Their  prophetic  character  added  greatly  to  their  influence  ;  for  they  professed  to  foretell 
the  fate  of  wars,  and  the  destiny  of  individuals.     So  nearly  allied  are  the  gifts  of  poetry. 

*  Diodonis.  f  Walker's  Hist,  Ir.  Bards.  • 
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and  prophecy,  that  the  same  iiulivithials  were  jjrofessors  of  both,  and  hence  it  is  that  wo 
find  tlie  Romans  using  tlur  terms  indiscriminately,  esjieciuUy  with  reference  to  those  in 
thoir  Ganlisli  iirovinces.  Of  the  prophecies  of  tiic  Gauls,  many  instances  arc  related;  they 
wore  held  in  ninch  estimation  for  tluir  aii;i:nri('.s  and  predictions,  and  were  consulted  by 
even  the  emperors  of  Rome.  Those  soldiers  who  were  in  their  armies,  j)crliaps  frouj 
their  national  gravity,  and  dark  and  figurative  manner  of  ex|)ression,*comi)ared  with  their 
Italian  comrades,  were  look(!d  on  as  sec.ing  more  clearly  into  futurity  than  others.  The 
8j)irit  descended  on  their  successors  in  the  British  isles.  In  the  Princijmlity,  the  faculty 
in  the  bardic  order  was  tacitly  acknowledged,  and  Irish  history  affords  many  proofs 
of  the  conjunction,  whilst  among  the  Scottish  Gael,  the  ability  to  prognosticate  unerr- 
ingly, was  repeatedly  claimed,  and  respectfully  conceded.  Fingal  fiimself,  by  concurrent 
tradition,  is  allowed,  with  other  attributes  of  one  so  illustrious,  to  have  possessed  in  an 
eminent  degree,  the  ability  to  predict  coming  events.  The  court  poets,  about  1323, 
delivered  a  prophecy  respecting  King  David,  which  was  fully  credited.! 

Numerous  proof's  of  the  unabated  influence  of  bardic  exhortations  on  individuals,  clans, 
and  confederated  armies,  could  be  adduced.  When  the  orator,  standing  on  a  cairn  or 
other  eminence,  harangued  the  assembled  host,  in  energetic  verse,  descanting  in  glowing 
terms  on  the  well  earned  glories  of  the  race — their  heroism  and  other  virtues,  reminding 
them  that  on  present  exertions  depended  their  country's  fate — their  own,  their  wives  and 
children's  safety  ;  that  the  freedom  which  their  sires  bequeathed,  it  was  for  them  to 
maintain  and  faithfully  transmit  to  following  generations  ;  and  when  he  warned  them  that 
the  shades  of  their  noble  ancestors  hovered  near  to  witness  their  prowess,  and  bear  them 
to  the  realms  of  bliss,  if  they  bravely  fell,  the  climax  was  attained,  and  in  the  paroxysm 
of  generous  resolution,  with  a  simultaneous  shout,  the  whole  rushed  forward  to  the  melee. 

Those  who  survived,  were  welcomed  by  the  fair  with  the  songs  of  praise;  the  bards  ex- 
tolling their  exploits  in  the  most  laudatory  strains. 

The  War  Song  of  Gaul  in  the  fourth  book  of  Fingal,  shows  the  usual  style  of  tne 
Prosnachadh  cath,  which  is  the  name  applied  to  it,  corresponding  to  the  Irish  Rosgacath, 
and  the  Welsh  Arymes  prydain.^  The  address  of  that  intrepid  chief  of  the  Caledonian 
confederation,  Galgacus,  delivered  to  his  troops  previous  to  the  great  battle  of  the  Gram- 
pians, is  highly  interesting  for  its  antiquity,  the  eloquence  it  displays,  and  the  light  it 
throws  on  the  sentiments  of  that  unconquerable  race,  to  whom  the  Britons  of  the  south 
alleged  the  gods  themselves  were  scarcely  equal.  The  famed  Caraetacus  would  animate 
his  forces  in  a  similar  manner  ;  and  it  is  probable  both  delivered  their  harangues  in 
verse,  and  may  indeed  have  been  of  the  bardic  order.  The  strife  was  truly  "kindled  by 
the  songs  of  the  bards."  "  Go  Ullin — go  my  aged  bard!  remind  the  mighty  Gaul  of 
battle — remind  him  of  his  fathers — support  the  yielding  fight;  for  the  song  enlivens  war," 
says  the  king  of  Morven. 

It  is  unnecessary'  to  multiply  examples  :  the  practice  was  retained  as  long  as  clanship 
was  entire.     The  Brosnachadh  cath  Gariach,  composed  by  Lachlan  Mac  Mhuireach,  the 

*  Piod.  Marcel.  +  Fordon,  xiii.  5.  J  Cambrian  Register. 
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bard  of  Donald  of  the  isles,  at  the  bloody  field  of  Ilarlavv  in  1411,  is  a  specimen,  nurious 
for  the  sul)ject  and  the  strict  alliteration  in  its  composition.  It  has  been  observed  as 
scarcely  credible,  that  a  bard  could  compose  and  deliver  such  lengthened  exhortations  in 
the  battle  field,  and  impossible  to  preserve  such  effusions  afterwards,  except  he  was 
"  attended  by  a  secretary  !"  These,  and  many  similar  objections  to  the  authenticity  of 
the  ancient  remains  of  Gaelic  bards,  have  been  offered  by  the  late  Rev.  Edward  Davies, 
author  of  **  Celtic  researches,"  in  a  very  rare  work,  entitled,  "  The  claiujs  of  Ossian 
considered."  This  writer,  whose  remarks  we  shall  have  occasion  again  to  allude  to,  is  the 
most  severe  assailant  of  the  venerable  bard  who  has  yet  appeared,  and  it  is  to  be  regret- 
ted, that  the  asperity,  promoted  by  ignorance  of  the  subject,  which  is  evinced  throughout 
his  inquiry,  tarnishes  much  the  fame  he  acquired  by  his  other  learned  productions.  The 
bards  doubtless  studied  the  subject  of  their  compositions,  previous  to  rehearsal,  and 
polished  or  perfected  them  afterwards.  OssiaA  was  as  capable  of  composing  Fingal  and 
Temora,  as  Homer  was  to  form  the  Iliad,  and  the  deep  misfortune,  of  being  '*  blind, 
palsied,  destitute,  broken-hearted  and  illiterate,"  p.  53.  and  the  last  of  his  race,  was 
rather  favourable  to  his  poetic  genius,  while  it  imparted  a  melancholy  spirit.  He  might 
not  be  provided  with  an  "amanuensis,"  but  he  had  zealous  admirers,  and  attentive  auditors 
to  his  frequent  repetitions  ;  and  although  Malvina  might  be  80  years  of  age,  by  Mr 
Davies'  chronology,  she  could  well  store  her  memory,  less  disturbed  by  the  passions  of 
youth,  with  those  affecting  songs,  which  it  delighted  the  hoary  bard  to  repeat. 

A  striking  instance  of  the  irresistible  impression  of  these  vigilant  monitors  occurs  in 
Irish  history.  The  primate  of  Ireland,  in  a  conference  with  Fitzgerald,  succeeded  in 
convincing  him  of  the  folly  and  the  guilt  of  a  contemplated  rebellion,  when  Nelan,  the 
bard,  lifting  up  his  voice  with  his  harp,  poured  forth  a  touching  eff'usion,  commemorative 
of  the  heroism  of  that  noble's  ancestors— of  their  wrongs  and  the  inestimable  value  of 
freedom,  and  evoking  quick  revenge  ;  the  gallant  Thomas  rushed  forth  and  flew  to  arms. 

When  aid  was  sought  from  neighbouring  clans,  the  bard  was  the  fitting  messenger  to 
arouse  the  sympathy  of  friends.  In  late  and  altered  times,  the  poets  exercised,  by  means 
of  their  compositions,  a  power  scarcely  inferior  to  that  of  their  predecessors,  in  the  days 
of  Druidism.  If  they  could  not  command  the  favour  of  a  chief,  they  could  neutraUze  his 
efforts  by  their  songs,  which  took  the  desired  effect  on  the  less  politic  clansmen.  Iain 
Lom  and  others  performed  wonders  by  the  power  of  verse,  and  respect  for  their  profes- 
sion. Rob  Donn  was  more  useful  by  the  effect  of  his  cutting  poems,  in  favour  of  Prince 
Charles,  than  his  chief  was  prejudicial  in  his  operations  with  an  unwilling  clan. 

It  is  necessary  here  to  notice,  with  attention,  the  religious  tenets  maintained  by  the 
Druids,  that  celebrated  priesthood,  which  held  unlimited  power  over  a  mighty  race — 
which  instilled  for  many  centuries  of  uninterrupted  sway,  those  generous  precepts,  that 
not  only  operated  on  the  mental  faculties  of  the  bard,  himself  so  important  a  member  of 
the  community,  but  formed  a  national  character,  which  is  not  even  yet  effaced.  The  pro- 
gress and  fall  of  a  system  are  to  be  traced,  which  became  like  other  institutions,  corrupt 
and  injurious,  through  the  venality  of  the  professors  of  poetry,  who  had  survived  the  re- 
ligion whence  they  emanated,  which  had  long  been  abandoned  by  the  human  race,  but 
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which  loft  imicli,  loiijr  t'iit\\iiM'(l  with  thr  holy  faith  wc  now  rnuintuin,  strongly  imbuing 
tht'  ])o<Mi('  uM'nius  of  tho  Gaelic  banU.  The  vvihl  imaginations  of  the  enthusiastic  Celts, 
led  thcni  to  iii(hili;<' ill  many  siijuirstitious  ideas,  butif,  like  other  Pagans,  they  openly  and 
cniblematieally  admitted  a  plurality  of  Gods;  the  belief  in  one  supreme  disposer  of  iiumau 
events  was  the  fundamental  creed  of  tin;  bardie  hierarchy  ;  and  if  the  peojjle  were 
persuaded  of  the  truth  of  nietempsychosis,  or  transmigration  of  spirits  into  other  bodies, 
the  more  enlightened  portion  believed  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  in  a  state  of  happiness 
or  misery.  In  the  work  of  that  intelligent  Roman  soldier  and  historian,  Marcellimis,  who 
was  well  acquainted  with  the  Gauls,  he  thus  speaks  :  "the  Druidae  of  a  higher  polish  and 
imagination,  as  the  authority  of  Pythagoras  decreed,  being  formed  into  societies  or  fellow- 
shi})s,  were  addicted  wholly  to  the  consideration  of  matters  of  divine  and  hidden  import, 
and  despising  all  human  things,  they  confidently  affirmed  that  the  souls  of  men  were  im- 
mortal."* The  simple  and  sublime  doctrines,  if  it  is  permitted  so  to  designate  them, 
which  the  Druids  taught,  were  to  reverence  the  Deity — to  abstain  from  evil,  and  to  be- 
have with  bravery ;  and  they  enforced  their  observance  with  unremitting  energy.  To  the 
Almighty  being,  they  paid  adoration  under  the  open  canopy  of  heaven,  esteeming  it  un- 
becoming to  confine  within  a  covered  edifice,  the  worship  of  Him  who  created  all  things. 
At  His  mysterious  shrine — circular,  as  the  type  of  eternal  duration, — they  invoked  divine 
favour,  under  the  striking  symbol  of  the  resplendent  sun,  the  apparent  source  of  universal 
life.  The  appellations,  Be  'il  and  Grian,  or  Granais  were  applied  to  the  glorious  lumi- 
nary, and  they  are  still  used  by  the  Gael,  although  they  do  not  attach  to  them  those 
unchristian  ideas,  which  darkened  the  mind  of  his  ancestors,  or  perhaps  being  at  all  aware 
of  the  origin  of  terms  formerly  repeated  with  feelings  pf  gratitude  and  veneration .f  Many 
superstitions  which  yet  maintain  a  hold  on  his  imagination,  are  traceable  to  the  mysterious 
dogmas  of  Druidism.  Feelings  carried  along  from  ages  the  most  remote,  imbued  the 
minds  of  the  Gaelic  poets  who  indulged  the  fond  persuasion,  that  the  aerial  spirits  of 
departed  friends  hovered  near  their  earthly  relatives,  rejoicing  in  their  success  and  happi- 
ness, warning  them  of  impending  misfortunes,  and  ready  when  meeting  death,  to  bear  their 
spirits  on  clouds  to  a  happier  region.     This  cannot  be  called  a  debasing  belief. 

The  only  names  which  the  Gael  yet  apply  to  Heaven  and  Hell,  proclaim  their  origin 
in  days  of  Paganism.  The  ideas  concerning  Flath-innis,  the  island  of  the  brave  or  noble, 
which  was  supposed  to  lie  far  distant  in  the  Western  Ocean,  and  Ifrinn,  the  cold  and  dis- 
mal isle  in  which  the  wicked  were  doomed  to  wander,  in  chilling  solitude,  so  inconsistent 
with,  and  diametrically  opposed  to  the  Christian  faith,  could  never  have  been  imbibed 
from  the  sacred  records  of  divine  w  ill.  The  numerous  imaginary  beings,  with  which  the 
Celts  filled  earth,  air,  and  water,  were  admirable  accessories  to  the  poetic  machinery  ; 
they  were  perhaps  originally  deified,  and  although  not  yet  discarded  from  popular  belief, 
they  are  reduced  to  the  less  awful  forms  of  phocas,  fairies,  beansiths,  Glasligs,  8:c. 

By  all  people,  heaven  has  been  pictured  as  an  indescribable  refinement,  of  all  that  im- 
parts pleasure  to  the  inhabitants  of  earth  j  and  it  is  otherwise  impossible  to  form  any  idea 


*  Book  XV.  ch.  9. 
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of  the  joys  awaiting  the  righteous,  the  reality  of  which  "it  hath  not  entered  the  heart  of 
man  to  conceive."  With  the  Gael,  all  the  amusements  in  which  they  took  delight,  whilst 
dwellers  in  the  lower  world,  were  pursued  without  alloy  in  their  aerial  abode.  All  descrip- 
tions of  the  Celtic  paradise,  nmst  fall  short  of  their  own  conception  of  its  glories,  but  the 
following  effort  of  an  ancient  bard  to  impart  some  notion  of  its  imaginary  excellence,  is 
highly  interesting,  abounding  as  it  docs  in  that  hyperbolic  style,  which  is  impressed  on 
all  similar  compositions.  It  gives  also  a  curious  picture  of  one  of  the  Celtic  sages,  "In 
former  days,  there  lived  in  Skerr,  a  Druid  of  high  renown.  The  blast  of  wind  waited 
for  his  commands  at  the  gate  ;  he  rode  the  tempest,  and  the  troubled  wave  offered  itself  as 
a  pillow  for  his  repose.  His  eye  followed  the  sun  by  day  ;  his  thoughts  travelled  from 
star  to  star  in  the  season  of  night.  He  thirsted  after  things  unseen — he  sighed  over  the 
narrow  circle  which  surrounded  his  days.  He  often  sat  in  silence  beneath  the  sound  of 
his  groves  ;  and  he  blamed  the  careless  billows  that  rolled  between  him  and  the  green 
Isle  of  the  west."  One  day  as  he  sat  thoughtful  upon  a  rock,  a  storm  arose  on  the  sea:  a 
cloud,  under  whose  squally  skirts  the  foaming  waters  complained,  rushed  suddenly  into 
the  bay  ;  and  from  its  dark  womb  at  once  issued  forth  a  boat,  with  its  white  sails  bent  to 
the  wind,  and  around  were  a  hundred  moving  oars :  but  it  was  void  of  mariners  ;  itself 
seeming  to  live  and  move.  An  unusual  terror  seized  the  aged  Druid :  he  heard  a  voice, 
though  he  saw  no  human  form.  *'  Arise  !  behold  the  boat  of  the  heroes — arise,  and  see 
the  green  Isle  of  those  who  have  passed  away  !"  He  felt  a  strange  force  on  his  limbs  ;  he 
saw  no  person  ;  but  he  moved  to  the  boat.  The  wind  immediately  changed — in  the  bosom 
of  the  cloud  he  sailed  away.  Seven  days  gleamed  faintly  round  him ;  seven  nights  added 
their  gloom  to  his  darkness.  His  ears  were  stunned  with  shrill  voices.  The  dull  mur- 
mur of  winds  passed  him  on  either  side.  He  slept  not,  but  his  eyes  were  not  heavy  :  he 
ate  not,  but  he  was  not  hungry.  On  the  eighth  day,  the  waves  swelled  into  mountains  ; 
the  boat  rolled  violently  from  side  to  side — the  darkness  thickened  around  him,  when  a 
thousand  voices  at  once  cried  aloud, — "  The  Lsle,  the  Isle!"  "The  billows  opened  wide 
before  him  ;  the  calm  land  of  the  departed  rushed  in  light  on  his  eyes.  It  was  not  a  light 
that  dazzled,  but  a  pure,  distinguishing,  and  placid  light,  which  called  forth  every  object 
to  view  in  its  most  perfect  form.  The  Isle  sj)read  large  before  him,  like  a  pleasing 
dream  of  the  soul ;  where  distance  fades  not  on  the  sight — where  nearness  fatigues  not 
the  eye.  It  had  its  gently  sloping  hills  of  green;  nor  did  they  wholly  want  their  clouds  : 
but  the  clouds  were  bright  and  transparent,  and  each  involved  in  its  bosom,  the  source 
of  a  stream  ;  a  beauteous  stream,  which  wandering  down  the  steep,  was  like  the  faint 
notes  of  the  half-touched  harp  to  the  distant  ear.  The  valleys  were  open  and  free  to  the 
ocean  •  trees  loaded  with  leaves,  which  scarcely  waved  to  the  light  breeze,  were  scattered 
on  the  green  declivities  and  rising  grounds.  The  rude  winds  walked  not  on  the  moun- 
tain ;  no  storm  took  its  course  through  the  sky.  All  was  calm  and  bright  ;  the  pure 
sun  of  autumn  shone  from  his  blue  sky  on  the  fields.  He  hastened  not  to  the  west  for 
repose  ;  nor  was  he  seen  to  rise  from  the  east.  He  sits  in  his  mid-day  height,  and  looks 
obliquely  on  the  Noble  Isle.  In  each  valley  is  its  slow-moving  stream.  The  pure  waters 
swell  over  its  banks,  yet  abstain  from  the  fields.     The  showers  disturb  them  not ;  nor  are 
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they  lessened  by  the  heat  of  the  sun.     On  the  rising  liill,  arc  the  lialls  of  ilio  departed 

the  higli-rt)ofed  dwcllinf^s  of  the  heroes  of  old."* 

There  is  here  none  of  tlie  burburous  ideas  which  distin;,niishe(l  the  Scundinuviuns.  The 
Celts  never  dreamt  of  such  joys  as  were  found  in  Odin's  Hall,  or  of  carrying  vindictive 
feelings  beyond  the  grave— no  (niafling  beverage  IVoni  the  bkulls  <;f  enemies,  and  other 
marks  of  ferocious  minds.  There  is  here  no  purgatorial  state — no  such  honid  passage, 
as  led  to  the  Elysium  of  the  Greeks — the  transit  of  th(.'  spirit  from  eartii,  is  on  clouds 
accompanied  by  those  of  relatives  long  before  removed.  There  was  indeed  an  intermediate 
position,  occupied  by  the  shades  of  those  who  had  escaped  the  more  awful  penalty,  but 
had  no  position  in  the  abode  of  the  virtuous.  So  difficult  is  it  to  control  the  vicious  pro- 
pensities of  mankind,  that  the  Druids  not  only  were  emj)owered  to  pass  a  sentence,  of  the 
most  strict  excommunication,  rendering  it  highly  criminal  in  any  to  show  the  smallest 
favour  to  the  proscribed,  but  they  carried  their  pretensions  farther,  and  debarred  them 
from  entering  Flath-innis.  For  those  who  were  guilty  of  venial  crimes,  or  had  shown 
'*  the  little  soul,"  by  coming  short  of  the  standard  of  goodness,  through  cowardice,  in- 
justice, &c.,  which  did  not  incur  the  severer  ban,  it  was  impossible  ever  to  reach  the 
island  of  the  brave.  Their  sluggish  spirits  heard  no  song  of  praise  ;  they  were  doomed 
to  hover  in  miserable  solitude,  beside  fens  and  marshes,  tormented  by  unavailing 
regrets. 

To  a  northern  people,  as  warmth  is  of  all  sensations  the  most  desirable,  so  cold  is  the 
most  to  be  avoided.  Exposure  to  chilling  winds,  and  a  state  of  intense  and  continued 
frigidity,  is  a  calamity,  which  those  who  were  ill  clad,  must  have  dreaded  even  more  than 
the  want  of  food.  It  was  therefore  with  them  a  natural  imagination,  that  the  place  of 
/  final  punishment  should  be  wrapt  in  an  atmosphere  of  everlasting  frosts.  Ifrinnf  was 
therefore  contemplated  with  feelings  of  horror,  and  the  dread  of  being  consigned  for  ever- 
more to  its  indescribable  rigour,  operated  as  a  powerful  check  on  the  unworthy  passions. 
Besides  piety  to  the  objects  of  their  worship,  and  unflinching  bravery  in  the  battle  field, 
Druidic  morality  required  the  exercise  of  other  duties,  to  merit  the  beatitude  of  the  Isle 
of  the  exalted.  The  profession  of  bardism  ensured  a  becoming  degree  of  respect  and 
awe,  towards  itself;  while  the  patriarchal  feelings  of  clanship  bound  closely  the  followers 
to  their  natural  chiefs  and  protectors. 

Hospitality  is  a  virtue  of  primitive  society — its  exercise  was  a  positive  law  among  the 
Gauls  and  Germans  of  old. J  It  continued  unrestricted  among  the  Gael,  while  their 
ancient  system  remained  entire,  and  it  is  now  only  cooled,  where  modern  civilization  and 
refinement  have  intruded  on  the  unsophisticated  manners  of  an  open-hearted  race.  *'Tbe 
red  oak  is  in  a  blaze  ;  the  spire  of  its  flame  is  high.  The  traveller  sees  its  light  on  the 
dusky  heath,  as  night  spreads  around  him  her  raven  wings.  He  sees  it,  and  is  glad; 
for  he  knows  the  hall  of  the  king.  There,"  he  says  to  his  companion,  "  we  pass  the 
night;  the  door  of  Fion  is  always  open.  The  name  of  his  hall  is  the  stranger's  home." 
The  feast  is  spread — the  king  wonders  that  no  stranger  from  the  darkly  heath  is  come. 

*  Macpherson's  Introduction,  190.  -f  I  fuair  fhuinn,  the  isle  of  the  cold  atmosphere  or  climate. 

J  Tacitus.  1.  Diodorus,  5. 
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**l  will  listen,"  says  he,  "if  I  may  hear  their  wanderin<?  steps.  He  goes.  An  aged  bard 
meets  him  at  the  door."*  Tliis  paragraph  is  from  the  fall  of  Tura,  and  on  it  Dr  Smith 
remarks,  that  "hospitality  is  one  of  those  virtues  which  lose  ground,  in  proportion  as 
civilization  advances.  It  still  subsists  to  a  high  degree  in  the  highlands  ;  though  vanish- 
ing so  fast,  that  in  some  years  hence,  its  existence  in  some  parts  may  be  as  much  doubted, 
as  that  of  some  other  virtues  ascribed  by  Ossian  to  his  heroes.  It  is  not  many  years, 
since  it  was  the  general  practice  to  look  out  every  evening,  whether  any  stranger  ap- 
peared, before  the  doors  were  shut.  When  any  had  cast  up,  the  host  had  manifestly 
more  pleasure  in  giving,  than  the  guest  in  receiving  the  entertainment."*  The  Gauls 
never  closed  the  doors  of  their  houses,  lest  they  should  miss  the  opportunity  of  entertain- 
ing strangers. f  Cean  uai  na  dai,  the  point  to  which  the  way  of  the  stranger  leads,  was 
the  poetical  appellation  of  the  house  of  a  chief.  In  the  praise  of  this  virtue  thebardsever 
indulged,  and  these  portions  may  well  be  ranked  among  the  beauties  of  their  compositions. 
"  Hospitality  stood  at  the  outer  gate,  and  with  the  finger  of  invitation,  waved  to  the 
traveller  as  he  passed  on  his  way."+  "  Turlach  lived  at  Lubar  of  the  streams.  Stran- 
gers knew  the  way  to  his  hall ;  in  the  broad  path  there  grew  no  mountain-grass — no  door 
had  he  to  his  gate.  *  Why,'  he  said,  '  should  the  wanderer  see  it  shut?'  "§  So  a  Cum- 
raeg  bard  exclaims,  "  Cup-bearer!  fill  the  horn  with  joy;  bear  it  to  Rhys  in  the  court  of 
the  hero  of  treasure — the  court  of  Owain,  that  is  ever  supported  by  spoils  taken  from  the 
foe.  It  supports  a  thousand — its  gates  are  ever  open.''||  But  the  entertainment  of 
strangers  and  travellers  was  not  left  to  individual  feeling.  In  the  Highlands,  were 
numerous  spidals  (Hospitia)  which  like  the  Irish  Fonnteach,  were  provided  for  at  the 
public  expense  by  lirehon  appointment,  and  directed  by  the  Bruighe  or  farmer  of  the 
open  house. 

Lest  the  Gael  might  have  an  enemy  under  the  roof,  to  whom  they  were  equally  bound 
by  the  honour  and  the  rules  of  hospitality,  the  name  and  business  of  a  stranger  were  not 
required,  until  after  a  considerable  sojourn  ;  a  year  and  day  was  often  suffered  to  elapse, 
ere  a  question  on  the  subject  was  put — an  extraordinary  effort  with  a  people  so  naturally 
inquisitive. 

The  Druids  would  doubtless  show  an  example  of  benevolence  and  condescension,  which 
the  extreme  deference  they  received,  could  enable  them  to  do  without  lowering  their 
dignity.  Had  their  rule  been  otherwise  than  benign,  it  would  have  been  impossible  for 
them  to  have  maintained  their  undiminished  influence  so  very  long,  among  a  people  pro- 
verbially impatient  of  severity  and  coercion,  yet  more  power  was  vested  in  them,  than 
even  in  their  princes  ;  it  was  to  them  as  to  magistrates  that  the  settlement  of  all  disputes 
was  referred,  whence  they  obtained  the  name  of  Co'  retich,  peace-makers,  the  Curetes 
of  the  Romans.  Being  physicians  also,  their  aid  would  be  frequently  required ;  and 
their  kind  offices  were  cheerfully  afforded.  The  promptitude  with  which  they  threw  their 
protection  over  the  distressed,  is  commemorated  in  a  saying  yet  current  in  the 
Highlands  : 

*  Gallic  Antiquities,  ;)17.  f  Agathias,  I.  13.  %  Cave  of  Creyla.  §  Fir.an  and  I.omia. 

II  Cjveiliog,  Prince  of  Powis  11.  11 00. 
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"Go  ii\g\is  clach  do  Ihr, 

"  S  fttigne  na  bin  cobhuir  Clioililii." 

"  The  stone  lies  not  closer  to  tlio  earth,  (lian  llio  liclp  of  Coivi  is  to  those  in  distress." 
This  personage  was  no  other  than  the  Ard  Dniid,  or  chief  Druid.  Coivi  is  supposed  to 
have  been  the  title  of  the  prijnate  ;  it  is  that  given  to  the  one  who  attended  a  coun- 
cil called  by  Edwin  of  Northumberland,  when  about  to  renounce  j)aganÌ8m.  Of  their 
prescriptions,  one  is  preserved  in  tradition,  the  observance  of  which  would  much  con- 
duce to  health.  **  lii  gu  sugradh,  geanninaidh  mocheir  each."  Be  cheerful,  temperate, 
and  rise  early,  or  take  exercise. 

As  those  who  entered  the  order  were  obliged  to  bear  an  unblemished  character,*  they 
were  eminent  in  the  practice  of  the  virtues  they  sedulously  inculcated.  **  Within  this 
bosom  there  is  a  voice — it  comes  not  to  other  cars — it  bids  Ossian  help  the  helpless,  in 
their  hour  of  need."  In  the  same  poem,  the  bard  shows  the  impropriety  of  sons  re- 
viving the  quarrels  of  their  fathers  ;  had  his  excellent  advice  been  attended  to,  in  later 
times,  it  would  have  prevented  many  unfortunate  feuds  which  were  unhappily  fomented, 
often  for  sinister  purposes :  "  your  fathers  have  been  foes — forget  tiieir  rage  ye  warriors, 
it  was  the  cloud  of  other  years  !"f  It  was  a  high  conjpliment  to  say  that,  "  none  ever 
went  sad  from  Fingal,"  and  proudly  might  a  Celtic  hero  declare  : — "  my  hand  never  in- 
jured the  weak,  nor  did  my  steel  touch  the  feeble  in  arms.  O  Oscar!  bend  the  strong 
in  arms,  but  spare  the  feeble  hand.  Be  thou  a  storm  of  many  tides  against  the  foes  of 
thy  people ;  but  like  the  gale  that  moves  the  grass,  to  those  who  ask  thine  aid.  So 
Trenmor  lived — so  Trathal  was — such  has  Fingal  been.  My  arm  was  the  support  of  the 
injured  ;  the  weak  rested  behind  the  lightning  of  my  steel. "J  More  examples  could  be 
given  of  these  just  and  generous  sentiments  of  the  bards,  who,  while  they  could  determine 
war,  had  also  authority  to  command  peace,  and  denounce  its  disturbers.  Deeds  of  cruelty, 
or  the  indulgence  in  a  spirit  of  revenge  was  abhorrent  to  bardic  principle,  at  least  before 
the  profession  became  mercenary,  and  parasitical. 

"  If  we  allow  a  Celt  to  have  been  formed  of  the  same  materials  with  a  Greek  and 
Roman,  his  religion  ought  certainly  to  have  made  him  a  better  man,  and  a  greater  hero." 

Some  have  maintained,  that  there  were  no  Druidesses.  ]  Among  the  Gael,  celibacy  was 
certainly  not  a  rule;  for  wc  hear  of  the  bards  having  wives, —  Ossian  among  others.  The 
Isle  of  Sena,  now  Isle  de  Sain[ts],  off  the  coast  of  France,  contained  a  college  of  Druid- 
esses,  who,  like  him  of  Skerr,  had  power  over  the  winds,  which  they  were  in  the  practice 
of  selling  to  credulous  mariners.  These  unfortunate  damsels  fell  at  last  victims  to  the 
sanguinary  system  of  persecution,  to  which  the  votaries  of  bardism  were  every  where  sub- 
jected. Conan,  Duke  of  Bretagne,  in  the  fervour  of  his  zeal,  committed  them  to  the  flames.^ 
Those  who  acted  so  conspicuous  a  part,  when  in  desperation  they  defended  themselves 
against  Suetonius  and  his  legions  in  Anglesea,  were  most  probably  the  wives  of  the 
British  Druids.     Arrayed  in  black  garments,  they  ran  wildly  to  and  fro,  with  dishevelled 

*  Welsh,  Irish,  aud  Highland  authorities.  'f  Oina  morul.  Ij:  Lora. 

§  Rojoux.  Dues  de  Bretagne.  1. 135. 
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hair  and  drawn  swords,  forcing  back,  like  the  Cimbric  females  of  old,  those  who  were 
retreating-.  '*  They  are  for  this  looked  upon  with  detestation  by  those  who  at  Eton,  or 
Westminster,  imbibe  the  notion  that  every  thing  is  good  which  a  Greek  or  Roman  could 
do  ;  who  triumph  with  iEneas  over  the  unfortunate  Turnus,  or  glory  with  the  Romans 
over  the  fall  of  Carthage.  But  if  those  women  had  been  Roman  matrons  defending  the 
capitol,  we  should  never  have  heard  the  last  of  their  gallantry  and  patriotism."* 

Old  poems  show  that  the  bard  had  no  partiality  for  a  single  life  ;  and  the  Irish,  by  the 
ilbreacht  laws,  regulated  the  price  of  his  wife's,  as  well  as  his  own  dress  .  in  fact  the 
succession  was  hereditary. 

Before  dismissing  the  subject  of  religious  belief,  which  gave  so  peculiar  a  character  of 
wild  sublimity  to  their  poetical  compositions,  the  settled  conviction  that  the  spirits  of 
their  ancestors  "came  to  the  ear  of  rest,"  and  frequently  appeared  to  men,  acting  as  guar- 
dian angels,  must  be  noticed  as  having  had  a  strong  effect  on  the  sensitive  mind,  and  fur- 
nishing to  the  bards  a  subject  of  the  grandest  description.  It  was  a  topic  not  to  be  over- 
looked by  bard  nor  druid,  in  addressing  themselves  to  their  countrymen.  The  system  of 
morality  was  adapted  for  this  world,  and,  to  please  the  great,  and  secure  the  approbation  of 
their  immortal  countrymen,  was  all  else  they  expected.  The  appearance  of  Crugal,  with 
his  melancholy  presages,  is  an  extraordinary  effort  of  the  poet.  "  Dim  and  in  tears  he 
stood,  and  stretched  his  pale  hand  over  the  hero.  Faintly  he  raised  his  feeble  voice,  like 
the  gale  of  the  reedy  Lego.  My  ghost,  O  Connal !  is  on  my  native  hills,  but  my  corse 
is  on  the  sands  of  Ullin.  Thou  shalt  never  talk  with  Crugal,  or  find  his  lone  steps  in  the 
heath.  I  am  light  as  the  blast  of  Cromla,  and  I  move  like  the  shadow  of  mist.  Connal, 
son  of  Colgar,  I  see  the  dark  cloud  of  death.  It  hovers  over  the  plain  of  Lena.  The 
sons  of  green  Erin  shall  fall, — remove  from  the  field  of  ghosts  ?"  This  was  not  a  dream, 
but  the  supposed  actual  appearance  of  the  fallen  warrior.  At  times  their  appearance  was 
wishfully  invoked  ;  for  the  Celts  seemed  to  have  had  no  feelings  of  dislik-e  to  such  meet- 
ings. How  sturdily  Cuchullin  steeled  himself  against  the  argument  of  Calmar,  who  had 
appeared  to  give  him  a  friendly  warning,  against  the  perils  of  the  approaching  war  !  He 
would  not  be  persuaded  by  him ;  but,  in  rejecting  the  admonition,  he  gave  him  the  ever 
grateful  meed  of  praise,  which  sent  him  off"  in  his  blast  with  joy.  Departed  bards  were 
pleased  with  earthly  music,  and  would  come  to  listen,  while  the  harpers  were  performing. 
Agandecca,  before  the  engagement  with  Swaran,  mourns  the  approaching  death  of  the 
people,  a  circumstance  which  coincides  with  the  wailing  of  the  Bean-sith,  so  well  known 
to  give  presage  of  family  bereavements,  in  Ireland,  where  its  existence  is  not  doubted. 

The  entertaining  Mrs  Grant  of  Laggan  gives  in  her  Superstitions  of  the  Highlanders, 
many  interesting  and  affecting  anecdotes  of  their  belief  in  supernatural  appearances. 

So  highly  esteemed  was  the  profession  of  a  bard,  that  those  most  distinguished  for 
rank  were  proud  to  be  enrolled  in  the  fraternity  ;  sometimes,  even  those  of  royal  lineage 
were  found  in  it.  The  possession  of  poetical  genius  entitled  one  to  claim  the  daughter 
of  nobility  as  his  consort,  and  the  alliance  was  deemed  honourable  among  Celts  and 
Scandinavians. f     Some  of   the  continental    Celtic  kings  are   mentioned  as  poets.     In 

*  lliggins'  Celtic  Druids.  f  Torfacua. 
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Wales,  \vc  find  Aiicurin,  a  ))rince  of  tlic  Olladiiii,  Llywarch  hen,  and  nmny  others,  who 
gloried  pcrlmps  unmi  in  tlicir  bardic  quulificatioiia,  timn  in  their  iiohility  of  birth. 
Anjou}^  the  Uniil,  Ossian  stands  cons[)icuons  ;  Tingal  is  celebrated  for  his  jjoetical  talent, 
and  more  «)f  the  chiefs  ini;irht  he  <  iniincralcMJ,  as  cxercisinj,'  the  bardic  spirit  :  indeed,  the 
national  taste  led  the  (^elts  to  deliver  themselves,  espeeially  on  iiiattrrs  of  serious  ini])ort, 
in  a  nu><,''nilo(iuent  and  poetic  strain."*  The  bards  were,  it  is  true,  like  other  professions, 
hereditary;  but  this  rule  must  have  been  modified  by  circumstances.  One  with  no  car 
for  music,  or  soul  for  poetry,  coidd  not  take  the  place  of  his  father;  and  we  know  besides, 
that  aspirants  were  achnitted.  We  are  assured,  that  an  irrej)roachable  character  was  in- 
dispensable, and  a  personal  defect  would  incapacitate  one  from  entering  the  fraternity  ; 
hence  they  were  a  class  of  superior  aj)pearance,  while  their  consciousness  of  importance 
gave  them  a  commanding  air. 

Extraordinary  honours  were  paid  to  the  bards,  and  they  enjoyed  many  important  privi- 
leges. They  were  exempted  from  all  tax  and  tribute,  and  were  not  compelled  to  serve 
in  the  army,  although  not  prevented  if  they  chose  to  do  so;  their  persons  were  inviola- 
ble, their  houses  were  sanctuaries,  and  their  lands  and  flocks  were  carefully  protected,  even 
amid  the  ravages  of  war.  In  the  latter  ages  of  their  prosperity,  ample  farms  were  given 
to  many  in  perfect  freehold,  and  they  were  entitled  to  live,  almost  solely  at  the  public 
expense.  The  Welsh  laws  of  Hwyll  Dda  gave  the  bards  and  their  disciples,  liberty 
and  free  maintenance.  The  various  privileges  and  immunities,  enjoyed  by  the  different 
classes,  were  strictly  regulated  by  the  Irish,  who  divided  the  order  into  seven  grada- 
tions. The  first  was  entitled  when  travelling,  to  a  horse  and  a  greyhound,  and  two 
men  as  attendants  for  five  days;  he  was  then  entitled  to  be  kept  for  one  day,  where 
he  might  stop,  be  supplied  with  all  necessaries,  and  rewarded  by  a  gift  of  two  heifers 
or  a  large  cow,  for  his  recitations  or  other  duties.  The  second  was  entertained  in 
like  manner,  for  three  days,  and  was  furnished  with  three  attendants  when  travelling. 
As  a  gratuity,  he  received  three  cows.  The  third  had  four  attendants  provided  for  him 
on  a  journey,  and  his  reward  was  from  one  to  five  cows,  according  to  the  character  of  his 
recitations  or  compositions.  The  fourth  was  allowed  six  attendants  to  accompany  him, 
for  eight  days.  The  fifth,  accompanied  by  eight  students  in  poetry,  was  entertained  for 
ten  days,  and  was  rewarded  by  five  cows,  and  ten  heifers.  The  sixth  was  entertained 
for  fifteen  days,  having  a  retinue  of  twelve  students ;  and  twenty  cows  were  his  reward. 
The  seventh,  or  Ollamh,  was  entitled  to  be  freely  and  amply  entertained  for  a  month, 
and  had  on  all  occasions  twenty-four  attendants — his  reward  for  the  services  he  might 
render,  was  twenty  cows.  The  last  four,  we  are  told,  were  specially  protected.  Con- 
sixlering  their  number,  and  the  erratic  lives  they  led,  the  contributions  they  levied  were 
by  no  means  light.  Keating  says,  that  by  law  they  were  empowered  to  live  six  months 
at  the  ])ublie  expense,  and  it  was  therefore  the  custom  to  quarter  themselves  throughout 
the  country,  from  All  hallow  tide  until  May,  from  which  they  were  designated  as  Cleir 
na  shean  chain,  the  songsters  of  the  ancient  tax.  A  wandering  life  seems  to  have  been 
congenial  to  their  feelings,  from  a  desire  to  disseminate  their  works,  as  well  as  provide 

*  Diodorus.  Marcellinus. 
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for  themselves,  and  they  believed  that  their  public  utility  fully  justified  this  practice  of  ^ 
'sorning'  which  was  afterwards  so  grave  a  charge  against  them.  "The  world,"  says  an  ^' 
ancient  bard,  "is  the  country,  and  mankind  the  relations  of  every  genuine  poet."  The 
northern  Scalds  were  held  in  equal  esteem,  and  enjoyed  extraordinary  privileges.  Among 
the  Welsh,  the  institutions  of  bardism  became  ultimately  much  refined  and  complicated, 
although  there  were  originally  only  the  three  primitive  classes  as  in  Gaul ;  and  they  re- 
gulated the  duties  and  immunities  of  the  different  individuals  with  great  precision,  by 
express  laws  which  existed  from  an  unknown  age,  but  were  first  imbodied  in  a  written 
code,  by  the  famous  Hwyll  Dda  in  the  10th  century.  Besides  enjoying  the  same  privi- 
leges, as  those  among  the  Gael,  respecting  their  persons,  property,  and  domiciles,  and 
being  permitted  to  solicit  a  largess  or  gift,  by  an  aj)propriate  poem,  tendered  without 
troublesome  importunity,  which  no  doubt  was  often  successful,  the  following  perquisites 
were  allowed  them. — The  Court  bard  who  was  the  eighth  ofliicer  in  the  Royal  household, 
and  sat  at  festivals  next  to  the  comptroller,  received  on  his  appointment,  a  harp  and  other 
presents  from  their  majesties  ;  the  King  provided  him  with  a  horse,  and  all  his  apparel 
which  was  formed  of  wool ;  the  Queen  supplying  him  with  that  which  was  of  linen.  In 
war,  he  received  the  most  valuable  animal  of  the  spoil,  after  the  leader  had  got  his  share, 
and  this  was  for  singing  the  accustomed  war-song  to  rouse  the  courage  of  the  troops 
when  in  battle.  At  the  Christmas,  Easter,  and  Whitsunday  banquets,  he  received  from 
the  Queen  the  harp  on  which  he  performed,  and  had  the  comptroller's  garment  as  his 
fe?.  On  making  his  Clera  or  professional  tour,  he  w^as  entitled  to  double  fees.  Whoever 
did  him  an  injury  was  mulcted  in  six  cows  and  120  pence  ;  and  for  his  slaughter,  126 
cows  were  exacted.  He  paid  as  Gabr  merch,  the  fine  on  the  marriage  of  his  daughter, 
120  pence;  for  her  Cowyll  or  nuptial  gift,  one  pound  and  120  pence;  and  for  her  eyweddi 
or  dowry,  three  pounds.      His  mortuary  or  heriot  was  three  pounds. 

The  chief  bard  of  the  district  M'as  the  tenth  officer  in  the  household,  and  sat  next  the 
judge  of  the  palace.  An  insult  offered  to  him,  subjected  the  offender  to  a  fine  of  six 
cows  and  120  pence,  and  126  cows  were  the  expiation  of  his  death.  When  a  musician 
_  had  advanced  so  fur  in  his  art,  as  to  drop  his  Telyn  rawn,  or  hair-strung  harp,  he  paid 
this  chief  bard  twenty-four  pence  ;  and  every  woman  on  her  first  marriage,  gave  a  like 
sum.  His  daughter's  marriage  fine  was  120  pence,  and  his  heriot  was  as  much.  These 
were  the  only  two  bards  who  performed  before  the  sovereign;  when  desired,  the  latter 
was  to  give  two  songs, — one  in  praise  of  the  Almighty,  the  other  extolling  the  king's  vir- 
tues and  exploits,  recounting  all  the  famous  deeds  of  his  ancestors  ;  the  former  then  sang 
a  third. 

In  1100,  Gruffudd  ap  Cynan,  or  GryflTyth  ap  Conan,  finding  the  establishment  rather 
disorganized,  called  a  congress  of  bards  to  which  those  of  Ireland  were  invited  ;  and 
with  their  assistance,  he  not  only  improved  the  music  of  the  principality,  but  reformed 
the  order,  and  introduced  many  judicious  alterations  in  the  rules  of  government.  By 
these  "  statute  privileges  for  the  profession  of  vocal  song,  and  for  instrumental  music  of 
the  harp  and  of  the  crwth,"  the  bard  was  to  enjoy  five  free  acres  ;  and  the  chief  district 
bard  was  to  receive  at  each  of  the  three  great  festivals,  and  on  occasion  of  royal  nuptials. 
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forty  pence  and  a  suitable  gift ;  at  weddings  the  fee  was  settled  at  twenty-four  pence. 
The  bard  next  in  gradation  had  also  forty  ))cnce  for  the  festivals  and  royal  marriage, 
but  only  twelve  |)cnce  for  attendance  at  weddings  of  others.  The  next  in  degree  was 
allowed  twenty-four  pence  on  tlie  first  two  occasions,  and  eight|)ence  for  the  latter;  while 
the  two  lower  had  twelve  pence,  and  sixpence  on  the  first  occasion ;  and  the  lowest  in  the 
profession  did  not  ofticiatc  at  weddings,  but  his  immediate  superior  did  so,  and  received 
sixpence.  The  genealogist  got  but  twopence  for  a  j)edigree,  except  he  accompanied 
the  bardic  cavalcade  on  the  triennial  circuit,  when  the  fee  was  doubled.  The  Clerwr,  or 
itinerant  bards  were  allowed  a  penny  from  every  plough-land  in  the  district,  and  this 
humble  income  was  secured  to  them,  by  a  [)ower  to  distrain  for  |)ayment.  There  was  a 
peculiar  anmscment  afi'orded  by  the  bards  of  Wales  to  the  company  assembled  at  their 
great  meetings,  which  was  a  source  of  some  honourable  emolument  to  an  individual.  The 
most  witty  and  satiric  of  the  first  order  was  aj)pointed  to  an  office  called  Cyff-cler,  in 
which  he  was  to  be  the  butt  of  all  the  jests  and  sarcasms  of  the  others,  which  he  was 
patiently  to  hear,  and  afterwards  reply  to  in  extemporaneous  verses,  without  betraying 
any  heat  or  loss  of  temper.  For  supporting  this  rather  unpleasant  character,  he  was  re- 
warded by  a  gratuity  of  eighty  pence,  and  the  doublet  next  to  the  best  which  a  bridegroom 
possessed. 

The  heavy  eric  or  compensation  exacted  for  the  manslaughter  of  a  bard,  and  for  insult- 
ing or  wronging  him,  is  an  indication  of  the  regard  in  which  he  was  held.*  It  would  in- 
deed have  been  reckoned  a  grievous  crime,  to  put  one  of  these  public  monitors  to  death 
whatever  his  offence  might  have  been,  and  some  individuals  have  had  their  names  carried 
down  with  the  stigma  of  having  avenged  themselves  on  members  of  this  privileged  class. 
In  the  *'  Fall  of  Tura,"  is  an  affecting  tale,  which  shows,  that  the  most  savage  disposition 
would  relax  its  fury,  in  the  case  of  a  bard.  It  is  thus  given  in  translation  by  the  talented 
compiler.  "  The  bard  with  his  harp  goes  trembling  to  the  door.  His  steps  are  like 
the  warrior  of  many  years,  when  he  bears,  mournful  to  the  tomb,  the  son  of  his  son.  The 
threshold  is  shppery  with  Crigal's  wandering  blood — across  it  the  aged  falls.  The  spear 
of  Duarma  over  him  is  raised,  but  the  dying  Crigal  tells, — it  is  the  bard."  So  infuriated 
was  the  chief,  that  on  a  passing  dog  he  wreaked  the  vengeance  he  intended  for  a  human 
being,  had  he  not  been  the  "  voice  of  song."t 

The  English  settlers  sometimes  massacred  the  Irish  clergy;  but  i*  does  not  appear  that 
they  committed  the  same  atrocities  on  the  bards.  One  of  the  Triads  commemorates  the 
three  heinous  strokes  of  the  battle-axe;  they  fell  on  the  heads  of  Aneurin  and  Colydhan, 
who  were  bards,  and  on  Avaon,  who  was  the  son  of  the  famed  Taliesen. 

The  estimation  in  which  the  bards  were  held,  was  equally  the  cause  and  effect  of  their 
extraordinary  induence.  They  were  the  indispensable  followers  of  a  Celtic  army,  and 
members  of  the  establishment  of  Celtic  nobility  at  home  and  abroad.  Struck  with  this 
fact,  they  were  viewed  by  many  as  insatiable  parasites,  rather  than  necessary  attendants. 

Their  utility  was  extensive,  and  as  in  the  pastoral  and  predatory  state  of  society,  there 

*  The  Wesigoths  esteemed  it  a  four-fold  greater  crime  to  strike  a  bard  than  any  other  person. 
■f  Smith's  Grallic  Antiquities. 
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were  alternate  seasons  for  active  exertion  and  inactivity,  the  bard  was  not  less  useful  in 
solacing  his  master  in  the  hours  of  retirement,  and  entertaining  his  company  at  their 
assemblies,  than  in  aiding  the  military  efforts  of  the  clan  in  war.  He  conveyed  infor- 
mation of  warlike  movements  over  the  land,  and  laboured  as  hard  with  his  poetic  weapons 
to  vanquish  an  enemy,  as  others  with  their  sword  ;  and  his  was  the  grateful  task  to  extol 
the  heroes  of  victory,  singing  loudly  to  his  harp  at  the  head  of  the  returning  host. 

Their  eager  spirits  often  urged  them  to  mix  in  the  battle ;  but  they  were  usually  sta- 
tioned where  their  war  songs  could  be  most  advantageously  poured  out,  and  where  they 
could  best  observe  the  gallant  bearing  of  their  friends.  Care  was  always  taken  so  to  place 
the  Scalds;  and  should  the  fight  have  been  one  at  sea,  which  was  of  frequent  occurrence 
with  these  "sons  of  the  waves,"  they  looked  attentively  from  the  land,  protected  by  a 
guard,  and  qualifying  themselves  to  perpetuate  in  song,  the  prowess  of  the  warriors.  It 
was  no  slight  stimulus  for  such  men  to  know,  that  their  deeds  were  marked  by  the  bard 
who  was  to  chronicle  their  valour  in  lasting  verse,  and  thus  convey  their  names  with 
fame  to  late  posterity. 

When  Iain  Lorn  stood  on  the  battlements  of  Inverlochy  castle,  marking  the  circum- 
stances of  the  battle  raging  below,  he  was  taunted  by  Montrose  for  having  avoided  parti- 
cipation in  the  conflict.  "  Had  I,"  says  he,  with  somewhat  of  the  pride  of  profession, 
**  mixed  in  the  engagement,  how  could  I  have  marked  the  many  deeds  of  valour  so  no- 
bly achieved,  and  had  I  fallen,  who  would  have  sung  your  praise  ?''  The  heroic  Bruce 
carried  with  him  his  bard  to  celebrate  the  heroism  of  the  Scots  at  Bannockburn ;  and 
Edward  of  England  likewise  took  with  him  a  rhyming  monk  of  Scarborough,  in  the  same 
capacity,  that  he  might  delight  the  nation  with  the  glorious  account  of  the  annihilation 
of  the  rebel  Scots.  The  issue  of  that  dire  collision  would  probably  have  left  us  no  spe- 
cimen of  his  talents,  had  he  not  fallen  into  the  victor's  hands,  who  made  the  poet  sing  the 
praise  of  those  whose  fall  he  never  dreamt  of  mourning  for.  Poor  Richard  Bastwick  did 
his  best  in  the  doggerel  Latin  of  the  times,  which  has  been  rendered  into  English  of  a  simi- 
lar cast.     Dolefully  did  the  bard  invoke  the  nine. 

*'  With  barren  verse,  this  rhyme  I  make, 
Bewailing,  whilst  this  theme  I  take,"  &c. 

He  nevertheless  describes  in  graphic,  though  uncouth  language,  the  deeds  of  strength 
and  valour,  which  he  had  witnessed. 

Another  bard  with  more  congenial  feeling,  celebrated  the  whole  acts  and  deeds  of  his 
sovereign  the  Bruce,  in  verse  elegant  for  the  age.  Archdeacon  Barbour  of  Aberdeen, 
no  doubt,  had  the  feeling  of  a  Celtic  bard,  and  had  in  his  eye  the  GaeUc  duans  ;  for  he 
was  well  acquainted  with  the  exploits  of  "  Fin  Mac  Cowl"  and  his  compatriots. 

The  above  mishap  at  Bannockburn,  is  similar  to  what  befell  the  Earl  of  Argyle  at 
Aultacholachan,  when  he  took  the  field  in  1597,  against  the  Catholic  lords.  In  con- 
fidence of  success,  and  greatly  j)leased  with  his  bard's  prophecy,  that  he  should  play  his 
harp  in  the  castle  of  Slains  ere  the  victorious  army  returned,  he  was  proudly  taken 
along  when 


XXVI  INTRODUCTION. 


"  Mac  Calhiiii-mor  wi-iit  fi;i'  the  wl;  t 
Wi'  moiiy  u  l)ow  iiiul  liniu'  ; 
All'  YowM  to  \v;isto  us  ln!  thought  host, 
Tlio  J'liiil  o'  lliiiilly'h  hill.'" 

Oil  Ills  (Iffo.it,  liowcviT,  the  liard  was  made  |»ris()iicr,  ami  verified  his  elaiiii  to  tin,- 
facidty  ol'  l\)re-kiiovvledg'e,  iiiucli  to  the  deliylit  of  the  confederates  and  Lord  ICirol,  who 
gladly  attbrdtd  him  the  opportunity. 

Before  the  chiefs  in  the  Highlands  betjan  to  think  it  unnecessary  to  number  a  hard 
among  their  jiersonal  retainers,  eitlicr  IVom  a  consideration  that  their  actions  no  longer 
required  the  tribute  of  so  anticjuatcd  a  recorder,  or  by  an  unavoidable  dei)arture  from  the 
former  simj)licity  of  living,  linding  it  expedient  to  add  the  bard's  farm,  like  that  of  the 
piper  and  other  hereditary  officers  in  their  establishment,  to  the  rent  roll,  he  was  one  of 
the  most  respected  in  the  number.  The  chiefs  of  Clan- Ranald  retained  a  bard  until  about  a 
hundred  years  ago,  when  Lachlan  Mac  Nial  Mhuiicach,  the  17th  in  regular  descent,  lost 
his  farm,  and  naturally  dropt,  as  useless,  the  profession  by  which  he  and  his  ancestors  had 
so  long  held  it.  Iain  Breac  MacLeod  of  Dunvegan,  who  died  in  1G93,  was  perhaps  the 
last  chief  who  upheld  the  ancient  state  by  numbering  in  his  retinue,  bard,  harper,  piper, 
jester,  and  the  full  number  of  what  has  been  with  an  attempt  at  wit,  designated  the  tail. 
Dr  Mac  Pherson  mentions  one  who  kept  two  bards,  and  they  held  a  seminary  for  the 
instruction  of  students.  About  1C90,  John  Glass  and  John  Macdonald,  the  bards  of  two 
lairds  in  different  parts  of  the  country,  met  by  appointment  in  Lochaber,  to  vindicate  in 
a  poetical  contest  their  own  excellence  and  their  chief's  honour  ;  but  the  result  of  this 
duel  is  not  related.  Such  challenges  were  not  unfrequent,  and  it  was  a  well-known 
«  <  practice  for  the  Highlanders  to  make  small  bets  as  to  who  could  repeat  the  most  of  the 
Sean  dana,  or  old  poems. 

The  bards  who  exercised  so  beneficial  an  influence  on  their  countrymen  while  alive, 
rendered  the  necessary  and  becoming  services  to  the  dead.  The  mode  of  sepulture  is  well 
known  ;  "  the  grey  stones  of  the  dead,"  half  hid  in  the  moss  of  ages,  and  the  funeral 
hillocks  and  cairns  appear  on  all  sides,  where  the  industry  of  man  has  not  laid  the  heath 
under  the  operation  of  the  plough — the  striking  monuments  of  ages  far  distant,  but  now 
the  useless  record  of  those  who  were  honoured  in  their  day  and  generation.  The  stones 
of  memorial  were  raised  amid  the  united  voices  of  all  around,  and  the  plaintive  music  of 
the  harpers  who  gave  out  the  funeral  chant. 

•'  Bend  forward  from  your  clouds,  ghosts  of  my  fathers,  bend  !  lay  by  the  red  terror 
of  your  course  and  receive  the  falling  chief;  let  his  robe  of  mist  be  near,  his  spear  that  is 
formed  of  a  cloud.  Place  a  half-extinguished  meteor  by  his  side,  in  the  form  of  the 
hero's  sword.  And  O  !  let  his  countenance  be  lovely,  that  his  friends  may  delight  in 
his  presence.  Bend  from  your  clouds,  ghosts  of  my  fathers,  bend  !"  In  the  same  poem  is 
the  affecting  lament  for  the  beauteous  Darthula.  "  Daughter  of  Colla,  thou  art  low!"  said 
Cairbar's  hundred  bards;  "silence  is  at  the  blue  streams  of  Selma,  for  Trathul's  race  have 
failed.  When  wilt  thou  rise  in  thy  beauty,  first  of  Erin's  maids  ?  Thy  sleep  is  long  in 
the  tomb,  and  the  morning  distant  far.     The  sun  shall  not  come  to  thy  bed,  and  say. 
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awake  Darthula  !  awake  thou  first  of  women  !  the  wind  of  spring  is  abroad.  The  flowers 
shake  their  heads  on  the  green  hills,  the  woods  wave  their  opening  leaves.  Retire,  O 
sun,  the  daughter  of  Colla  is  asleep,  she  will  not  come  forth  in  her  beauty,  she  will  not 
move  in  the  steps  of  her  loveliness." 

The  duty  of  performing  the  obsequies  of  a  hero  seems  to  have  been  imperative, 
ahhough  his  life  might  not  have  offered  those  traits  of  character  which  so  well  suited  the 
bard's  eulogium.  They  however  did  justice  to  his  memory,  neither  suppressing  any  allu- 
sion to  his  vices,  nor  refusing  the  praise  he  might  deserve.  A  chief  had  broken  his 
oath.  "  His  tomb  was  raised,  but  what  could  the  bards  say  ?  Manos  remembered  not 
his  words.  When  asked  what  he  had  done  with  his  oaths  ?  '  Alas  !  he  said,  where  I 
found,  I  left  them.'  Manos,  thou  wert  generous,  but  wrathful  and  bloody  was  thy  dark- 
ened soul." 

It  has  already  been  noticed,  that  without  the  funeral  dirge,  the  spirit  would  be  sub- 
jected to  wander  in  forlorn  suffering  about  the  place  where  the  body  had  been  laid:  it 
was  therefore  a  matter  of  the  utmost  solicitude,  that  this  should  be  performed,  and  the 
ceremonial  was  observed  in  the  Highlands  to  the  days  of  our  fathers.  It  is  now  discon- 
tinued as  a  vocal  tribute,  but  the  *  Lament'  of  the  piper  played  in  front  of  the  funeral 
procession,  is  a  most  characteristic  substitute.  Many  remains  of  the  Coronach  music  are  be- 
lieved to  be  still  preserved,  and  it  is  reasonably  supposed,  that  the  species  of  piobaireachd 
appropriate  to  the  melancholy  event,  has  in  many  cases  retained  in  the  urlar  or  ground- 
work, the  spirit  of  the  original  dirge.* 

The  following  detail  of  the  ceremonial  at  the  interment  of  an  old  Celtic  hero,  as  given 
by  the  Irish  authorities,  is  conformable  to  what  is  otherwise  related.  The  Druid  first 
performed  those  rites  which  may  be  called  religious  ;  the  Senachie  then  repeated  the 
eulogium  of  the  hero  departed,  detailing  the  illustrious  descent  and  personal  titles  of  the 
deceased.  He  was  followed  by  the  Filea,  who  recited  the  Caoine  or  funeral  song,  which 
having  been  adapted  to  music  by  the  Oirfidighe  or  musician,  was  sung  by  the  Racaraide 
or  rhapsodist,  who  was  joined  by  the  wailing  notes  of  all  present. f 

The  practice  of  Caoining  at  funerals  is  still  practised  by  the  native  Irish,  but  since  the 
suppression  and  neglect  of  the  order  of  bards,  the  mourners  in  Ireland  have  been  merce- 
nary females,  generally  of  advanced  years,  and  their  hackneyed  or  extemporaneous  lamenta- 
tions are  not  particularly  creditable  to  the  art.  They,  however,  tenaciously  hold  to  this 
rite,  whether  in  Ireland,  or  elsewhere,  and  it  is  evident  that  there  is  no  Christianity  in  it. 
Take  a  specimen.  "  O  son  of  Connal,  why  didst  thou  die?  royal,  noble,  learned  youth  ; 
valiant,  active,  warlike,  eloquent !  why  didst  thou  die?  Gigh  !  oin-oigh  1"  Here  follows 
the  Uilaluia  or  chorus,  first  gone  half  through,  poured  forth  in  the  wildest  notes  of 
extreme  grief,  being  indeed  the  chief  part  of  the  performance,  and  as  may  be  supposed 
not  the  most  regular  nor  musical.  *'  Alas  1  alas  !  he  who  sprung  from  nobles  of  the  race 
of  Heber,  warlike  chief!    O  men  of  Connal.    O  noble  youth,  why  didst  thou  die  ?    Alas  1 

*  Pat.  Macdonald  on  the  influence  of  poetry  and  music  on  the  Highlanders,  prefixed  to  his  admirable 
collection  of  their  vocal  music. 

f  The  bards  compose  poems  which  the  Rhapsodists  repeat.     Buchanan. 

d 
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alas  I"  Tlic  somi-cliorus  again  is  given,  and  tiien  tlie  full  unjoil.  *'  Alas  !  alas!  he  who 
was  in  possession  of  flowi-ry  meads,  verdant  hills,  lowing  iierds,  fruitful  fields,  (lowing 
rivers  and  grazing  flocks — rich — gallant.  Lord  of  the  golden  vale,  why  did  he  die? 
Alas!  alas!"'  Uilaluia,  &c.  **  Alas!  alas!  why  didst  thou  die,  O  son  of  Connal,  before  the 
spoils  of  victory  by  thy  warlike  arm  were  brought  into  the  hall  of  the  nobles,  and  thy 
shield  with  the  ancients?  Alas  !  alas!  Uila— luia,  liiia,  liiia,  In,  hi,  ucht  o  ong,"  K^c,  all 
which  had  the  most  thrilling  eHect.  After  the  interment,  the  l)ard  was  formerly  accus- 
tomed to  perform  the  Elegy  or  Connthal  sitting  on  the  grave,  which  mark  of  affectionate 
respect  like  the  Christian  services  for  the  dead  in  the  Romish  Church,  was  repeated  at 
the  new  and  full  moon,  for  several  months.*  The  Scriptural  lamentations,  as  that  over 
Saul  and  Jonathan,  are  of  no  whit  more  religious  character. 

Adverting  to  the  classification  of  the  members  of  the  bardic  brotherhood,  it  will  be  seen 
at  first,  simple  and  vigorous  ;  subsequently  undergoing  alterations  and  subdivisions.  The 
Druidical  order  was  originally  divided  into  three  classes,  which  are  distinguished  as  the 
Druids  proper,  who  were  the  jjriests  and  legislators  ;  the  Vates,  Ovates,  Euvates  or 
Eubages  and  the  Bards.  The  duties  of  tiie  first  have  been  briefly  referred  to,  and  a 
general  view  of  the  bardic  office  has  been  presented,  but  scanty  as  our  knowledge  respect- 
ing it  is,  a  few  more  particulars  may  be  given  to  improve  a  picture,  unfortunately  but 
meagre. 

The  Vates  have  been  considered  by  some  writers,  an  order  inferior  to  the  bards,  and  by 
others  to  have  held  an  intermediate  place  in  the  triad,  but  many  regard  the  term  as  sim- 
ply denoting  a  more  advanced  noviciate.  '*  The  Euvates,"  says  Mareellinus,  "  more 
deeply  considering  nature,  made  attempts  to  discover  the  highest  arcana,  and  lay  open 
its  most  secret  workings,  and  amongst  these  the  Druids,"  from  which  it  would  seem 
that  they  were  bardic  aspirants  for  druidic  preferment.  Lucan  classes  them  with  the 
bards,  but  allows  them  superiority  to  a  simple  poet.  It  is  very  probable  that  a  claim  to  a 
prophetic  spirit  was  the  cause  of  distinction.  All  three  were  accustomed  to  compose  and 
to  sing,  but  all  did  not  claim  the  faculty  of  foreknowledge.  Vates,  which  in  Latin  is  a 
prophet  or  interpreter,  is  a  word  no  doubt  borrowed  from  the  'barbarians,' and  the  Gaelic 
Faid  signifying  the  same,  appears  to  be  the  original  word.  Dr  Smith  however  thinks 
Euvates  may  be  Eu-phaisde,  promising  youths. 

To  ascertain  the  etymology  of  names,  often  clears  up  the  obscurity  which  envelopes  a 
subject:  on  this  occasion,  the  attempt  is  more  curious  than  useful.  The  general  opinion 
is,  that  the  appellation  Druid  is  derived  from  the  name  of  the  oak  tree,  which  in  Greek  is 
Drus,  Derw  in  Welsh,  Duir  in  Irish,  Dair  in  Gaelic,  Druith  in  the  Cornish.  Considering 
the  similarity  of  these  words,  the  estimation  which  the  Druids,  like  others,  had  for  the  oak, 
and  the  veneration  they  paid  to  the  Misletoe,  the  All-heal  which  grew  thereon,  it  has 
appeared  a  satisfactory  origin  for  their  name,  and  the  Welsh  bards  of  later  days  have  on 
the  tree-system,  raised  a  very  ingenious  allegory.  The  letters  dd,  having  the  sound  of 
th,  form  a  common  termination,  so  Derwydd,  is  the  trunk  of  an  oak  ;  bardd,  from  bar, 

*  Beauford.  Trans,  of  the  Irish  Academy,  Vol.  IV.  -where  the  Avhole  is  set  to  music. 
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the  top,  is  significant  of  the  full  grown  branches,  and  Ovydtl,  from  ov,  raw,  pure,  indi- 
cates the  saplings.  Sir  Samuel  Mcyrick  gives  less  fanciful  derivations — Der,  superior  ; 
wydd,  instructor;  and  o-wydd,  subordinate  instructor.  In  Whiter's  method  of  determining 
the  affinity  of  words,  by  the  consonants  as  radices,  we  see  the  same  consonants  running 
through  these  words  ;  the  tr,  pervading  a  scries  of  terms,  indicates  activity,  industry,  im- 
provement; and  dr  or  tr  were  connected  with  the  mystical  T,  a  Druidical  and  Pythagorean 
symbol.  The  above  laborious  and  profound  etymologist,  alluding  to  the  Gaelic  *'draonaich'* 
80  well  illustrated  by  Coiremonadh,*  as  intimating  a  diligent  cultivator,  pronounces  Druid 
to  signify  a  teacher. t  The  appellation  is  undoubtedly  Celtic,  originating  with  that  peo- 
ple, and  not  imposed  by  Greeks  or  others.  The  sense  in  which  it  is  still  used  is  that  of 
an  artist,  a  learned  person,  or  vulgarly  a  magician,  and  it  is  the  word  in  the  Scripture 
translation  for  the  wise  men  or  priests.  It  is  equally  applied  in  Teutonic  languages  to 
denote  a  dexterous  individual  or  enchanter. 

The  word  Bard  has  been  pronounced  insoluble.  It  is  uncertain  whether  the  peculiar 
chant,  called  barditus,  is  the  origin  of  the  term,  or  its  derivative.  Bardachd  in  Gaelic  is 
poetry  and  history,  literally  the  bard's  work  ;  barddae-th  in  Welsh  is  also  bardism. 

The  profession  has  given  names  to  many  localities,  as  Monadh-bhaird,  ach  na'  m  bard, 
Tulloch-bardin,  &c.,  and  respectable  families  may  trace  their  origin  to  those  distinguished 
poets.  There  are  many  ancient  charters  in  which  different  individuals  are  designated, 
le  bard  and  le  harper;  the  Bards,  Bairds,  MacBhairds,  and  Wards  are  their  descendants  ; 
in  Ireland  and  Argyle  are  the  Mac  Faids,  and  Mac  Faidzeans.  Throughout  the  princi- 
pality are  numerous  names  indicating  the  residences  and  haunts  of  the  different  branches, 
as  Tre'r  Beirdd,  the  bard's  villages.  Croes  y  Beirdd,  the  bard's  cross.  Tre'r  and  Bod 
Drudan,  the  villages,  and  the  houses  of  the  Druids.  Bod-Ovyr,  the  Ovyd's  dwelling, 
&c.  &c.  The  Baile-bhairds  in  the  Highlands  and  Harper's  lands  in  the  low-country,  are 
memorials  of  the  golden  age  of  Celtic  minstrels3\ 

A  sketch  of  the  personal  appearance  of  the  different  characters^  seems  an  appropriate 
accessory  to  a  detail  of  their  duties.  Bodily  imperfection  being  sufficient  for  exclusion 
from  the  order,  it  gave  an  imposing  specimen  of  the  Gaulish  race,  and  their  dignities 
were  marked  by  suitable  distinctions  in  dress.  Their  garments  differed  from  others  in 
amplitude  :  they  were  "  the  wearers  of  long  robes."  The  costume,  as  may  be  supposed, 
was  of  a  peculiar  form,  calculated  for  the  attraction  of  notice,  as  well  as  the  becoming 
denotation  of  rank.  The  beard  which  the  Celtic  nations  always  shaved,  the  Druidic 
officials  wore  long,  and  the  hair  of  the  head  they  cut  close.  The  robes  flowing  to  the 
heel ;  whilst  those  of  the  commonalty,  and  even  of  the  nobles,  fell  only  to  the  knee,  as 
sufficiently  distinguished  the  superiority  of  the  order,  as  the  episcopal  costume  marks 
the  sacerdotal  degree.  White,  denoting  purity  and  truth,  was  the  appropriate  colour  of 
the  druid's  robes. 

In  Cathlava  one  ©f  the  poems  translated  by  Dr  Smith,  is  a  picture  of  Sean'ear,  a 
druid,  then  a  subject  of  persecution,  but  believed  to  possess  supernatural  acquirements, 
and  consulted  as  an  oracle  by  those,  who,  like  the  Roman  general,  might  be  disposed  to 

*  Thoughts  on  the  Gael,  &c.,  by  James  Grant,  Esq.  t  EtjTuologicon  magnum. 
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say,  "  I  scorn  tliom,  yet  they  awe  me."  Under  the  awful  shade  of  his  oak  he  finds  him, 
It'unin!;]^  on  ills  own  triMuhliii}:^  stalF.  His  Ijoud  of  ago  stoops  to  the  ground,  his  grey  board 
hangs  down  on  his  breast,  and  iiis  dim  eyes  are  fixed  on  the  earth.  But  his  soul  is  mixed 
with  the  spirits  of  air,  and  hin  coiivcrso  is  with  ghosts.  *  Wliat  seest  tliou  of  my  love,' 
said  KoiKiii,  '  wliat  seest  thou  of  Snhnitui  ?'"  'riic  fiL^'ure  w;is  that  of  a  solitary  and  pre- 
scribed anchorite,  who  submitti-d  to  his  evil  destiny,  doubtless  for  his  conscience'  sake, 
like  many  fiHow  devotees.      In  thi;  original,  the  description  is  singularly  striking. 

"An  critli-thuico  ri  luirg  fciii, 
Fui'  gheug  dhoilluir  dliaraich, 
Laii  ogluidlieaclnl  : — a  cliroin  aoniadli. 
'S  fhoasag  aosda  sios  niu  blirollach. 
-air  lar  tha  bIuiìI  a  dearcadh 
Acli  aiuini  anil  co'radli  thaibhse." 

The  figurative  and  laconic  rei)ly  is  very  characterisiic. 

"  Macau  an  fas  cmaidli, 
Barca,  thar  cuan,  na  dean  ; 
Shuilmhine  !  's  cruaidh  learn  do  glaodh, 
A  'taomadb  air  tiunn  gun  fburtacbd  !''* 

In  hajipier  ages,  the  raiment  was  an  object  of  careful  attention  among  the  Celtic  peo- 
ple, with  whom  every  thing  was  precisely  regulated ;  even  the  colours  of  the  robes  were 
apportioned  by  invariable  law.  In  Wales,  the  bards  wore  a  dress  of  sky-blue,  the  emblem 
of  peace  and  fidelity,  and  that  of  the  Ovydd  was  a  vivid  green,  the  prevailing  colour  of 
verdant  nature.  The  Awenydd,  or  disciple,  showed  in  his  vestment,  as  an  escutcheon  of 
pretence,  the  three  colours,  white,  blue,  and  green.  When  officiating  at  religious  cere- 
monies, the  bard  had  a  cowl  attached  to  the  cloak,  like  that  worn  by  the  Capuchin  friars; 
it  was  called  Barddgwccwll,  and  is  the  bardo-cucuUus  of  the  Romans.  The  Druidesses 
are  described  by  Strabo,  as  arrayed  in  white  garments,  fastened  with  girdles  and  brazen 
clasps.  Among  the  Gael,  a  very  remarkable  difference  prevailed  with  respect  to  the 
vesture.  A  variety  of  colours  was  introduced,  and  the  number  which  the  gradations  in 
society  were  permitted  to  display,  was  regulated  by  a  })revailing  rule.  It  was  a  striking 
mark  of  the  estimation  in  which  the  bards  were  held,  that  they  were  allowed  six  colours, 
being  two  more  than  the  nobility,  and  only  one  less  than  royalty  itself.  This  was  the 
well  known  law  in  Ireland,  and  there  can  be  no  doubt  it  was  equally  observed  by  the 
Gael  of  Albion.  In  Meyrick's  splendid  work  on  British  Costume,  coloured  prints  of  the 
various  classes  are  given,  among  which  we  remark  the  two  figures  found  near  Autun,  one 
of  which  carries  the  "slat  an  drui'  achd,"  or  ensign  of  authority,  and  the  other  bears  the 
"  cornan,"  or  crescent,  emblematic  of  the  "  cead  rai  re  ;"  the  first  quarter  of  the  moon.f 
The  robe  is  fastened  by  a  brooch  on  the  left  shoulder. 

Sumptuary  laws  were  not  forgotten  in  the  Brehon  code.  In  A.  D.  192,  as  Irish 
Annals  inform  us,  such  enactments  settled  among*other  matters,  the  value  of  a  bcdKin 

*  Gallic  Ant.  335,  from  the  Druid's  appearance,  it  is  generally  called  "  the  song  of  the  grey  man." 
"t"  Pliny  says  of  the  Celts,  '  ante  omnia  sexta  luua.' 
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of  refined  silver  for  the  kin^  or  a  bard  at  thirty  heifers.  The  clothes  of  a  poet  and  his 
vife  cost  three  milch  cows,  and  the  raiment  of  an  Ollamh,  and  of  an  Anshruith,  the  next 
in  rank,  five  cows. 

Some  proof  is  found  that  the  Cochal  or  upper  garment  which  was  evidently,  from  tiie 
name,  of  coarse  texture,  was  fringed  and  ornamented  with  needle-work.*  The  full  dress 
is  described  as  consisting  of  the  Cathanas,  cota  or  body  covering,  and  the  Triuse,  the 
gathered  or  girded  up  portion. 

The  shoes  were  wooden,  and  of  a  pentagonal  form,f  and  an  Ollamh  was  entitled  to  wear 
the  barred  or  cap  of  honour.  Thus  in  all  respects  did  the  bardic  order  appear  strikingly 
different  from  others.  On  the  extinction  of  druidisra,  it  is  probable  that  the  peculiarity 
of  costume  was  abandoned,  the  Christian  missionaries  naturally  discouraging  a  distinction, 
which  was  calculated  to  prolong  a  reverence  for  the  professors  of  a  pagan  creed. 

The  course  of  bardic  study  was  long  and  arduous.  So  rigid  was  the  term  of  probation, 
that  the  education  of  a  student  in  the  science  of  druidism,  was  not  completed  in  a  shorter 
period  than  perhaps  twenty  years,  during  which  time  he  was  obliged  to  commit  to  mem- 
ory, a  prodigious  number  of  verses  ;  twenty  thousand  by  the  lowest  computation,  but 
Chambray  the  Celtic  professor  at  Paris,  says  the  number  for  those  of  the  highest  class 
was  not  less  than  sixty  thousand. 

In  later  ages,  as  we  leara-U-om  Irish  authorities,  the  time  occupied  in  acquiring  the 
necessary  bardic  instruction -tv^as  twelve  years,  three  of  which  were  devoted  to  each  of 
the  four  principal  branches  of  poetry.  Another  writer  gives  them  sixteen  or  twenty 
years  to  complete  their  education,  and  he  tells  us  he  has  *'  seen  them  where  they  kept 
schools,  ten  in  some  one  chamber,  grovelling  upon  straw,  their  books  at  their  noses  ;" 
and  although  their  seminary  was  thus  rude,  those  men  were  well  grounded  in  the  classics, 
and  invoked  the  muses  with  great  success.  The  accommodation,  it  is  presumed,  was  not 
in  all  cases  so  homely.  We  can  scarcely  suppose  that  the  practice  described  by  Martin, 
adopted  by  some  in  the  Highlands  to  ])roduce  inspiration,  was  very  usual.  They  would 
shut  both  doors  and  windows,  wrap  their  plaids  about  their  heads,  and  lie  with  their  eyes 
closed,  and  a  large  stone  on  their  bellies,  for  a  whole  day  !J  Poets  are  sometimes  suffi- 
ciently eccentric. 

If  a  vassal  obtained  permission  from  his  lord  to  exercise  a  poetical  or  musical  talent,  he 
would,  according  to  his  genius,  obtain  rank  by  the  courtesy  of  Cambria,  but  no  one,  what- 
ever his  merit  might  be,  was  classed  among  the  bards,  except  he  went  through  the  regular 
curriculum.  There  were  three  individuals  of  no  little  celebrity  otherwise,  who  were  in 
this  way  unqualified : — the  great  kings  Arthur  and  Cadwalon,  and  Rhyhawd  ap 
Morgant. 

It  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that  the  Scottish  Gael  adhered  so  faithfully  to  the  druidic 
injunction,  not  to  commit  their  knowledge  to  writing.  Those  of  the  sister  island  were 
haply  less  obstinate,  and  have  preserved  many  of  the  Breith-neimhe  or  laws  of  their 
native  judges.     Those  which  relate  to  the  bards  have  been  collected  with  praiseworthy 

*  Beauford.  +  Dr  Smith.  X  Description  of  the  Western  Isles, 
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care,  and  given  to  the  world  ;  and  although  they  are  likely  to  show  considerable  innova- 
tion on  the  primitive  institutions,  upon  the  \\liol(',  wo  may  believe  the  regulations  in  both 
countries  were  not  materially  dillerent. 

The  order  presented  three  prineipal  classes,  in  which  were  several  gradations,  viz.  : — 
The  Ollundi  re  dan,  graduate  of  song,  or  baid  j»roperly  so  called  ;  the  Seanachadh,  or 
historian  and  genealogist;  and  the  Hrelioii,  Hreitii,  or  judge,  which  last,  in  the  eleventh 
century,  was  separated  frouj  tlu;  bardic  establishment. 

The  following  were  the  gradations  in  the  order  of  I'ilcas  or  bards,  and  the  qualifica- 
tions retjuired  in  each. 

The  rochlucan,  the  youngest  student,  was  recjuired  to  be  able  to  repeat  twenty  j)oems, 
or  historical  tales. 

The  Mac  Fuirme  was  required  to  have  forty  tales,  any  of  which  he  should  be  able  to 
repeat  when  desired. 

The  Dos  was  qualified  by  being  perfect  in  fifty  poems  or  stories. 

The  Canaith,  although  a  degree  higher,  was  not  obliged  to  learn  more  than  the  Dos. 

The  Cli,  whose  duties  are  not  given  in  the  authority  we  have  consulted. 

The  Anra,  or  Anshruith,  had  to  commit  to  memory  one  hundred  and  seventy-five  com- 
positions on  different  subjects. 

Lastly,  the  Ollamh  or  Doctor,  who  was  the  bard,  the  others  being  noviciates.  He  was 
required  to  possess  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  four  principal  branches  of  poetry,  and  be 
able  to  repeat  three  hundred  and  fifty  pieces.* 

The  Aois  dana  preceded  even  the  Ollamh,  and  sat  with  the  chiefs  in  the  circle.  This 
class,  however,  does  not  appear  earlier  than  the  seventeenth  century. 

The  Welsh  had  a  division  of  bards  no  less  complicated  ;  the  department  of  each  class 
being  pointed  out  with  tedious  minuteness,  a  comparatively  modern  alteration. -j-  With 
them  there  were  six  classes  of  bards,  three  being  poets,  and  three  musicians. 

The  poetical  bards  were  first,  historical  or  antiquarian,  who  sometimes  mixed  prophecy 
with  their  effusions.  Their  duty  was  to  sing  in  praise  of  virtue — to  censure  vice  and 
immorality,  and  it  was  specially  permitted  them  to  address  the  clergy  and  married  ladies, 
upon  fitting  subjects  and  in  becoming  language. 

The  second  class,  who  were  domestic  bards,  exhorted  the  people  to  a  strict  practice  of 
the  social  virtues,  and  celebrated  those  who  were  patterns  to  others  for  their  upright  con- 
duct and  patriotism. 

The  third  order,  who  were  denominated  the  Cleirwr  Arwyddveirdd,  or  heraldic  bards, 
with  their  other  duties,  were  assigned  the  composition  of  poems  on  amusing  and  jocular 
subjects. 

After  passing  through  the  gradations  of  the  Awen,  or  muse,  the  title  of  bard  was  con- 
ferred, and,  retaining  the  ancient  claim  of  superiority,  the  addition  of  'Ynnys  Prydain 
was  always  given. 

*  Walker.  Several  of  these  terms  are  of  uncertain  etA?molog}-;  anshruith  may  be  from  an,  good;  srath 
knowing.     Ollav  -will  strike  the  scholar  as  resembling  the  Heb.  Aluf,  a  prince. 

■f  Borlase. 
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The  activity  of  Welsh  genius  led  them  to  remodel  and  refine  the  bardic  institutions, 
with  the  same  care  as  they  have  cultivated  their  language,  so  that  in  modern  times  it 
must  exhibit  a  very  different  aspect  from  what  it  originally  displayed.  There  were  eight 
orders  of  musicians ;  four  of  which  only  were  admitted  to  be  bards;  the  Harper,  Crwthcr, 
and  Singer,  were  regularly  invested  poets,  the  Pencerdd  being  their  chief.  The  four 
inferior  orders  were,  the  Piper,  the  Taborer,  the  Juggler,  and  the  performers  on  tlic 
humble  Crwth  with  three  strings  ;  the  fee  of  these  minstrels  was  a  penny  each,  and  they 
were  to  stand  during  their  performance. 

The  Irish  Oirfidigh,  or  musical  order,  was  in  like  manner  classified,  taking  their 
appellations  from  the  instruments  on  which  they  performed,  of  which  there  were  a  con- 
siderable variety.     The  following  enumeration  is  given. 

The  Ollamh   re  ceol,  or  Doctor  of  music,  presided  over  the  band  consisting  of  the    -j 
Crutairaigh  who  played  on  the  cruit  or  fiddle.     The  Ciotairigh.    The  Tiomponaich,  who 
played  on  the  horn  ;  and  the  Cuilleanach. 

These  musicians  were  of  much  consequence  as  a  constituent  portion  of  the  Fileacht, 
and  being  good  vocalists,  after  the  introduction  of  Christianity,  they  added  much  to  the 
effect  of  the  band  of  choristers  for  which  many  abbeys  were  famed  in  both  islands.  It 
may  be  observed,  that  as  the  Welsh  held  the  harp  to  be  the  indispensable  instrument  of 
a  gentleman,  so  we  find  many  instances  of  bishops  and  abbots  excelling  in  their  skilful 
playing.  We  have  a  curious  intimation  in  the  venerable  Bedc  anent  the  harp  ;  he 
describes  an  individual,  who  at  an  entertainment  being  unable  to  perform  on  the  instrument 
which  was  always  handed  round,  slunk  away  ashamed  of  his  deficiency.  Want  of  a 
musical  taste  was  accounted  an  indication  of  a  bad  disposition. 

The  decline  and  fall  of  an  institution  which  existed  so  long,  was  so  widely  diffused, 
and,  after  the  cessation  of  its  direct  influence,  left  so  deep  an  impression  on  the  national 
character,  is  a  subject  of  much  interest,  and  affords  ample  matter  for  reflection.  Like  all 
human  establishments,  it  is  seen  to  advance  from  simplicity  and  usefulness,  to  refinement, 
corruption  and  decay.  The  epoch  of  Christianity  was  the  commencement  of  druidic 
decadence;  but  with  the  pertinacity  which  animates  the  professors  of  proscribed  opinions, 
the  ancient  system  was  clung  to  for  several  subsequent  centuries,  and  indeed  where  full 
conversion  was  found  impossible,  the  apostles  and  missionaries  accepted  the  profession  of 
the  Christian  faith,  with  the  retention  of  many  of  the  established  superstitions,  wisely 
considering  it  better  to  accomplish  the  great  end  by  judicious  conciliation  of  long-rivetted 
prejudices.  When  the  Pagan  priesthood  was  annihilated,  the  bardic  branch,  as  an  order 
of  acknowledged  utility,  retained  its  place  in  Celtic  society.  Many  who  were  touched 
with  zealous  fervour  in  the  true  religion,  became  clergymen,  and  were  not  the  less  pious, 
in  that  they  continued  to  exercise  their  poetic  talents,  and  solace  themselves  with  the 
melody  of  the  harp.*  So  long  were  the  Welsh  in  abandoning  the  institutes  of  druidisni, 
that  Prince  Hwell,  who  died  in  1171»  invokes  the  Deity  to  protect  his  worship  in  the 
groves  and  circles.     This  is  sufficiently  curious;  but  it  is  still  more  so  to  find  that  a  small 

*  In  Wales,  the  lardic  clergy  sometimes  accompanied  the  chanting  of  the  service  with  the  harp. 
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society  still  existing,  allo{^e  tliat  thoy  are  the  descendants,  and  possess  a  knowledg^c  of 
the  iineient  mysteries  of  the  druids,  which  has  been  tran.smitt(,'d  |)iirely,  by  a  succession  of 
the  initiated,  who  conld  exphiin  many  of  the  mysterious  triads,  kc.y  were  tliey  at  liberty 
to  divuli>:e  their  knowledjje.* 

The  Hiirhhind  traditions  arc  copious  on  tlu;  subject  of  the  fall  of  the  druids,  whi(;h, 
from  ihe  particulars  related,  was  not  a  sacrifice  to  the  cause  of  Christianity.  'Viir.  iVe- 
(juiMit  wars  in  \\hich  the  Scottish  tribc's  were  engaged,  increased  the  i)owcr  of  the 
Feargubreith,  while  it  lessened  that  of  the  <lruid,  who  had  long  been  the  arbiter  of  all 
transactions.  Treuninor,  grandfather  of  Fin  Mac  Cumhal,  was  appointed  commander  of 
the  Caledonian  forces  by  general  election,  on  which  the  druids  sent  Garmal  Mac  Tarno 
requiring  the  chief  to  lay  down  his  office,  with  which  order  he  had  the  fortitude  to  refuse 
compliance.  On  this  a  civil  war  immediately  ensued,  which  after  much  bloodshed,  ended 
in  the  discomfiture  of  the  druids,  whose  resistance  was  so  obstinate,  that  few  survived 
the  desperate  contest.  The  bards,  who  it  may  be  readily  believed  were  prone  to  flatter 
the  powerful,  and  avenge  real  or  imaginary  wrongs  by  the  sharpness  of  invective,  being 
no  longer  under  the  salutary  control  of  their  sui)eriors,  the  druids,  became  exceedingly 
presumptuous,  abusing  their  ample  privileges,  and  drawing  on  themselves  severe  chastise- 
ment. The  Irish  legends  detail  the  circumstances  of  their  expulsion  twice  before  the 
celebrated  council  of  Drumceat,  held  in  580,  w  here  the  whole  order  was  doomed  to  pro- 
scription for  their  oppressive  exactions,  having  gone  so  far  as  to  demand  the  golden 
brooch  which  fastened  the  plaid  or  cloak  of  Aodh,  the  king  of  Ulster  !  The  good 
Columba,  the  apostle  of  the  Highlands,  left  his  charge  in  the  college  of  li,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  interposing  his  influence  to  avert  the  destruction  of  an  order,  which,  under  proj)cr 
regulations,  was  so  well  suited  to  the  genius  of  his  countrymen,  and  he  was  successful  in 
softening  very  materially  the  severity  of  their  sentence.  The  bards  were  on  this  occasion 
reduced  to  the  number  of  200,  one  only  being  allowed  to  each  of  the  provincial  kings, 
and  lord  of  a  cantred,  and  he  was  enjoined  for  no  cause  to  prostitute  his  talents  in  flatter- 
ing the  vanity  of  the  great,  or  covering  vice  by  adulatory  strains.  He  was  to  compose 
and  sing  to  the  glory  of  God,  honour  of  the  country,  praise  of  heroes  and  females,  and 
exaltation  of  his  patron  and  followers.  There  was  evident  necessity  for  restriction  ;  the 
numbers  having  so  greatly  increased,  that  they  were  estimated  at  no  less  than  one  third  of 
the  population  !  The  propensity  which  those  who  were  so  highly  favoured,  and  possessed 
such  influence,  had,  hke  most  others,  to  exceed  moderation,  required  a  check.  Cupidity, 
it  has  been  observed,  is  an  inherent  passion  ;  and  the  possession  of  much,  begets  a  desire 
for  more.  The  bards  subjected  themselves  to  much  obloquy  and  dishke  by  their  arro- 
gance and  neglect  of  their  proper  duties,  which  eventually  led  to  sundry  curtailments  of 
their  personal  immunities. 

In  Wales,  they  were  not  less  inclined  to  abuse  their  privileges.  Several  regulations 
had  been  passed  previous  to  the  time  of  Gruff'udd  ab  Cynan,  who,  much  concerned  to 
find  the  bardic  profession  in  disorder,  held  a  congress  of  all  who  had  any  knowledge  of 

*  Cambrian  Ma?. 
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the  science  throug^liout  Wales  and  Ireland,  when  a  great  reformation  was  accomplished ; 
the  three  classes  of  j)oets,  heralds  and  musicians,  beinir  then  instituted,  whereas  the  offices 
were  formerly  held  by  one  individual,  and  they  were  forbidden  to  demand  the  prince's 
horse,  hawk,  or  greyhound,  or  any  property  from  others  above  a  reasonable  value. 

There  is  a  curious  account  of  this  notable  convention  given  in  an  ancient  MS.  pre- 
served in  the  library  of  the  Welsh  school,  London,  from  which  it  appears  there  were  four 
chief  judges  who  decided,  with  the  approbation  of  the  audience,  as  to  forming  the  song, 
preserving  it  in  niemor}^  and  j)crforming  it  correctly.  The  names  of  the  four  were  Alban 
ab  Cynan,  Rhydderch  the  bald,  Matholwchthe  Gvvythelian  (Gael)  and  Alav  the  songster. 
Mwrchan,  Lord  of  Ireland,  was  umpire,  and  by  his  power  confirmed  the  ])rocecdings  at 
Glen  Achlach.*  The  judicious  improvements  introduced  at  this  time,  were  the  means 
of  restoring  bardism  to  a  sound  and  flourishing  state,  which  continued  until  the  death 
of  Llewelyn  the  last  prince  in  1282.  From  the  strictness  of  these  coercive  laws,  it  is 
evident  the  bards  were  a  little  unruly  at  times.  If  any  one  left  a  party  for  which  he 
had  been  engaged,  offered  an  insult  to  a  female,  &c.,  he  was  fined,  imprisoned,  and  his 
circuit  fees  for  a  proportionate  time,  were  forfeited  to  the  church.  In  fine,  although 
Edward  the  First  actually  carried  a  harper  with  him  to  the  Holy  Land,  he  subsequently 
considered  the  bards  a  dangerous  body ;  and  although  they  were  retained  at  the  courts  of 
his  successors,  along  with  minstrels,  whose  proper  occupation  was  originally  that  of  his- 
torians, yet  they  certainly  gave  at  times  great  offence  by  their  freedom  and  assumption  : 
hence  such  enactments  were  passed  as  one  in  1315,  to  restrain  them  from  resorting  in 
unreasonable  numbers  to  the  houses  of  the  great;  and  another  by  Edward  III.,  which 
provided  that  bards  who  perverted  the  imagination  by  romantic  tales,  and  those  who  were 
tale-tellers,  and  seduced  the  lieges  by  false  reports,  should  not  be  entertained  in  the  man- 
sions of  the  great,  or  harboured  by  the  people.  This  is  like  the  decree  passed  to  repress 
the  insatiable  curiosity  of  the  ancient  Gauls,  who  were  the  greatest  known  encouragers  of 
those  who  could  amuse  them  with  stories — compelling  strangers  to  stop  even  on  the  high- 
ways, and  entertain  them  with  some  recital,  in  consequence  of  which  they  were  misled 
by  the  mendacious  tales  to  which  their  importunity  gave  so  much  encouragement. 

Long  after  the  maintenance  of  a  bard  as  a  retainer  in  a  Celtic  establishment  was  con- 
fined to  these  portions  of  the  kingdom,  their  services  continued  in  partial  requisition 
elsewhere ;  but  from  the  advancing  change  in  society,  this  neglected  class,  with  difficulty 
maintained  a  degree  of  respectability,  but  were  obliged  to  itinerate  in  considerable  num- 
bers, and  trust  for  their  support  to  casual  employment,  by  those  who  made  their  efforts  to 
please  a  subject  of  rude  jest.  The  following  no  doubt  excited  a  laugh  at  the  expense  of 
the  Gael  :  it  is  a  curious  allusion  to  their  manners  by  a  lowland  poet — 

"  Then  cried  Mahoun  for  a  hieland  padzean, 
Syn  ran  a  feynd  to  fetch  Makfadzean, 

Far  northwart  in  a  nuke ; 
Be  he  the  coronach  had  shout, 
Earse  men  so  gatherit  him  about, 

In  hell  grit  rowm  they  tuke  : 

*  About  1100.     The  harp  and  style  of  its  music  were  on  this  occasion  introduced  from  Ireland. 
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Tliat  tannatrnnts  in  tai,'  and  tattor, 
I<\ill  loiul  in  lùiriiu  bogoud  to  cluttur, 

An'  rowp  like  ravin  rowk  ; 
Till*  (U'il  sat«  dfivit  was  wi  tlier  yrll, 
That  in  till'  dt'ipo.sl  j)()t  of  lu-li 

Jle  Muoiil  tlifiu  \\V  snioiik."* 

In  Suxonized  England  and  Scotland,  tlu*  hards  and  minstrels  wore  denounced  as  Idlers 
who  lived  on  the  nsel'id  and  industrions,  levyinj,^  their  eontributions  on  an  nnwilling  peo- 
ple. In  the  reign  of  James  II.,  1449,  an  art  was  passed,  which  declared  that  *'gif  there 
be  onie  that  makis  them  tiules,  and  are  bairdes,  thay  be  j)nt  in  the  kingis  waird,  or  in  his 
irons  t\)r  tliair  trespasses,  as  lang  as  thay  have  onie  gudes  of  tiiair  awin  to  live  nj)on,  that 
thair  ears  be  nailed  to  the  trone,  or  till  ane  uther  tree,  and  thair  eare  eutted  oil',  and  ban- 
ished the  cuntrie."  By  a  statute  of  Jas.  VI.,  in  1579,  those  who  were  sangsters,  tale- 
tellers, &c.,  and  not  in  the  special  service  of  Lords  of  Parliament  or  boroughs  as  their 
common  minstrels,  were  to  be  scourged  and  burnt  through  the  ear  witii  a  hot  iron. 

When  the  court  of  the  Scottish  kingdom  was  Gaelic,  the  ancient  usages  were  closely 
observed,  and  the  class  whose  history  is  now  under  investigation,  continued,  at  least  occa- 
sional services,  for  ages  afterwards.  At  coronations,  a  Highland  bard  attended  in  his  her- 
aldic capacity,  to  repeat  a  poem  on  the  royal  genealogy.  His  attendance  at  the  enthrone- 
ment of  Malcolm  1 1.,  1056,  and  the  oration  then  delivered,  are  recorded,  and  the  same  duty 
was  performed  to  Alexander  III.,  in  1249,  when  the  poet,  we  are  informed,  was  clad  in  a 
scarlet  dress.  Various  notices  are  found  in  the  Lord  Treasurer's  accounts,  of  the  ser- 
vices of  seanachies  and  minstrels  at  royal  entertainments,  an  extract  from  which  will  not 
be  thought  uninteresting.  Blind  Harry,  the  author  of  the  metrical  life  of  Sir  William 
Wallace,  sang  his  compositions  to  the  king  and  nobility,+ and  received  frequent  gratuities. 
In  1490,  and  1491,  he  was  paid  eighteen  shillings.  In  the  former  year,  "  IMartin  Clare- 
schaw  and  ye  todcr  Ersche  Clareschaw,  at  ye  kingis  command,"  were  paid  eighteen  shil- 
lings, and  shortly  afterwards  the  same  payment  was  made  "  till  ane  ersche  harper."  In 
1496  are  these  entries: — 

April.     Giffin  to  James  Mytson,  the  harpar  at  the  kingis  command,  xiii  s.  iiij  d. 

June.     To  twa  wemen  that  sang  to  the  king,  .  .  xiii  s. 

Aug.  1 .  That  same  day  gifRn  to  the  harpar  with  the  ae  hand,  ix  s. 

That  samyn  day,  to  a  man  that  playit  on  the  clarscha  to  the  king,         vii  s. 
1503.  Item  to  Pate  Harper,  clarscha,  ....  xiiij  s. 

Item  to  Alexander  Harper,  Pate  Harper,  Pate  Harper  Clarscha, 

Hew  Brabanar  and  the  blind  harper,  harperis,  ilk  ane,  xiiij  s. 

Item  to  Hog  the  tale-teller,  ....  xiiij  s. 

Item  to  the  Countes  of  Crawfurdis  harper,     .  .  .  xiiij  s. 

In  this  year  there  were  also  sundry  payments  to  minstrels:  eight  of  which  were  English, 
and  four  Italian.  In  1507,  there  was  paid  xiiij  to  the  "  crukit  vicar  of  Dumfriese  that 
sang  to  the  king." 

*  The  Daunce.    Ramsav's  Evergreen,  I.  p.  246.  +  Major,  Lib.  iv. 
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In  1512,  gevin  till  ane  barde  wife  called  Agnes  Carkell,  xlii  s. 

Item,  to  O  Donelis  (Irlandnian)  hurj)ar  quhilk  past  away  with  liim,     vii  L. 

In  tlie  household  book  of  the  Countess  of  Mar,  under  the  dates  1638 — 1G42,  we  find: 
To  ane  blind  singer,  who  sang  the  time  of  dinner,  .  xii  s. 

To  twa  hieland  singing  women,  ....  vi  s. 

To  ane  woman  elarshochar,  ....  xii  s. 

The  kings  of  England,  with  few  exceptions,  continued  to  employ  one  or  more  Welsh 
harpers  in  the  royal  establishment.  The  marriage  of  Catherine,  widow  of  Henry  V., 
with  Sir  Owen  Tudor,  a  nobleman  of  Mona  or  Anglesea,  from  whom  Henry  Vil.  was 
descended,  brought  the  bards  into  more  notice,  and  the  title  of  the  eldest  son  of  the 
reigning  monarcli,  offered  a  sufficient  reason  for  compliment  to  so  worthy  a  portion  of 
tlie  British  subjects.  When  James  VI.  succeeded  to  the  English  throne,  Henry,  Prince 
of  Wales,  appointed  one  Jones  as  his  bard.  The  author  of  the  work,  whence  so  many 
curious  particulars  of  this  class  have  been  transcribed,  Edward  Jones  of  Henblas,  was 
the  talented  bard  to  the  last  of  our  princes  who  bore  the  title. 

That  the  bardic  institutions  have  been  so  entirely  neglected  in  the  Highlands,  is  only 
to  be  accounted  for  by  the  very  different  position  of  the  two  countries.  Wales  has  been 
for  many  centuries  a  province  of  England  ;  their  wars  of  independence  have  long  ceased, 
and  even  internal  dissensions  have  for  a  great  length  of  time  been  unknown.  In  peace 
and  tranquillity,  the  natives  could  therefore  cultivate  their  poetry  and  music  as  an 
agreeable  source  of  rational  amusement,  and  if  they  continued  to  chant  forth  their 
ancient  martial  lays,  it  was  a  pleasing  solace  to  have  reflection  drawn  to  departed  renown. 
An  indulgence  in  reminiscences  of  a  state  which  no  more  can  be  reverted  to,  is  some 
slight  alleviation  of  regret. 

The  Gael,  on  the  contrary,  who  had  ever  to  struggle  for  national  independence,  were 
between  energetic  resistance  of  the  common  enemy;  the  civil  wars  in  which  they  were 
involved,  and  t!>€  clannish  feuds  which  were  fomented  by  designing  foes,  at  last  plunged 
into  a  state  of  sanguinary  turmoil,  which  was  but  ill  calculated  for  the  fosterage  of  such  a 
system  as  their  happier  brethren  were  permitted  to  cherish  in  peace.  In  these  inau- 
spicious circumstances,  the  soft  and  melting  strains  of  the  clarsach  might  be  well  suited 
fur  the  enlivenment  of  their  entertainments,  and  as  an  accompaniment  for  the  grateful 
themes  of  love,  and  pastoral  pursuits;  but  the  utmost  fervour  of  the  harper's  efforts,  would 
fail  to  rouse  the  vengeful  ardour  of  the  Gaelic  heroes.  It  was  the  piobaireachd's  shrill 
summons,  thrilling  in  their  ears  the  sad  tale  of  their  devastated  glens,  and  their  houseless 
friends,  which  gathered  them  for  the  war,  by  notes  which  had  often  sounded  to  hard- 
earned  victory ;  speaking  in  strains  which  made  their  blood  boil  w  ith  glowing  emulation, 
as  they  marched  to  the  foe,  and  which  pealing  to  survivors  of  the  battle-field  in  notes  re- 
echoed by  the  frowning  crags,  drowning  by  its  piercing  tones,  the  loud  wailings  of  the 
bereaved,  and  the  woful  shrieks  of  the  despairing  women,  called  in  a  maddening  voice 
for  speedy  and  unsparing  retribution. 

The  pipes  supplanted  the  harp  as  the  instrument  for  war  among  the  Gaelic  tribes. 
The  potency  of  bagpijic-music  as  a  stimulus  to  heroism  was  acknowledged  by  the  Irish, 


XXXVlll  JNTllODUCTION. 


who  alwuys  used  pipes  in  their  warlike  opcmtiotis.  "  As  others  with  the  sound  of  trum- 
pets, so  those  with  tiie  sound  of  the  pipes,  are  inspired  with  ardour  for  the  lij;ht." 
Deniek  likewise  aihides  to  its  martial  use,  and  in  the  representations  of  battles,  we  ob- 
serve the  pipers  in  a  iiromiiieiit  jiosilioii,  but  do  not  perceive  a  harper.  The  ^reut  pipe 
has  survived,  an  equally  national  instrunu-nt,  wliieh  is  mucli  bettor  adapted  for  an  accom- 
paniment at  the  festive  board.  The  exhilaratinj^^  but  loud-toned  I'iob  is  less  suited  to 
appear  in  place  of  the  bard  at  the  feast  of  Shells,  who  by  his  sweet-soundinjj  harp  and 
vocal  melody,  allbrded  a  double  j^i'atification. 

These  remaiks  are  by  no  means  to  be  taken  as  in  disparagement  of  the  professors  of 
this  admirable  instrument,  the  sound  of  which  strikes  so  surely  a  responding  chord  in  a 
Scotsman's  heart.  It  is  matter  of  delight  to  perceive  its  use  so  nobly  upheld,  and  its 
music  preserved  with  so  nmch  patriotic  zeal.  The  frequent  "  competitions"  of  performers 
in  different  parts  of  Scotland,  present  a  becoming  counterpart  to  the  means  so  successfully 
pursued  in  Wales  and  Ireland,  for  the  preservation  of  their  poetry  and  music  ;  and  this 
ancient  regulation,  especially  in  the  former  country,  is  so  peculiar,  bearing  as  it  does  on 
the  subject,  that  it  cannot  with  any  propriety  be  omitted. 

It  appears  that  king  Cadwaladdr,  about  670,  presided  in  a  meeting  assembled  for  the 
purpose  of  hearing  the  bards  recite  old  compositions  and  their  own  productions.  Those 
meetings  were  called  Eisteddvodau,  and  were  like  the  Clera  or  circuits,  held  triennially. 
Prince  Gruffudd,  who,  with  the  approbation  of  his  Gaelic  friends,  did  so  much  for 
the  repression  of  abuse  and  introduction  of  improvement  in  poetry  and  music,  laid 
down  express  rules  for  the  guidance  of  these  meetings,  regulating  the  mode  of  competi- 
tion, qualification  of  candidates,  &c.,  the  chief  object  being  "  to  extinguish  falsehood,  and 
establish  certainty  in  the  relation  of  events,"  the  proper  observance  of  which  excellent 
practice  served  so  well  to  perpetuate  the  true  history  of  transactions.  -Invention,  or  pro- 
pagation of  falsehood  was  declared  punishable  by  imprisonment  and  fine,  and  the  like  penalty 
was  exacted  for  mockery,  derision,  or  undeserved  censure.  Rhys  ap  GrufFudd,  Prince  of 
South  Wales,  gave  a  magnificent  entertainment  in  the  manner  of  the  country,  to  King 
Henry  II.,  when  a  large  assemblage  of  bards  attended,  and  received  a  confirmation  of  all 
their  franchises.  Similar  meetings  have  been  held  at  various  times  and  places,  some- 
times by  royal  summons;  at  others,  under  the  auspices  of  the  nobility.  Henry  VIII.  issued 
a  commission  for  one  to  be  held  at  Caerwys  in  Flintshire,  1523,  "  for  the  purpose  of 
instituting  order  and  government  among  the  professors  of  poetry  and  music,  and  regulat- 
ing their  art  and  profession,  according  to  the  old  statute  of  Gruffudd  ap  Cynan,  Prince 
of  Aberfraw."  Queen  Elizabeth  appointed  another  to  assemble  at  the  same  place  in 
1568,  and  those  who  were  not  found  worthy  to  hold  so  honourable  a  calling,  were  charged 
to  betake  themselves  to  honest  labour,  on  pain  of  punishment  as  vagabonds.  On  the  22d 
September,  1792,  '^a  congress  of  the  bards  of  the  Isle  of  Britain,"  was  held  on  Primrose 
hill  in  a  suburb  of  London,  with  the  view  of  '*  recovering  druidical  mythology  and  bardic 
learning."*     Since  then,  the  Cymrodorion  society  has  given  frequent  Eisteddvods  in  the 

*  Gentleman's  Mag.  LXII. 
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metropolis,  and  they  are  held  periodically  throughout  Wales.  The  kindred  people  of 
Bas  Brotagne  luive  been  desirous  of  a  similar  convention  being  held  there,  and  we  have 
heard  some  literati  of  the  Principality  observe,  that  a  gathering-  ot"  bards  on  the  same 
princij)K;  in  loiia,  where,  in  tiic  days  of  persecution,  the  Cumraeg  druids  found  refuge 
with  their  Gaelic  brethren  of  the  same  order,  would  be  a  highly  interesting  and  appro- 
priate comnjemoration,  and  productive  of  much  advantage  to  the  bardic  cause.  Some 
degree  of  literary  character  was  at  first  given  to  the  competitions  in  pipc-nmsic,  when 
prizes  were  awarded  for  poetic  compositions,  and  when  the  admirable  Donchadh-Ban  nan 
orain  was  accustomed  to  present  the  Comunn  Gaelach  na  h-Alba,  with  a  complimentary 
eftusion  in  his  happiest  style.  If  the  idea  of  the  liberal-minded  archdeacon  Williams, 
rector  of  the  Edinburgh  Academy,  and  several  other  gentlemen  of  literary  character  and 
respectability,  is  ever  matured,  we  shall  have  a  grand  union  of  the  three  divisions  still 
remaining  unmixed  in  these  realms — the  Gai^l  of  both  islands  and  the  Cumri,  "jointly  and 
severally,"  engaged  in  the  prosecution  of  Celtic  literature,  of  which  the  bards  were  from 
unsearchable  antiquity  tlie  only  conservators. 

The  Irish,  less  affected  by  those  unpropitious  circumstances  which  operated  on  the 
Highlanders,  have  retained  the  use  of  the  harp  and  its  appropriate  melodies. 

They  however  had  their  golden  age  of  bardism,  to  which  the  iron  naturally  succeeded. 
They  escaped  the  visitation  of  Roman  persecution;  but  from  the  time  of  Henry  II.,  it 
was  an  object  of  solicitude  with  the  invaders,  to  repress  the  order  as  seriously  inimical  to 
English  designs.  Taking  advantage  of  their  privileges,  they  mixed  with  the  enemy  and 
acted  as  spies,  while  they  excited  their  countrymen  to  unceasing  opposition.  In  the  sta- 
tutes of  Kilkenny,  1309,  it  was  attempted  to  abolish  the  influence  they  possessed  by 
Celtic  usage,  but  with  little  eifcet.  In  the  13th  of  Henry  VI.,  1434,  it  being  found  that 
Clarsaghours,  Tympanours,  Crowthores,  Kerraghers,*  Rymours,  Skellaghes,t  Bardes, 
and  others,  contrary  to  that  statute,  were  constantly  passing  between  the  armies,  exer- 
cising their  '  minstrelsies'  and  other  arts,  and  carrying  all  information  to  the  Irish  camp, 
means  were  taken  in  order  to  repress  so  dangerous  a  practice.  The  mercenary  spirit 
was  but  in  few  cases  suflSciently  strong  to  extinguish  the  patriotic;  yet  if  any  of  these  bards 
would  officiate  in  the  same  vocation  on  the  English  side,  he  was  taken  under  protection, 
and  amply  provided  for.  A  precept  occurs  in  the  49th,  Edward  11 1. ,1375,  for  the  remunera- 
tion of  Dowenald  O  Moghane,  a  bard,  who  did  great  service  to  the  English  in  this  way. J 
Henry  VIII.  received  with  much  satisfaction,  *a  Breviate'  of  certain  regulations  for  the 
good  of  the  country,  by  Lord  Finglass,  in  which  it  is  recommended,  that  no  Irish  min- 
strels, Rymers,  Shannaghes,§  nor  Bards  be  "  messengers  to  desire  any  goods  of  any  man 
dwelling  within  the  English  pale,  upon  pain  of  forfeiture  of  all  their  goods,  and  their 
bodies  to  be  imprisoned  at  the  king's  will."i|  Their  habits  were  no  wise  changed  in  the 
succeeding  reign.  An  act  was  passed  in  1563,  for  reformation  of  the  enormities  which 
arose  in  Limerick,  Kerry  and  Cork,  by  certain  idle  men  of  lewd  demeanour,  called 
Rymers,  Bards  and  Carraghs,  who,  under  pretence  of  their  travail,  carried  intelligence 

*  Players  at  chess,  gamesters.  +  Tellers  of  tales.  J  Rotul.  Pater.tium,  250,  94. 

§  Sheanuchles.  ||  Harris'  edition  of  Wares'  Ilibernia,  93. 
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between  the  malofaotors  iiilmbiting^  those  countries,  to  the  great  destruction  of  true  sub- 
jects ;  it  was  therefore  ordered  that  none  of  these  sects  be  suft'ered  to  travail  within  these 
territories,  ag-ainst  the  statutes.  "  And  for  that  these  Rytners  do  by  their  ditties  and 
rhymes  to  lords  and  jrentlrin<'i),iii  coiiiiiuMiioratioii  and  f)raise  of  cxtorsion, rebellion,  &c.  &c., 
encourage  those  lords  and  gontlenuMi  rather  to  loHow  those  vices  than  to  leave  tlunn,  and 
that  for  niakiiiL^  of  such  rhymes  rewards  are  j^ivcn,  &c.,  for  abolishing  so  iieinous  an  abuse, 
orders  be  taken,  that  none  of  them,  from  henecforlh,  do  give  any  manner  of  reward  for 
uny  such  lewd  rhymes,  and  he  that  shall  offend  to  pay  to  the  Queen's  majesty,  double  the 
value  of  that  he  shall  so  pay,  and  the  Rymer  that  shall  make  any  such  rhymes  or  ditties, 
shall  make  fine  according  to  the  discretiance  of  commissioners,  and  that  proclamation 
be  made  accordingly."  That  a  bard  should  vent  his  indignation  on  occasion  of  such  a 
stigma,  is  not  to  be  wondered  at.     The  Hibernian  warmth  is  natural  : 

'•  When  England  would  a  land  enthral, 
She  doomed  the  muses'  sons  to  fall, 
Lest  Virtue's  hand  should  string  the  Ij're, 
And  feed  with  song  the  patriot's  fire. 
Lo  !  Cambria's  bards  her  fury  feel ; 
And  Erin  mourns  the  bloody  steel." 

The  *  factions'  which  have  continued  to  agitate  the  Irish  peasantry  so  unhappily  to  the 
present  day,  had  an  injurious  effect  on  the  poetical  character,  the  bards  becoming  mer- 
cenary and  sycophantic  followers  of  the  great.  The  poet  Spenser,  who  otherwise  had  a 
proper  respect  for  the  profession,  gives  a  quaint  and  curious,  but  on  the  whole  we  may 
believe,  a  just  picture  of  the  bards. 

*'  They  were  brought  up  idly,"  he  says,  "  without  awe  of  parents,  without  precepts  of 
masters,  and  without  fear  of  offence  .  .  .  for  little  reward  or  tlie  share  of  a  stolen  cow, 
they  wax  most  insolent,  and  half- mad  with  love  of  themselves.  As  of  a  most  notorious 
thief  and  wicked  outlaw,  which  had  lived  all  his  lifetime  by  spoils  and  robberies,  one  of 
their  bards  will  say  that  he  was  none  of  the  idle  milk-sops  brought  up  by  the  fireside,  but 
that  most  of  his  days  he  spent  in  arms  and  valiant  enterprises  ;  that  he  did  never  eat  his 
meat,  before  he  had  won  it  with  his  sword  :  that  he  lay  not  all  night  slugging  in  a  cabin 
under  his  mantle  ;  but  used  commonly  to  keep  others  waking  to  defend  their  lives,  and 
did  light  his  candle  at  the  flame  of  their  houses  to  lead  him  in  the  darkness;  that  the  da}'' 
was  his  night,  and  the  night  his  day  ;  that  his  music  was  not  the  harp,  nor  lays  of  love, 
but  the  cries  of  people,  the  clashing  of  arms,  and  'finally,'  that  he  died,  not  bewailed  of 
many,  but  making  many  wail  when  he  died,  that  dearly  bought  his  death."  Such  a  song, 
he  adds,  might  be  purchased  for  40  crowns.* 

Many  who  could  not  themselves  compose,  acted  the  rhapsodist,  which  Buchanan  notices 
as  a  practice  in  the  Highlands  also,  and  sang  the  poems  of  others  as  a  profession.  In  fact, 
the  bards  in  Ireland  became  a  public  annoyance,  and  frequent  petitions  were  made  for 
their  suppression. 

Most  part  were  extremely  profligate,  and  consequently  poor,  but  some  became  afliuent. 

*"  View  of  the  state  of  Ireland. 
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and  renounced  a  profession  become  disreputable.*  A  genuine  bardic  feeling  animated 
Richard  Huberts,  a  pour  harper,  wlio  performed  at  a  late  Eistcddvod  at  Caernarvon, 
who,  on  receiving  his  fee,  observed,  *' this  money  has  been  of  service  fur  my  \vuiit^,  but  it 
has  spoiled  my  music,  for  1  never  play  so  well  for  iiire,  as  irom  my  love  of  the  art,  and 
desire  to  please." 

Oral  poetry,  the  only  medium  through  which  the  Celtic  preserved  the  memory  of  all 
transactions,  was  in  no  wise  so  feeble  an  instrument  as  a  late  Essayist  considered  it.t  A 
poem  of  the  bard  Taliesen,  who  lived,  anno  540,  described  the  death  of  King  Arthur, 
and  the  place  of  his  interment,  which  being  repeated  before  Henry  II.,  about  the  year 
1187,the  king  ordered  search  to  be  made  for  his  tomb  in  the  churchyard  of  Glastonbury, 
and  there  it  was  found.  A  similar  discovery  was  made  by  the  recitation  of  the  duan  of 
Cath-Gabhra  by  an  old  harper,  in  which  an  account  is  given  of  the  burial  of  King  Conan. 
The  Irish  academy,  to  verify  the  correctness  of  tho  bardic  record,  had  the  spot  excavated, 
when  the  grave  was  found  as  described  in  the  song ! 

It  is  unfortunate  that  the  Greeks  and  Romans  did  not  consider  the  compositions  of  the 
Celts  worthy  of  preservation.  They  may  not  indeed  have  been  very  important,  except 
as  relics  of  extreme  antiquity  ;  but  the  glimpses  of  ancient  manners  which  they  would 
have  afforded,  and  their  curiosity  as  productions  of  ages  so  remote,  render  their  loss 
matter  of  much  regret.  It  is  certain  Irom  the  few  intimations  which  are  given  on  the 
subject,  that  there  were  many  in  existence  of  very  distant  origin.  Some  of  the  Celt- 
iberians  asserted  that  they  had  poems,  containing  their  laws  and  history,  six  thousand 
years  old.  So  long  a  duration  may  well  be  doubted,  but  if  it  was  only  a  moderate  frac- 
tion of  such  a  number,  it  would  be  confessedly  great,  and  there  is  no  question,  but  that 
other  tribes  made  equal  claims.  The  German  poems,  which  formed  their  national  annals, 
were  ancient  in  the  days  of  Tacitus,  who  flourished  in  the  first  century,  and  he  mentions 
some  composed  in  his  own  time  ;+  their  remains  were  extant  seven  hundred  years  after- 
wards. One  of  the  pursuits  in  which  Charlemagne  took  great  delight,  was,  searching  for 
those  decaying  relics  of  poetic  antiquity  and  counnitting  them  to  memory.  It  was  a 
similar  practice  with  the  great  Alfred.  There  is  one  fragment  which  may  be  given 
as  the  oldest  specimen  of  the  bardic  genius  of  an  ancient  Celt.  Luernius,  king  of  the 
Arverni,  was  wont  to  court  popularity  by  extraordinary  munificence.  A  poet  once 
arriving  long  after  the  others,  saluted  the  prince  with  a  poem  extolling  his  virtues  and 
his  benevolence,  but  lamented  his  misfortune  in  being  too  late  to  receive  his  bounty.  The 
song  procured  the  gift  of  a  purse  of  gold,  to  the  happy  bard,  who  then  chanted  loudly, 
saying  that  Luernius'  chariot-wheels  as  they  rolled  along,  scattered  wealth  and  blessings 
among  the  children  of  men.§ 

Although  not  disposed  to  go  beyond  an  era  of  probability  in  the  belief  of  the  alleged 
antiquity  of  many  British  remains,  yet  as  the  inhabitants  were  found  by  the  Romans,  in 
most  parts  which  they  exi)lored,  as  far  advanced  in  civilization  as  the  Gauls,  and  were 

*  In  the  book  of  Fcnnoy  is  a  collection  of  mercenar}'  rhapsodies.    Lawless. 

"t"  The  late  John  Anderson,  Esq.,  W.S. 

X  One  in  praise  of  Arniinius  (Annin.)  a  celebrated  chief,  is  mentioned  in  the  Annuls. 

§  Posidonius  upud  Kit^on.     He  llourished  abcut  30  years  before  Christ. 
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imicli  tlicir  superiors  in  bardic  knowledge  ;  not  to  advert  to  the  general  supposition  tliat 
the  famed  cliief-druid  Aburis,  who  visited  Greece  clad  in  a  tartan  robe,  must  have  been  a 
Caledonian,  and  otiier  points  wiiieli  would  serve  to  show  considerable  civilization  in  early 
times  ;  there  seems  good  reason  to  admit  that  the  Britons  had  also  preserved  historical 
poems  which  may  have  readied  a  high  antiquity.  From  certain  dark  and  figurative  verses, 
the  early  chroniclers  j)robal)ly  drew  their  materials,  which,  incorporated  in  their  works 
without  suflieiently  comj)rehending  the  meaning,  led  to  erroneous  constructions,  and  the 
fabulous  narrations  which  mark  the  productions  of  the  early  writers.  Gildas  and  Ncnnius 
or  Ncniaw,  550  and  G08,  who  were  bards,  compiled  their  histories  from  such  authorities: 
and  the  former  deplores  the  destruction  of  many  old  records  by  the  enemy,  and  loss 
of  others  carried  away  by  those  who  were  driven  from  the  country  by  the  inroads  of  the 
northern  tribes.  Many  Cumraeg  MSS.,  were  at  one  time  in  the  Tower  of  London, 
either  the  spoils  of  war,  or  carried  there  by  Welsh  captives,  taken  in  the  Saxon  and 
Norman  invasions.  They  are  suj)posed  to  have  been  poetical  ;  but  whatever  they  were, 
with  a  policy  which  subsequently  actuated  English  monarchs  with  respect  to  the  national 
songs  and  records  of  the  sister  kingdoms,  they  were  committed  to  the  flames.  Owain 
Glendwr's  rebellion,  1400,  led  to  the  destruction  of  most  of  the  remaining  bardic  com- 
positions which  had  been  committed  to  writing ;  William  of  Salisbury  says  on  his  defeat, 
not  one  that  could  be  found  was  saved !  The  Lly vr  du  o  Caerfyrddyn,  Blackbook  of 
Caermarthen,  is  supposed  to  be  the  most  ancient  British  manuscript  in  existence ;  it  con- 
tains the  works  of  bards  of  the  6th  century.* 

Among  the  more  ancient  remains  of  bardic  science  are  those  of  Merddin,  or  Merlin  the 
Caledonian,  who  flourished  in  470.  He  was  born  at  Caerwerthevin,  near  the  forest  of 
Celyddon,  supposed  to  be  Dunkeld,  where  he  was  protected  by  Gwenddolau  ap  Ceidio, 
with  whom  his  mother,  a  nun,  had  sought  refuge  :  having  through  accident  killed  his 
nephew  in  battle,  he  became  subject  to  insanity,  whence  he  was  called  the  Wild,  and 
his  effusions  were  accounted  prophetic.  He  received  a  tract  of  fertile  land  from  this 
prince,  which  he  lost  in  the  wars  with  Rhedderch,  King  of  Strathclyde.  A  poem  which 
he  composed  on  this  gift,  praising  it  under  the  name  of  an  orchard,  is  a  fair  specimen  of 
this  bard's  abilities.  The  verses  have  an  unequal  number  of  lines,  but  in  each  the  final 
syllables  rhyme.     A  verse  or  two  are  thus  translated  : — 

AFALLENAU    MYRDDIN. 

"  Sweet  apple  tree,  growing  in  the  lonely  glade  !  fervent  valour  shall  keep  thee  secure 
from  the  stern  lords  of  Rhydderch.  Bare  is  the  ground  about  thee,  trodden  by  mighty 
warriors  ;  their  heroic  forms  strike  their  foes  with  terror.  *  *  *  *  Death  relieves  all, 
why  does  he  not  visit  me  ?  for  after  Gwenddolau  no  prince  honours  me  ;  I  am  not 
soothed  with  diversion,  I  am  no  longer  visited  by  the  fair :  yet  in  the  battle  of  Arderydd, 
I  wore  the  golden  torques,  though  I  am  now  despised  by  her  who  is  fair  as  the  snowy 
swan. 

"  Sweet  apple  tree,  loaded  with  the  sweetest  fruit,  growing  in  the  lonely  wilds  of  the 

*  Jones'  poetical  relics  of  the  W.  bards. 
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woods  of  Celyddon !  all  seek  thee  for  the  sake  of  thy  ]jroduce,  but  in  vain  ;  until  Cad- 
waladr  comes  to  the  conference  of  the  ford  of  llheon,  and  Conan  advances  to  oppose  the 
Saxons  in  their  career,  &c."* 

There  are  some  j)retty  similes  here,  and  the  Celtic  character  is  impressed  on  the  com- 
position, but  how  far  short  it  comes  of  the  Gaelic  poems  of  antiquity  ! 

The  Welsh  havinjj  so  sedulously  maintained  the  science  in  all  its  peculiarities,  a  refer- 
ence to  their  history  could  not  with  propriety  be  avoided.  From  the  kingdom  of  the 
Strathelyde  Britons,  through  that  of  Cumbria,  which  extended  to  the  marches  of  North 
Wales,  the  tribes  appear  to  have  for  some  time  formed  the  link  between  the  Cumri  and 
the  Gael  ;  the  intercourse  therefore  which  appears  to  have  subsisted  between  the  two 
people  in  early  ages,  will  justify  a  frequent  allusion  to  those  who  at  first  thought  might. 
apj)ear  quite  disconnected  with  the  Gaelic  bards. 

From  the  beginning  of  the  5th  century  there  were  numerous  bards,  the  remains  of 
whose  works  are  still  extant.  The  antiquaries  of  Wales  enrol  in  their  list  the  names 
of  several  who  are  assigned  an  antiquity  so  remote,  that  a  degree  of  sce})ticism  is  ex- 
cited as  to  their  existence,  but  the  Irish  writers  quite  surpass  them;  for  they  lay  claim  to 
national  poetry  three  thousand  years  old  !t  It  is  impossible,  without  a  great  stretch  of 
credulity,  to  believe  that  any  relic  anterior  to  the  Christian  era  has  reached  our  times. 
Fingin  and  Fergus  of  the  2d  century,  and  others,  may  be  real  personages,  and  the  authors 
of  i)oems  ascribed  to  them  ;  without  questioning  the  truth  of  the  legends  concerning  the 
more  ancient  personages,  it  may  be  sufficient  to  say,  that  from  the  advent  of  our  Saviour, 
downwards,  the  numerous  individuals  distinguished  in  the  science  are  recorded  by  the 
bardo-monkish  chronicles  in  precise  detail.  We  find  among  those  most  noted  in  the  5ih 
century,  Torna  and  Dubthach  who  is  said  to  have  written  a  poem  in  which  the  rights  of 
the  bards  are  enumerated.  He  subsequently  became  a  convert  to  Christianity,  and  in  this 
class  are  to  be  ranked  Feich,  Cronan,  Columcille,  Adamnan,  Dalian,  Seanchan,  Angus, 
Amergin,  8:c.  These  primitive  Christians,  being  of  the  privileged  class,  by  the  old  insti- 
tutions, did  not  fail  to  set  forth  in  a  favourable  light,  the  glorious  state  of  ancient  poetry, 
thinking  it  an  enhancement  of  the  national  honour,  to  show  that  Ireland  was  the  cele- 
brated land  of  bards  before  it  acquired  the  more  exalted  title  of  that  of  saints.  The 
powerful  exhortations  of  St  Patrick  and  his  successors,  induced  numerous  bards  to  betake 
themselves  to  the  services  of  religion,  many  acquiring  dignities  in  the  church,  and  con- 
siderable celebrity.  In  884,  died  Maolmhuradh — his  contemporary  Flann  was  accounted 
the  Virgil  of  Ireland  j  Donagh  O  Daly,  Abbat  of  Boyle,  who  died  in  1244,  was  called 
the  Ovid. 

We  find,  from  what  is  recorded  of  the  bardic  system  in  Ireland,  that  like  the  Welsh, 
they  had  triennial  conventions,  and  the  lomarba,  or  contests,  were  professional  competi- 
tions.    The  practice  in  Ireland  must  be  held  to  be  the  same  as  was  observed  by  the  Gael 

*  By  the  Orchard,  Merddin  perhaps  means  the  asylum  he  found  in  Athol,  Abhal  or  Adhul,  which  is 
believed  by  many  etymologists  to  acquire  its  name  from  fruitfulness  in  abhlan,  apple-trees.  The  poet  thore- 
fore  seems  to  play  on  the  A/allanau^  or  apple-tree  garden. 

f  Dr  O'Connor. 
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of  Scotland.  Tho  Munstcr  bardic  Sessions  which  were  hcM  so  late  as  the  beginning  of 
last  century,  were  snpprt.'sscd  by  penal  statute.*  Attem[)ts  iiave  been  made  to  restore  in 
some  measure  the  ancient  practice  of  the  harj)  and  vocal  melody,  as  a  means  of  preserving 
the  poetry  and  nuisie  so  rapidly  on  the  decline.  A  Mr  Diingan  oHVred  four  prizes 
of  seven,  live,  thicc,  :\ii(I  two  guineas  to  tiie  best  |)erformers  on  the  harp,  in  a  meeting 
held  at  Granard,  in  1781,  at  which  eigiit  or  ten  jiorformers  attended.  In  1792,  a  meeting 
of  the  harj)ers,  as  the  descendants  and  representatives  of  the  ancient  bards,  was  called  at 
Belfast,  by  a  number  of  gentlemen  who  raised  funds  for  the  purpose  of  reviving  and  per- 
petuating the  old  *'  music,  poetry,  and  oral  traditions,"  at  which  ten  harpers  attended. 
The  Belfast  Harp  Society,  for  supporting  a  professor  and  students,  was  established  in  1807. 
An  institution  worthy  of  the  descendants  of  the  ancient  Dalriadic  Scots  deserved  a  more 
extended  existence:  it  only  survived  until  ]813.t 

Returning  to  the  bards  of  Caledonia,  to  whose  history  this  essay  is  more  particularly 
devoted,  it  must  be  confessed  that  they  have  not  met  with  the  ready  chroniclers  who 
have  celebrated  the  others  ;  but  they  have  left  a  more  splendid  monument,  in  their  own 
inimitable  works. 

Who  were  the  "bards  of  old,"  whose  poems  were  alluded  to  by  the  renowned  Ossian, 
or  in  what  age  did  they  exist  ?  The  expression  carries  the  mind  back  to  a  distant  and 
indeterminate  era,  and  it  proves  that  there  were  poems  well  known  in  his  day,  which  were 
then  reckoned  ancient.  "Thou  shalt  endure,  said  the  bard  of  ancient  dat/Sy  after  the 
moss  of  time  shall  grow  in  Temora  ;  after  the  blast  of  years  shall  roar  in  Selma."  Fer- 
gus, Ullin,  Grain,  Daol,  were  his  contemporaries,  but  we  know  not  who  was  the  author 
of  the  •*  Tain  bo,  Cualgne,"  a  poem  co-eval  with  the  epoch  of  redemption.  The  Duan 
Albanach,  repeated  at  the  coronation  1 056,  was  formed  from  some  similar  record,  of  much 
higher  antiquity. 

The  era  of  Ossian  is  fixed  by  concurring  opinion,  formed  from  the  evidence  contained 
in  the  poems,  in  the  third  century.  The  compositions  of  several  who  lived  in  his  own 
time,  as  well  as  the  immediately  succeeding  ages,  have  come  down  to  our  own  times  ; 
owing  their  preservation  to  that  peculiar  beauty  which  characterizes  the  works  which 
preceded  the  full  establishment  of  Christianity.  Collections  of  the  Sean-dana  have  been 
published  under  the  general  affiliation  to  those  ancient  bards;  but  as  it  cannot  in  the  case 
of  several  pieces  be  with  certainty  shown  whether  it  was  the  'voice  of  Cona,'  which  gave 
them  being,  or  the  others,  the  descriptive  appellation  of  Ossianic  poetry  seems  an  appro- 
priate designation.  At  the  same  time  it  must  be  observed,  that  the  judgment  of  the 
Highlanders  may  in  general  be  relied  on ;  some  of  the  anonymous  poems  given  in  the 
following  collection,  although  evidently  formed  by  those  who  had  not  embraced  Christian- 
ity, and  compositions  of  acknowledged  merit,  are  nevertheless  so  far  from  the  ne  plus 
ultra  of  the  acknowledged  standard  of  excellence,  that  they  are  never  ascribed  to  Ossian 

*  Walker,  who  quotes  memoirs  of  Clan  Ricard,  1727.  See  Hardiman's  Irish  minstrelsy  for  a  copious 
list  of  Bards  and  Seanachies  and  poetical  ecclesiastics.  From  the  identity  of  language  and  similarity  of 
names,  our  Irish  neighbours  have  laid  claim  to  several  bards,  who  ought  assuredly  to  be  placed  in  the 
Albanic  list. 

+  Bunting  on  Irish  music,  1040. 
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Mac  Fhinii.*     The  authors   of  some  of"  those  ancient  compositions   are   known,   as  of 
Mordubh  and  Collath,  but  many  others  are  anonymous,  or  of  uncertain  authorship. 

It  will  scarcely  be  expected  that  the  question  of  the  authenticity  of  the  poems  of  Ossian 
which  so  long^  agitated  the  literary  world,  shall  bo  resumed  in  the  pages  of  this  short  essay. 
The  ample  proofs  of  the  existence  of  those  poems  in  the  oral  record  of  the  unlettered 
Highlanders,  as  well  as  in  several  MSS.,  long  before  MacPherson  undertook,  the  labour 
of  collecting  and  translating  them,  obtained  by  the  searching  investigation  of  the  High- 
land Society,  and  of  individuals,  have,  we  should  think,  settled  the  controversy  to  the  satis- 
faction of  the  unprejudiced.  The  evidences  which  the  poems  were  supposed  to  exhibit  of 
their  recent  composition,  as  urged  by  Laing  and  others  ignorant  of  the  language,  have 
been  happily  overthrown  by  natives  of  the  country  who  well  understood  the  originals,  while 
the  correspondence  of  the  chronology  of  those  compositions  with  the  events  in  Scottish 
history,  is  an  extraordinary  proof  of  their  being  the  genuine  production  of  antiquity. 

"  Tiie  history  of  the  bards,  is  perhaps  of  all  others  the  most  extraordinary,"  is  the  ex- 
pression of  an  eminent  writer  on  poetry  and  music  ;t  and  another  has  said,  that  *'  on  the 
construction  of  the  old  Celtic  poetry  we  want  much  information. "+  Since  this  wish  was 
expressed,  the  subject  has  been  treated  by  writers  qualified  by  a  competent  knowledge  of 
the  language.  The  Triads,  which  form  so  curious  a  record,  commemorate  Tydain,  who 
first  made  an  order  and  regulation  for  the  record  of  vocal  song ;  and  it  is  laid  down  that 
there  are  three  requisites  for  a  poetical  genius — an  eye  that  can  see  nature,  a  heart  that 
can  feel  it,  and  boldness  that  dares  to  follow  it.  In  Ireland,  Ceanfaela  (who  flourished 
about  500,)  we  are  told,  wrote  or  revised  what  is  called  the  "uraicepht  na  neagir,"  or 
rules  for  poets,  a  very  useful  work,  since  we  find  there  were  upwards  of  100  kinds  of 
poetical  construction.  In  '  Anglia  Sacra,'  mention  is  made  of  a  Scot  wKo  was  acquainted 
with  100  different  sorts  of  verse,  with  the  modulation  of  words  and  syllables  to  music, 
to  which  letters,  figures,  poetic  feet,  tone,  and  time,  were  necessary. § 

The  Triads  are  a  sort  of  oracular  stanzas,  composed  with  much  art  in  three  lines. 
This  triplet  form  was  not  unknown  to  the  Highlanders,  but  it  was  more  peculiarly  Welsh, 
and  appears  to  be,  as  is  uniformly  asserted,  the  favourite  druidic  style.  It  is  generally 
termed  Englyn  Mihvr,  the  warrior's  song,  which  points  to  its  use  as  the  "  cerdd  voliant 
prosnachadh,"  or  stimulating  address  which  animated  the  troops  in  war.  It  was  in  this 
measure,  doubtless,  that  the  famed  Unbeniaeth  Prydain,  or  heroic  poem  called  the  Monarchy 
of  Britain,  was  composed.  This  is  now  lost ;  but  it  had  a  wonderful  effect  on  the  hearers, 
referring  to  the  pristine  glories  of  the  Britons  when  they  held  the  sovereignty  of  the 
island.  It  was  Eydeyrn,  the  golden-tongued,  in  the  reign  of  Gruffudd,  Prince  of  Aber- 
fraw  1258-82  who  made  an  analysis  of  the  metres  of  vocal  song,  "  to  be  as  a  record  and 
a  code."!  Those  who  wish  farther  information  respecting  the  Welsh  bards  will  be  amply 
gratified  by  consulting  the  elaborate  works  of  Jones  and  Evans ;  it  may  be  sufncient  to 

*  There  were  others  of  the  name.  Those  poems  in  -which  matters  relative  to  Christianity  are  introduced, 
which  are  current  in  Ii eland,  were  in  all  probability  the  composition  of  that  Ossian,  who  became  St 
Patrick's  disciple. 

f  Dr  15rown.  t  Pinkerton  "the  Goth." 

§  II.  p.  213.  II  Owen's  Dictionary. 
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say,  that  the  three  divisions  of  ICiijjlyii,  Cywydd,  Awdl,  close,  purallcl  and  lyric  metre, 
were  divided  into  Iwenty-four,  the  last  of  which  was  "the  masterpiece." 

'I'hc  j)ootical  genius  of  th(«  lli'^'idiuiders  has  heen  often  siihject  of  remark.  Pastoral 
occupations  and  ati  Alpine  situation  are  conij^eni.d  to  it.  The  mountains  of  BoDOlia  were 
the  favoiuite  abode  of  tho  Muses,  and  the  Arcadians,  who  wore  the  Hij^hlanders  of  Pelo- 
ponnesus, became  famous  in  the  moat  early  ages  for  their  poetry  and  music.  The  modes 
of  Gaelic  versification  are  various,  but  on  a  close  examination  are  not  so  numerous  as  at 
first  would  aj)pcar ;  it  is  evident,  however,  that  the  ancient  poets  did  not  cramp  their  genius 
by  adherence  to  any  rule,  although  there  was  an  attention  to  rhyme  and  cadence.  In  later 
times,  the  system  was  rendered  intricate  and  complicated  by  a  curious  classification  of  the 
letters,  in  which  the  Irish  j)articularly  distinguished  themselves.  The  Gaelic  language  is 
well  adajited  for  poetry,  hut  it  cannot  we  think,  except  in  a  few  cases,  be  successfully 
scanned  according  to  tho  rules  of  latinists,  although  this  has  been  attempted.* 

In  the  scarce  work  of  Mr  Davies  before  referred  to,  this  learned  Cambrian — endeavour- 
ing to  prove  that  the  jjoems  of  Ossian,  if  allowed  to  be  older  than  the  days  of  our  fathers, 
are  the  productions  of  an  age  long  posterior  to  their  believed  era — enters  very  particularly 
into  the  systems  of  versification,  which  his  elaborate  *  Celtic  Researches'  and  intimate 
acquaintance  with  such  matters,  enabled  him  to  do  with  great  critical  acumen;  nevertheless 
most  of  his  dicta  may  be  very  confidently  repelled.  '  Rhime,'  he  admits,  *  was  peculiarly 
known  to  the  Celtse,"  and  with  alliteration  it  formed  the  true  mark  of  antique  composition; 
with  which  observations  we  readily  agree.  He  subsequently  says  that  alliteration  was  a 
more  recent  invention  than  rhyme,  and  that  rhyming  verses  are  the  nearest  resemblance 
to  the  style  of  versification  used  by  the  druids.  The  Welsh  were  ignorant  of  alternate 
rhymes  or  quatrains,  their  poetry  being  usually  of  such  a  form  as  the  following : 

Mor  yvf  gwael  gweled, 
Cym">vro  cyiinired, 
Brathau  a  brithred, 
Britlnvyr  ar  gerdded. 

It  is  rather  surprising  that  this  people  should  not  have  this  style  of  versification 
in  their  heroic  pieces,  for  which  Dryden  recommends  it  as  most  suited,  and  in  which 
style  the  Ossianic  poems  are  generally  composed.  Mr  Davies'  object  is  to  test  the  anti- 
quity of  this  poetry,  but  he  does  so  by  a  comparison  with  the  Irish  system  which  he 
allows  to  be  so  full  of  art,  and  so  fanciful,  that  it  could  not  be  of  ancient  origin,  nor  the 
manner  "  of  any  Celtic  tribe  whatever  !" 

The  system,  as  Gaelic  scholars  know,  is  by  a  complex  and  arbitrary  classification  of 
the  letters,  and  the  strict  application  of  the  rule  of  "caol  ri  caol,  agus  leathan  ri  leathan," 
short  to  short,  and  broad  to  broad.  Mr  Davies  acknowledges  that  their  table  must  have 
been  the  work  of  time,  and  says,  the  oldest  specimen  in  which  he  found  it  in  full  force, 
was  of  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth  :  certainly  the  oldest  Gaelic  poetry  does  not  exhibit 
this  feature.     If  '  both  nations  versified  on  the  same  principle,'  is  there  not  some  incon- 


*  Dr  Armstrong  in  his  excellent  Dictionary,  and  Mr  Munro  in  his  Grammar,  have  reduced  the  bardic 
works  to  this  classical  mode  of  testing  their  merit. 
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sistency  in  sayinjj  that  the  Highlanders  were  bungling"  copyists  of  the  Irish  ?  The  rough- 
ness of  this  cliarge  is  indeed  a  little  smoothed  down  by  the  subsequent  admission,  that 
whatever  they  eopied  they  much  improved,  having,  he  confesses  with  unexpected  candour, 

a  genius  for  poetry  ! 

The  war-song  of  Goll  he  accounts  a  fair  specimen  of  the  poetry  of  the  age  of  Ossian. 

He  takes  it  from  an  Irish  version,  and  a  short  specimen  will  be  quite  sufficient  for  a 

Gaelic  scholar  to  determine  whether  the  Hibernian  or  Caledonian  displays  the  finest 

genius,  or  bears  the  strongest  marks  of  antiquity. 

"  Goll  mear  mileata  Laoch  gu  Ian  ndealbhnaig 

Ceap  iia  crodhachta  Reim  an  richuraibh 

Laimh  final  arachta  Leomhan  luatharmach 

Mian  na  raordhasa  A  leonadh  biodhbhaidb 

Mur  leim  lanteinue  Ton  ag  (ream  tuarguin 

Fraoch  nach  bhfuarthear  Goll  nan  gnath  iorguil."  &c. 

It  is  within  the  range  of  our  observations  to  consider  our  author's  opinions  a  little  far- 
ther. He  brings  forward  many  instances  of  what  he  terms  defective  rhyme,  but  it  is 
evident,  he  was  not  sufficiently  master  of  his  suhject,  for  he  errs  in  supposing  that  the 
final  syllables  ought  to  rhyme — it  is  the  penult  syllables  which  do  so.  He  gives  four  lines 
which  are  certainly  as  perfect  rhymes  as  could  be  produced. 

"  Triath  na  trom  channa. 
Briathra  bin  mhala 
Mile  mear  dhanna 
Dlightheach  diongnihala. " 

Mr  Davies  dwells  at  considerable  length  on  the  sounds  of  the  consonants  and  their 
combinations,  according  to  the  Irish  table  ;  but  although  he  notices  Shaw's  observation 
**  that  the  Highland  poets,  following  their  example,  had  also  a  classification,"  he  does  not 
let  his  readers  know  that  the  two  differed.  The  sound  of  ch,  by  the  Irish  is  accounted 
rougli  ;  by  the  Gael  of  Alban,  it  is  deemed  soft,  sprightly,  forcible,  &c.  His  objections 
therefore  to  laoich,  which  he  maintains  should  be  laoigh  to  agree  in  character  with  faoin ; 
fithich,  which  ought  to  be  the  Irish  fiaigh  ;  oigh,  and  seod,  and  other  words  whicli  he 
asserts  do  not  rhyme,  are  therefore  groundless.  He  may  have  satisfied  himself  and  been 
able  to  persuade  others,  that  the  genuine  Ossianic  poetry  is  not  a  production  of  the 
Highlanders,  because  until  late  years,  they  had  neither  grammars  nor  dictionaries  ;  but 
surely  it  will  not  be  gravely  maintained,  that  the  grammarian  preceded  the  poet!  In- 
genious persons  would  endeavour  to  reduce  to  rule,  and  innovate  upon,  or  improve  the 
acknowledged,  although  sometimes  rather  obscure  laws  of  verse,  but  they  no  more  formed 
those  original  laws  than  Shaw  formed  the  language  of  which  he  first  gave  the  '  Analysis.* 
The  Irish  poetical  letter-table  was  not  thought  perfect  until  little  more  than  260  years 
ago.  Mr  Davies  allows  the  very  ancient  rann  on  the  Lia-fail,or  palladium  of  Scotland,  to 
rhyme  very  well,  although  he  suspects  it  to  be  Irish  ;  but  in  truth  so  much  time  should  not 
have  been  given  to  the  consideration  of  his  objections  to  the  authenticity  of  these  poems, 
did  not  his  defiance  call  for  some  reply,  and  the  weight  of  so  great  an  authority  require  it; 
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the  subject  at  tlio  same  time  being  so  ;i])|)r()i)riat('  to  that  in  hand.  Hoth  nations  versified 
on  tiic  same  ])rinci()le,  and  as  few  countries  prochice  a  llonicr  or  an  Ossian,  it  is  not  sur- 
prising that  tii(;re  slu)uhl  b('  contcindinir  claims  for  the  honour  of  their  iiirthi)lace.  It 
IK)  doubt  astonished  tiie  antiquaries  of  other  countries,  to  find  tiiat  sneh  extraordinary 
compositions  shouUl  be  the  pro(hiction  of  *•  a  people  who  hud  never  boasted  of  tlicir  liter- 
ary treasures,"  but  our  learned  objector  could  not  find  many,  cxec[)t  among  the  lioj)e- 
Icssly  prejudiced,  to  believe  that  "  the  Scotch  poems  arc  the  trivial  songs  of  the  illiterate 
peasant  in  the  reign  of  George  III."  !  To  close  these  remarks,  we  arc  happy  to  insert 
Mr  Davies'  own  opinion  of  the  same  poems,  which  doubtless  was  not  hastily  formed, 
being  expressed  in  more  elegant  language  than  we  could  readily  command,  or  becomingly 
use  for  ourselves. 

•'  The  Fingal  and  Temora,  upon  subjects  so  interwoven  with  the  feelings  of  the  people, 
set  this  corner  of  the  ishind  far  above  poetic  competition,  not  only  with  any  Celtic  tribe, 
but  we  may  almost  say  with  any  nation  in  Europe.  What  people  now  existing  can  boast 
of  epic  poems,  so  interesting,  so  original,  so  replete  with  generous  sentiment,  and  at  the 
same  time  so  nationally  appropriate  ?  The  man  who  believes  himself  descended  from 
Fingal,  from  either  of  his  heroes,  or  even  from  the  nation  which  produced  such  characters, 
must  be  a  degenerate  wretch  indeed,  if  he  can  do  otherwise  than  think  nobly  and  act 
honourably."* 

Previous  to  displaying  more  particularly  the  beauties  of  the  Gaelic  bards,  their  system  of 
versification  requires  to  be  more  fully  developed  ;  but  it  is  a  difncult  task  to  convey  a  clear 
idea  of  that  which  is  so  much  '*  sui  generis,"  and  constructed  on  principles  in  many  cases 
at  entire  variance  with  the  laws  which  govern  in  other  languages.  The  variety  of  measure 
in  Gaelic  poetry,  is  not  more  remarkable  than  its  complication  of  rhythm  and  cadence, 
often  presenting  a  wild  excellence,  which  to  those  unacquainted  with  the  language,  ap- 
pears to  be  a  perfectly  lawless  arrangement  of  lines.  Some  of  the  early  productions  of 
untutored  bards,  and  even  portions  of  the  Ossianie  poetry,  are  in  verse  so  irregular,  as  to 
j)resent  the  aspect  of  disjointed  prose.  The  natural  flow  of  the  passions  is  not  restrained 
by  attention  to  measure  or  adherence  to  rule,  and  events  which  produce  strong  mental 
agitation,  are  not  likely  to  be  commemorated,  in  soft,  flowing  and  well  adjusted  lines. 
The  ancient  bards  do  not  appear  to  have  composed  under  any  fixed  laws  of  versification, 
yet  the  wildest  effusions  were  not  without  a  certain  rule  ;  their  poems,  although  in 
blank  verse,  had  a  peculiar  adjustment  of  cadence  and  feet,  easily  discoverable  to  a  prac- 
tical ear. 

Polymetra,  or  verses  of  different  measures,  employed  according  to  the  poet's  taste  or 
feeling, — a  style,  capable  of  being  rendered  extremely  effective,  is  held  to  be  the  first  form 
of  composition,  and  has  been  frequently  used  by  both  the  ancient  and  modern  Gael.  It 
was  adopted  by  other  nations,  and  successfully  practised  by  the  French  and  Spaniards 
— in  England,  it  is  first  seen  in  the  works  of  Ben  Johnson. t 


*  Besides  several  literal  and  versified  translations  in  English,  the  Poems  of  Ossian  have  appeared  ÌD 
Latin,  Italian,  Spanish,  Portuguese,  French,  German,  Russian,  Danish,  Swedish,  iSic. 
•}"  See  Transactions  of  Irish  Academy. 
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Much  of  the  Gaelic  poetry  might  be  scanned;  but  a  great  deal  of  it  cannot  be  properly 
subjected  to  this  classical  test  by  the  most  ingenious;  and  yet  a  Celtic  ear  will  tell  that  it 
is  good.  We  are  of  opinion  that  the  rules  for  scanning,  by  which  Latin  verses  are  governed, 
arc  alien  to  the  Gaelic,  which  certainly  does  not  owe  the  art  of  poetry  to  the  Romans. 
The  concord  does  not  always  depend  on  the  coincidence  of  final  words;  but  rests  on  some 
radical  vowel  in  corresponding  words,  and  these  not  terminal  alone,  but  recurring  in 
several  places  throughout  the  verse,  which  will  be  best  understood  from  examples. 

Muir,  cuir;  each,  creach;  gleann,  beann,  &c.,  are  quite  perfect,  but  in  fios,  gion;  lùmh, 
bàs ;  feidh,  sleibh  ;  beul,  speur,  &c.,  the  rhyme  is  in  the  corresponding  vowels.  In  the 
same  poem,  especially  if  ancient,  we  frequently  meet  with  good  regular  versification, 
and  portions  in  which  there  is  no  rhyme  at  all:  indeed  in  one  piece, there  are  often  various 
sorts  of  verse. 

Rhyming  lines,  which  are  thought  to  be  the  nearest  resemblance  to  the  style  of  versi- 
fication used  by  the  Druids,  are  common. 

"  Bha  geal-làmh  air  clarsach  thall ; 
Chunnaic  mi  a  gorm-shuil  mall 
Mar  ghlan  thaibhs  an  iomairt  a'  triall 
Le  cheilte  an  cearb  nan  dubh  niall." 

Tighmora^  Duan  IV.  Vol.  III.  p.  52. 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  alternate  rhymes,  which  exemplifies  their  independence  of  the 
final  consonants.     The  cadence  in  the  middle  of  the  line  is  also  observable. 

"  O  !  m'  anam  faic  an  ribhinn  og., 
Fo  sgeitb  an  daraich,  rigb  nam  flath, 
'S  na  lamh  shneachd  meisg  a  ciabban  5ir, 
'S  a  meall-shuil  cliiuin  air  òg  a  graidh. 

'*  Esan  a'  seinn  ri  taobh  's  i  balbh, 
Le  cridlie  leum,  'sa  snamh  'na  cbeol, 
An  gaol  bho  shuil  gu  suil  a  falbh, 
Cuir  stad  air  feidh  nan  sleibhtean  mor." 

Miann  a  Bhaird  aosda,  p.  16. 

Heroic  verse  is  usually  of  seven,  eight,  nine,  or  more  syllables. 

Latba  do  Pliadruic  na  mhur 
Gun  sailm  air  uigh  ach  ag  51 
Chaidh  e  thigh  Oisein  'ic  Fhinn 
On  san  leis  bu  bhinn  a  gloir. 

Osian 


Again  : — 


"  Na  h-eoineanan  boidheach  a's  ordamail  ponng. 
Stu  marccach  nan  sranneach  a's  farrumach  ceum." 


MacLachlan. 


Some  modes  of  versification  are  very  singular,  having  a  curious  concord  of  vowels, 
without  alliteration,  running  through  the  whole,  and  occurring  in  ditiercnt  j)arts  of  the 
lines,  forming  compound  rhymes  :  for  examj)le  : 
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"  Sin  flmll  blian  cuisl'  ar  sinnsrar, 
San  INNSUINN  a  bha  nan  ai(ino 
A  (lir  rii:ii^M(lIi  (lliuinii  iiKir  Dilll.nt, 
lilii  IIIOUHAIL  :  be  sin  uiii  I'ltiV/ir."  p.  l.'JO. 


A'Min  :  — 


"  Is  nidr  a  ghrcis  a  thug  iia  SKoil) 
'Sna  SLUIUII  a  coiinlieatl  an  euch'ia,n  ; 
Acli  rlilàoii  i;i(l  araon  air  an  FIIKAOCH, 
'S  I'uil  (;iiUAol)liach  a  ruith  o'  n  creuc/uhiihh.'^ 

Morduth. 

Besides  the  regular  rhymes,  there  is  a  sort  of  melodious  cadence  pervading  the  verse, 
which  of  course  is  more  or  less  beautiful  according  to  the  genius  of  the  poet.  The  follow- 
ing anonymous  composition  shows  the  harmonious  adaptation  of  the  language  for  versifi- 
cation ;  it  seems  to  flow  with  the  greatest  facility  in  the  ha])piest  agreement  of  rhythm 
and  measure.     It  is  usually  sung  to  the  fine  old  air  of  '  Johnny's  grey  breeks.' 

"  A  nighean  donn  na"  bwaile 
Gam  bheil  an  glwasad  fARusda, 
Gun  tug  mi  gaol  co  hiian  duit, 
'Snach  gl«ais  e  air  an  EARrach  so  ♦, 
Mheall  thu  mi  le  d'  shiigradh 
Le  d'  bhriodal  a'  le  d'  chiiine, 
Lùb  thu  mi  mar  fhitiran, 
*S  cha  duchas  domh  bhi  fALLain  ua\i\\^* 

Here  is  another  specimen  of  a  similar  style  : — 

Fhuair  mi  sgeula  moch  dicedin 

Air  laimh  fheuma  bha  gu  creuchdach, 

'S  leor  a  gheiirad  anns  An  leumsa 

Anal  on  treud  bha  b^<aghar. 

O  Dhun  Garanach  ur  allail 

Na'n  trap  rneara'  s  na'n  steud  seanga, 

Na'n  gleus  glana  s'  ceutach  sealladh, 

Beichdail  àllaidh  ?<aibhreach. 

Mary  MacLeod,  better  known  as  Nighean  Alastair  ruadh,  the  daughter  of  red  Alex- 
ander, had  so  fine  a  genius,  that  she  appears  to  have  struck  out  some  new  measures. 
Here  are  Xwo  specimens  of  a  very  plaintive  cast. 

Righ  !  gur  muladach  'thà  mi, 
'S  mi  gun  mhire  gun  mhanran, 
Anns  an  talla  'm  bu  gna  le  JNIac-Leoid, 
Righ  gur,  &c. 

Taigh  mor  macnasach,  meSglirach, 
Nam  macaibh  's  nam  maighdean, 
I'ar  'm  bu  tartarach  gleadhraich  nan  com, 
Taigh  mor,  &c. 

See  p.  24. 

Tha  mo  dhuils'  ann  an  Di3, 
Gnir  muirneach  do  thriiill, 
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Gu  Dun  u(l  iiuu  cliar, 
l'\u-  bu  duthclias  do'  m  thriatli, 
Bliiodh  gu  fiughantacli  liiill  foirmeil, 
Bhiodh  gu,  c^c. 

See  p.  30. 

The  following  variety  is  by  the  celebrated  John  MacDonald,  not  Iain  Loin,  but  Iain 
dubh  Mac  Iain  'ic  Ailein ;  the  Eigg  bard. 

Si  so  'n  aimsir  an  dearbhar 

An  targanach  dhuinn, 
'S  bras  meinmnacli  fir  Alba 

Fon  armaibh  air  thus  ; 
Nuair  dh'  eireas  gach  treun-laoch 

Na'  n  eideadh  ghlan  ur, 
Le  run  feirg  agus  gairge 

Ge  seirbhis  a  chruin. 

Donchadh  Ban,  or  Duncan  Maclntyre,  the  boldness  and  originality  of  whose  concep- 
tions, clothed  in  poetry  of  the  most  genuine  excellence,  unassisted  by  the  slightest  educa- 
tion, have  obtained  for  him  a  comparison  with  Ossian  himself,  offers  many  a  beauty  scattered 
profusely  throughout  his  numerous  works.  In  that  admirable  poem  called  Beinn  Dou- 
rain,  he  has  adapted  the  verses  to  the  piobaireachd  notes,  commencing  with  the  urlar,  the 
groundwork  or  air:  the  second  part  is  the  suibhal,  or  quickening,  arranged  in  a  different 
measure,  to  which  succeeds  the  crun-luath,  swifter  running  music,  to  which  a  suitable 
measure  is  likewise  adapted.  It  is  a  curious  effort,  and  his  model  seems  to  have  been  an 
older  piece  which  accompanied  Moladh  Mairi,  the  praise  of  Mary,  otherwise  the  Mac- 
Lachlan*s  salute. 

His  lines  are  extremely  meUifluous,  and  his  compositions  show  a  great  poetical  versa- 
tility. Let  us  present  a  verse  of  his  Coirre-Cheathaich,  scanned  according  to  Dr  Arm- 
strong. 

'S  a'  mliàdainn  [  chiùin  gheal,  |  ann  am  dhorali  |  dusgadh, 

'Aig  bun  na  |  stùice  |  b  e'u  sùgràdh  |  leara  j 

A  cbeSrc  le  |  sgèùcan  [  a  gabhail  |  ttjchain, 

'San  coileach  |  cCtrteil  |  ag  durdail  |  trom. 

An  dreathan  |  surdail,  |  's  a  rlbhid  ]  chiul  aige, 

A  cur  nan  |  smùùl  dheth  |  gu  luthar  |  binn ; 

An  trufd  siim  |  bru  dhearg  |  le  moran  iinaich, 

Re  ceileir  ]  siinntàcli  [  bìi  shiùbhlach  |  rann. 

The  measure  is  repeated  at  every  second  line.  It  will  be  observed,  that  there  is  an 
agreement  in  sound  between  the  first  syllable  of  the  second  and  third  foot ;  in  the  second 
and  third  lines,  between  the  first  syllable  of  the  second,  and  the  middle  of  the  third  foot. 

His  beautiful  song  to  Mairi  bhùn  òg,  fair  young  Mary  "so  often  imitated,  but  never 
equalled,"  is  another  captivating  beauty  in  the  composition  of 'Fair  Duncan  of  the  songs.' 

In  the  fourth  book  of  Fingal  is  the  war  song,  prosnachadh,  or  exhortation,  which  the  bard 
chanted  to  inspirit  the  renowned  Gaul,  when  engaged  in  the  heat  of  a  desperate  battle. 
So  expressive  is  the  language,  and  with  such  skill  did  the  bard  compose  his  address,  that 
the  very  sound  echoes  the  sense;  it  could  never,  we  apprehend,  be  mistaken,  even  by  one 
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totally  unacquainted  with  Gaelic,  for  a  gentle  pastoral.  An  Enp^lish  translation  is  ji^ivcn, 
Mhich  is  not  so  elegant  as  that  by  MacPiierson,  but  it  is  more  literal,  and  will,  therefore, 
be  considered  more  luir,  i.  c.  if  it  were  from  this  version  he  translated. 


A  inhiu'ain  clieann, 

Nail  riirsuii  snviiii, 

Ard  leuniiiacli,  High  nan  slt\igU 


\Xy>Nf^ 


11. 

Iia,nili  tlircun  's  gacli  ciis; 

(.■ridlic  Jinl  gun  agà  ; 

Coaiui  airm  nan-vkyii  gour-goii't. 

III. 

Gcarr  sios  gii  biis, 

Guu  bhai'c  slieol  ban, 

Bhi  snàmh  ma  dhubli  Innistoir. 


OfTspring  of  clilefs, 
Of  snorting  stced.s, 
High  bounding.  King  of  spears! 


n. 


Strong  hand  in  every  trial ; 

l*roud  lieart  without  dismay, 

Cliiof  of  the  host  of  deadly,  shaqi  weapons. 


III. 


Slay  down  to  death, 
That  no  white-sailed  bark. 
May  sail  by  dark  Inistore. 


IV. 

Mar  tliairneanach  bhail 

Do  bhuille,  a  laoich  ! 

Do  shuil  mar  chaoir  ad  cheann. 

t. 

Mar  charaic  chruiiin, 
Do  chridho  gun  roinn ; 
Mar  lasair  oidhch''  do  lann. 


IV. 

Like  the  thunder  of  destruction,* 

Be  tliy  stroke,  O  hero  ! 

Thy  darting  eye  like  the  flaming  bolt. 

ir. 

As  the  firm  rock, 
■  Unwavering  be  thy  heart. 
As  the  ilame  of  night  be  thy  sword. 


VI. 


Cum  suas  do  sgia, 
Is  crobhuidhe  nial, 
Mar^ichith  bho  reull  a  bhàis. 


VI. 


Uplift  thy  shield. 
Of  the  hue  of  blood. 
Portentous  star  of  death. 


vii. 

A  mhacan  ceann, 

Nan  ciirsan  stann, 

Sgrios  naimhde  sios  gn  1.'  r. 


Vil. 


Offspring  of  the  chiefs, 

Of  snorting  steeds, 

Cut  down  the  foe  to  earth. 


In  the  poem  entitled  Conn,t  is  preserved  an  incantation  or  invocation  to  Loda  the 
Scandinavian  deity,  which  seems  to  partake  of  the  stern  character  of  northern  poetry,  and 
has  but  a  very  slight  approximation  to  rhyme  in  the  final  syllables. 


Cheò  na  Lanna. 

Aom  nan  cara ; 

'S  buair  an  cadal, 

Chrath  Loda  nan  leir-chreach. 

Sgap  do  dhealau  ; 

Luaisg  an  talamh  ; 

Buail  an  anam ; 

'S  na  maireadh  ni  beb  dhiubh. 


Cr.  of  Fa'il.3 


f  Smith's  Gallic  Antiquities. 
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The  Duan  Albanach  is  on  a  subject  wliich  did  not  admit  of  any  copious  introduction 
of  the  graces  of  poetry;  a  portion  of  it  will  nevertheless  be  thought  curious,  as  exhibiting 
a  production  of  the  middle  age,  presuming,  that  the  bard  wlio  repeated  it  in  1050  was  the 
author,  in  Gaelic  of  an  orthography  now  rather  obsolete.  There  are  27  verses,  of  which 
the  following  are  the  lirst  and  last. 

A  colcha  Alban  uile, 
A  shluagh  fcta  folt  bhuidhe, 
Cia  ceud  ghabhail  an  eol  duibli, 
Ro  ghabhustar  Alban  bhruigh. 

Da  Rigli  for  chaogad,  cluine, 
Go  mac  Donncha  dreach  ruire, 
Do  sbiol  Eric  ardgloin  a  noir, 
Ghabhsad  Albain,  a  eolaigh.* 

One  of  the  most  curious  alliterative  poems  is  that  composed  by  Lachlan  mòr  Mac 
Mhuireach,  bard  to  MacDonald  of  the  Isles,  to  animate  his  troops  at  the  battle  of  Har- 
lavv,  fought  1411.  The  bard  gives  a  part  for  every  letter  of  the  alphabet,  and  each  con- 
tains the  most  felicitous  collection  of  epithets  under  the  respective  letter.  Towards  the 
end,  the  strict  alliteration  is  abandoned,  and  the  piece  concludes  as  usual  in  heroic  poems, 
with  the  opening  lines,  which  call  on  the  children  of  Conn,  '*  of  the  hundred  battles,"  to 
behave  with  becoming  hardihood  in  the  day  of  strife. t     A  portion  will  be  found,  p.  62. 

Another  selection  from  "  the  voice  of  Cona,"  will  exemplify  the  freedom  with  which 
the  ancient  bards  versified,  presenting  events  in  the  most  impressive  language,  without 
restraining  the  flow  of  the  muse  for  the  mere  sake  of  making  the  lines  '  clink,'  as  Burns 
would  say. 

Mar  clieud  gaoth  an  daraig  Mhoirblieinn, 

Mar  cheud  srutli  o  thorr  nan  aonacli, 

Mar  neoil  a'  curadh  gu  dubhlaibh. 

Mar  chuan  mor  air  traigh  a'  taoniadh, 

Cho  leathean,  beucach,  dorcha,  borb, 

Thachair  laoich  fo  cholg  air  Lena. 

Bha  gairm  an  t-sluaigh  air  cruach  nam  beann, 

Mar  thorrunn  an  oidhch'  nan  sian, 

'N  uair  bhriseas  nial  Choua  nan  gleann 

'S  mile  taibhs'  a'  sgrcadadh  gu  dian 

Air  gaoith,  fhaoin,  fhiar  nan  earn. 

Ghluais  an  Rigli  na'  neart  gu  luath, 

Mar  thannas  Threinmlioir,  fuatli  gun  bhaigh, 

'N  uair  thig  e'  n  crom-osag  nan  stuadh 

Gu  Morbheinn,  tir  sinns're  a  ghraidh. 

*  Rerum  Hib.  scriptores  veteres. 

+  The  fann,  heretofore  Muir  of  Ilarlaw,  is  on  the  north  side  of  the  river  Urie,  about  17  English  miles 
from  Aberdeen.  It  is  in  the  Gariach  or  rough  district,  %vhence  the  battle  is  called  by  the  Highbinders, 
cath  gariach.  On  the  field  of  conflict  were  to  be  seen  the  scinilchral  cairns  of  the  slain — IMacLean,  M'Intosh, 
&c.,  but  the  industrious  utilitarian  now  raises  his  crops  on  the  soil  which  enwraps  the  undistinguished  re- 
mains of  the  gallant  warriors,  who  fell  in  that  well-contested  field. 
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Here  in  some  parts  the  final  syllables  rhyme  extremely  well  ;  in  others,  there  appears 
no  such  agreement.  The  5th  and  1 1th  lines  prove  how  truly  Mr  Mac  Lean  speaks  in  his 
*•  History  of  the  Celtic  Language,"  when  he  says  it  is  the  voice  of  nature, — an  echo,  re- 
flection, or  vocal  painting,  so  to  speak,  of  j)nssi()ii  and  action.  Celtic  versification  i.s 
indeed  one  of  the  most  venerable  remains  of  European  literature,  and  its  correspondence 
with  the  Hebrew  style  indicates  the  most  remote  antiquity. 

This  extract  is  truly  one  of  the  bardic  beauties,  but  no  translation  can  do  it  justice. 
MacPhcrson  was  certainly  (lcci)ly  imbued  with  the  s])irit  which  animated  those  who  com- 
posed the  ])oems  he  rendered  into  English,  and  although  not  always  strictly  literal,  they 
arc  undoubtedly  the  most  happy  attempts  to  convey  in  one  language  the  feelings  displayed 
in  another.     He  thus  translates  the  passage. 

"  As  a  hundred  winds  on  Morvcn  ;  as  the  streams  of  a  hundred  hills  ;  as  clouds  fly 
successive  over  heaven  ;  as  the  dark  ocean  assails  the  shore  of  the  desert :  so  roaring,  so 
vast,  so  terrible,  the  armies  mixed  on  Lena's  echoing  heath.  The  groan  of  the  pco[)lc 
spread  over  the  hills  :  it  was  like  the  thunder  of  night,  when  the  clouds  burst  on  Cona, 
and  a  thousand  ghosts  shriek  at  once  on  the  hollow  wind.  Fingal  rushed  on  in  his 
strength,  terrible  as  the  spirit  of  Treunmor,  when  in  a  whirlwind  he  comes  to  Morven,  to 
see  the  children  of  his  pride."* 

How  much  has  the  Celtic  poet  here  made  of  a  simjilc  battle — what  striking  accessories 
he  has  introduced,  and  what  grandeur  of  simile  he  has  employed,  to  impart  a  conception 
of  the  fiercest  of  fights  in  which  his  hero  appears  so  conspicuously  !  In  *'  revolving  a 
slender  stock  of  ideas,"  how  admirably  he  has  here  availed  himself  of  his  scanty  imagery! 

It  would  certainly  be  impossible  to  preserve  in  any  translation,  the  native  simplicity, 
force  and  beauty  of  Gaelic  poetry.  To  those  acquainted  wijth  the  language,  the  represen- 
tations are  highly  graphic  and  often  sublime;  but  the  feeling  and  felicity  of  description 
could  not  be  clothed  in  an  English  dress  without  lamentable  deterioration.  Could  Mac- 
Donald's  lorram  for  instance  be  translated  so  as  to  carry  all  its  force  of  expression  with 
it?  Language  is  used  to  convey  ideas  and  express  action  and  feeling.  In  a  primitive 
tongue  it  does  so  emphatically  to  a  natural  mind :  when  society  becomes  artificial,  language 
undergoes  a  similar  change.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  to  the  English  reader,  the  beauties 
in  this  work  will  be  almost  unknown,  except  from  the  instances  submitted  in  this  introduc- 
tion, and  they  are  merely  suflncient  to  convey  a  general  idea  of  the  pecuHar  merit  of  Celtic 
poetry.  The  language  is  no  doubt  happily  adapted  for  metrical  composition,  but  the 
people  possess  a  poetical  genius,  in  no  inconsiderable  degree  difFused  throughout  the  com- 
munity;  for  it  is  a  fact  that  numerous  bards  were  perfectly  illiterate ;  some  of  the  sweetest 
being  ignorant  of  the  A  B  C,     Duncan  Maclntyre  is  a  celebrated  instance,  and  a  long 


*  A  translator  may  lose  the  spirit  and  sense  of  an  author  if  too  meta2:)hrastic  :  we  shall  however  be  for- 
given for  making  a  few  remarks  on  the  above,  presuming  it  was  the  original  from  which  the  translation  was 
made.  The  oaks  of  Morven  are  forgotten  in  the  first  line ;  Borb  is  more  correctly  _^e?re — dorcha,  darkening 
is  omitted.  The  gairm  was  not  a  groan  or  cry  of  affright,  but  the  battle-shout  of  defiance.  For  the  '  hollow 
■wind/  the  11th  line  would  be  more  literally  '  on  the  idle^  eddying  icind  of  the  cairn.''  It  is  curious  to  find 
sinns're,  ancestors.,  instead  of  progeny !  These  unimportant  criticisms  can  never  deteriorate  from  the  just 
fame  of  MacPherson,  and  are  by  no  means  penned  in  a  spirit  of  detraction. 
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list  of  others  who  lived  in  comparative  obscurity  could  be  given,  many  of  thcin  in  the 
humblest  walks  of  life.  The  feeling  which  animated  these  plebeian  composers  was  recip- 
rocated by  the  taste  of  their  countrymen,  and  many  a  popular  song  is  the  work  of 
obscure  or  unknown  peasants  and  seafaring  men.  Such  arc  Fhir  a  biiata,  Air  mo  run 
gcal  òg,  and  numerous  others.  The  Rebellions,  particularly  that  conducted  by  TearlacU 
dg  Stiuart,  1745,  insj)ired  many  an  individual  of  both  sexes  with  poetic  fervour,  who  never, 
before  or  after,  felt  the  same  irresistible  impulse  to  invoke  the  muse. 

The  Gaelic  poetry  and  music  are  usually  of  a  melancholy  cast,  and  this  has  been  attri. 
butcd  to  the  atrabilious  temperament  of  a  depressed  people.  Such  a  character  is  surely 
unsuitable  to  a  people  who  have  been  characterized  as  high-spirited,  proud  and  pugnacious. 
Yet  the  tender  and  affecting  poems  of  the  ancient  bards,  and  the  titles  of  popular  airs,, 
have  been  considered  as  satisfactory  proofs  of  the  justice  of  the  assertion.*  The  unhappy 
situation  of  Ossian  will  fully  account  for  tlie  plaintive  character  of  most  of  his  pieces, 
but,  admitting  that  the  muses  are  most  frequently  invoked  in  seasons  of  trouble  and  ad- 
versity, and  that  in  general  the  poems  are  of  that  gloomy  and  sorrowful  cast,  it  will 
show  undoubtedly  a  keenness  of  sensibility  towards  affliction,  yet  it  will  not  follow  that 
the  Highlanders  are  naturally  a  querulous,  dejected  people.  Poems,  commemorative  of 
calamity  and  distress,  took  stronger  hold  on  the  memory,  and  more  powerfully  excited  the 
feelings  than  those  of  an  opposite  character,  according  well  with  a  grave  and  reflective 
race.  Dr  Beattie  speaks  thus  on  the  subject :  "  The  Highlands  are  a  picturesque,  but 
in  general  a  melancholy  country.  Long  tracts  of  mountain  desert,  covered  with  dark  heath, 
and  often  obscured  by  misty  weather ;  narrow  valleys  thinly  inhabited  and  bounded  by 
precipices,  resounding  with  the  fall  of  torrents  ;  a  soil  so  rugged,  and  climate  so  dreary,  as 
in  many  parts  to  admit  neither  the  amusements  of  pasturage,  nor  the  labours  of  agricul- 
ture ;  the  mournful  dashing  of  waves  along  the  friths  and  lakes  that  intersect  the  country; 
the  portentous  noises  vvhich  every  change  of  the  wind,  and  every  increase  or  diminution 
of  the  waters,  is  apt  to  raise  in  a  lonely  region,  full  of  echoes  and  rocks  and  caverns;  the 
grotesque  and  ghastly  appearance  of  such  a  landscape  by  the  light  of  the  moon  ;  objects 
like  these  diffuse  a  gloom  over  the  fancy,  which  may  be  compatible  enough  with  occa- 
sional and  social  merriment,  but  cannot  fail  to  tincture  the  thoughts  of  a  native  in  the 
hour  of  silence  and  solitude.  What  then  would  it  be  reasonable  to  expect  from  the  fan- 
ciful tribe,  from  the  musicians  and  poets  of  such  a  region  ?  strains  expressive  of  joy,  tran- 
quillity, or  the  softer  passions  ?  No  :  their  style  must  have  been  better  suited  to  their 
circumstances  ;  and  so  we  find  in  fact,  that  their  music  is.  The  wildest  irregularity  ap- 
pears in  its  composition  ;  the  expression  is  warlike  and  melancholy,  and  approaches  even 
to  the  terrible." 

No  doubt  there  is  much  truth  in  this,  but  it  will  not  account  for  a  similar  character  in 
the  compositions  of  the  Irish,  whose  country  is  comparatively  champaign,  and  v.ho  arc 
blessed  with  a  genial  climate  and  fruitful  soil.  Whence  also  the  plaintive  and  tender 
melodies  of  the  low  country  and  southern  counties  of  Scotland  ?     Both  people  were  im- 

*  Dauney — Ancient  Scottish  Melodies  ;  a  curious  tuul  valuablo  work. 
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bued  with  the  same  feeling's — tlicy  used  the  same  musical  scale  to  poetry  constructed  on 
the  same  principle. 

The  prevalence  of  poems  winch  detail  the  calamities  of  war,  deatlis  of  heroes,  dis- 
oppointmcnts  of  lovers,  ravages  of  storms,  disasters  ut  sea,  &c  ,  with  melodies  suitable  to 
such  lamentable  subjects,  shows,  that  tragic  events  leave  a  dee])  and  eiuhiririg  impression  ; 
while  convivial,  humorous  and  satiric  cllusions,  arc  usually  forgotten  with  the  persons  or  jj 
incidents  from  which  they  arose.*  The  bards  sought  not  to  avoid  the  melancholy  vein — 
they  rather  gave  way  to  the  feeling,  and  in  this  mood,  many  of  their  best  jiroductions 
were  executed.  '*  Pleasant  is  the  joy  of  grief!  it  is  like  the  shower  of  sjjring  when  it 
softens  the  branch  of  the  oak,  and  the  young  leaf  lifts  its  green  head."  That  mind  must 
be  little  susceptible  of  the  softer  feelings  of  human  nature,  which  docs  not  sympathize 
with  the  poet  in  the  recital  of  a  moving  tale  of  wo.  The  sensitive  bards  arc  represented 
as  at  times  bedewing  the  harp-strings  with  their  tears,  while  repeating  the  sad  story  which 
the  sterner  chiefs  could  not  listen  to  unmoved.  A  bard  of  Wales,  about  1450,  describes 
a  similar  effect. 

"  The  harper  blest  with  lofty  muse, 
His  harp  in  briny  flood  imbrues." 

*•'  Cease  the  lightly  trembling  sound.  The  joy  of  grief  belongs  to  Ossian,  amid  his 
dark -brown  years.  Green  thorn  of  the  hill  of  ghosts  that  shakest  thy  head  to  nightly 
winds  ;  1  hear  no  sound  in  thee  ;  Is  there  no  spirit's  windy  skirt  now  rustling  in  thy 
leaves  ?  Often  are  the  steps  of  the  dead  in  the  dark-eddying  blasts ;  when  the  moon,  a 
dun  shield  from  the  east  is  rolled  along  the  sk3^"+  Beautifully  does  the  bard  again  ex- 
press himself.  *'  I  am  alone  at  Lutha.  My  voice  is  like  the  last  sound  of  the  wind, 
when  it  forsakes  the  woods.  But  Ossian  shall  not  be  long  alone.  He  sees  the  mist  that 
shall  receive  his  ghost — he  beholds  the  cloud  that  shall  form  his  robe,  when  he  appears 
on  his  hills.  The  sons  of  feeble  men  shall  behold  me,  and  admire  the  stature  of  the  chiefs 
of  old  ;  they  shall  creep  to  their  caves."+  The  closing  portion  of  the  aged  bard's  wish  is 
of  a  similar  cast.   See  page  15. 

The  generous  sentiments  which  animated  the  Caledonian  heroes,  are  worthy  of  the 
brightest  age  of  chivalry. 

"Fuil  mo  namli  cha  d'  iaras  riamb 
Nam  bu  mhiann  leis  triall  an  sith."" 

*'  The  blood  of  my  foe  I  never  sought  if  he  chose  to  depart  in  peace." 
Female  beauty  was  a  very  congenial  subject  for  bardic  eulogium.     The  berries  of  the 
mountain-ash  afforded  a  simile  for  the  complexion  of  health,  and  snow,  or  the  Canach,  the 
white,  flossy  down  of  a  plant  which  grows  in  moors  and  marshy  ground,  with  the  plu-- 
mage  of  the  Swan,  for  the  fairness  of  the  skin. 

*  It  must  strike  a  student  in  the  poetry  of  the  Highlanders,  as  remarkable,  that  it  exhibits  much  more 
to  indicate  the  state  of  hunters,  than  of  shepherds  or  agriculturists. 

+  Tighmora,  404.  J  Berrathon. 
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"  Bu  ghile  bian  na  canacli  sleibhte, 
No  ur-sueuchd  air  bliarra  gheuga."* 

*'  The  star  of  Gormluba  v/as  fair.  White  were  the  rows  vvitliiu  her  lips,  and  like  the 
clown  of  the  mountain  under  iier  new  robe  was  her  bkin.  Circle  on  circle  formed  her  fair- 
est neck.  Like  hills  beneath  their  soft  snowy  fleeces,  rose  her  two  breasts  of  love.  The 
melody  of  music  was  in  her  voice.  The  rose  beside  her  lip  was  not  red  ;  nor  white  be- 
side her  hand,  the  foam  of  streams.  Maid  of  Gormluba,  who  can  describe  thy  beauty  ! 
Tliy  eyebrows,  mild  and  narrow,  were  of  a  darkish  hue  ;  thy  cheeks  were  like  the  red 
berry  of  the  mountain-ash.  Around  them  were  scattered  the  blossoming  flowers  on  the 
bough  of  the  spring.  The  yellow  hair  of  Civadona  was  like  the  gilded  top  of  a  moun- 
tain, when  golden  clouds  look  down  upon  its  green  head  alter  the  sun  has  retired.  Her 
eyes  were  bright  as  sunbeams;  and  altogether  perfect  was  the  form  of  the  fair.  Heroes 
beheld  and  blessed  her." 

What  a  poetical  picture  of  a  vessel  in  a  gale  does  Alexander  MacDonald,  in  his  Pros- 
nachadh  Fairge  or  stimulus  to  a  Biorlin's  crew,  give  us  :  the  imagined  bellowing  and  roaring 
of  the  monsters  of  the  deep,  whose  brains  were  scattered  on  every  wave  by  the  prow,  the 
boat  being  damaged  in  the  furious  collision  !  &g.,  evince  a  truly  imaginative  genius. 

The  old  bards  called  Echo,  *'  the  son  of  the  rock" — Maclntyre's  '*  ghost  of  sound,"  is 
much  more  poetical. 

There  is  fortunately  less  necessity  for  extending  the  number  of  examples,  inasmuch  as 
the  bardic  "  beauties"  are  so  liberally  spread  before  the  reader  in  the  succeeding  pages ; 
yet  before  closing  our  extracts,  it  will  not  be  accounted  a  digression,  to  give  a  short  spe- 
cimen from  the  compositions  of  the  Sister-kingdom.  *  The  Songs  of  Deardra,'  are  held 
by  the  Irish  to  be  of  equal,  if  not  greater  antiquity  than  those  of  Selma.  As  the  poetry 
of  a  kindred  people,  it  is  similar  in  character;  but  those  who  are  conversant  with  the  sub- 
ject of  ancient  Gaelic  versification  and  its  peculiar  idioms,  will  be  able  to  say  whether  it 
carries  the  mark  of  so  remote  an  era  as  is  claimed  for  it. 


II. 


Soraidh  soir  go  h  Albain  uaira, 
Faith  maith  radharc  cuan  is  gleaini. 
Fare  clann  Uisneacli  a  seilg, 
Aobliinn  sughe  os  leirg  a  mbeann. 


larla  maithe  Albann  ag  ol, 
Is  clann  Uisneacli  dar  coir  cion^ 
Diugean  thiarua  Dhun  na  Ttreoin, 
Gu  thig  Naoise  pog  gan  fhios,  &c. 


*'  Farewell  for  ever,  fair  coasts  of  Albion,  your  bays  and  vales  shall  no  more  dchght 
me.  There  oft  I  sat  upon  the  hill,  with  Usno's  sons,  and  viewed  the  chase  below. 
The  chiefs  of  Albion  met  at  the  banquet.  The  valiant  sons  of  Usno  were  there,  and 
Naesa  gave  a  kiss  in  secret  to  the  fair  daughter  of  the  chief  of  Duntroon.  He  sent  her  a 
hind  from  the  hill,  and  a  young  fawn  running  beside  it.  Returning  from  the  hosts  of 
Inverness,    he    visited    her    by  the    way.     My   heart  was    filled  with  jealousy  when  I 


*  Bas  Airt  'ic  Ardalr.     Smith's  Antitiuities,  350. 
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licard  tlie  news.      I  took  my  boiit  and  rtislicd  upon  llio  sea,  regardless  wliethcr  I  sliouM 
live  or  die,"  i^ce.*     Tiiis  is  the  '  Clan  Uisneacliaii'  of  the  Highlanders. 

A  lew  passages,  too,  from  Cnniracg  poets,  will  serve  for  coinparisoM  with  their  brother- 
lards  among  the  Gaol.  Du>id  ap  Guilym,  who  is  called  the  Welsh  Ovid,  nourished  about 
K}70.  His  Ode  to  the  Sun  is  a  Iceble  effort  compared  with  that  of  Ossian,  and  is  ]( •-, 
striking  than  those  by  Milton  or  Tiiomson.  The  allusions  are  commonplace,  as  *  ruler  of 
the  sky,'  *  ornament  of  summer,'  *  looking  on  thcmaidy  race  of  Cambrians,'  &c.,  David  ap 
Kdmwnt,  about  1450,  composed  a  Monody  on  Sion  Eos,  a  bard  who  was  executed  for  man- 
slaughter. 'I'hc  poet  makes  good  use  of  the  epithet  Eos,  nightingale,  which  was  given 
for  his  mcllilluous  strains,  and  he  sorely  laments  that  the  unfortunate  man  was  not  tried 
by  the  impartial  laws  of  Howel  the  Good,  which  would  have  found  the  act  justifiable. 
"  A  man,"  says  David,  *'  punished  for  an  act  in  his  own  defence  !  Let  misfortune  fall  on 
such  as  fail  therein — of  evils  the  lesser  the  better.  Is  the  soul  of  the  slain  made  happier, 
or  his  ghost  appeased  by  life  for  life  as  an  atonement  }'''**  Neither  the  j)assions 
of  man,  nor  the  virtue  of  angels  was  unmoved  by  the  melody  of  his  harp,  which  whirled 
the  soul  upon  wings  of  ecstasy.  *  *  *  What  have  I  said  ?  they  deprived  him  of  life  : 
he  has  life — their  verdict  only  changed  the  scene  of  mortality  for  that  of  immortality. 
Their  wilful  judgment  will  have  no  effect  in  that  court  of  equity,  which  is  held  at  the 
gates  of  heaven.  He  now  sings  before  the  throne  of  mercy  with  an  incorruptible  harj)." 
&c.  It  seems  the  weight  of  John  the  Nightingale  in  gold  was  oflPered  for  his  ransom, 
"but  the  days  were  long  gone,  when  the  law  would  be  satisfied  with  an  eric  of  any  amount 
for  such  a  crime. 

Sion  Tudor,  who  lived  about  1580,  is  the  author  of  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  twenty 
poets  and  musicians  who  departed  this  life  in  his  own  time.  He  names  each  individual 
with  varied  terms  of  praise  and  regret.  The  expressions  are  peculiarly  bardic,  and  approxi- 
mate to  those  of  a  much  older  generation.  "  It  was  God's  pleasure,"  he  observes,  "to 
send  for  these  men  to  hold  a  feast  with  him  in  heaven;  may  their  souls  enjoy  the  celestial 
mansion  !  Peace  to  their  shades ;  their  like  will  never  more  be  seen.  They  are  gone  to  ; 
their  heavenly  abode  :  let  us  hasten  to  follow. "f  i 

There  is  a  decidedly  Celtic  and  pleasing  vein  in  these  compositions,  but  there  is  not 
wild  grandeur  and  elevated  sentiment,  that  originality  of  conception  and  nervous  expres- 
sion, which  characterize  the  works  of  the  Gaelic  bards. 

The  Celtic  poems  were  framed  by  the  bard  to  suit  the  melody  of  the  harp,  the  instru- 
ment sacred  to  the  order ;  and  to  its  music  they  were  sung, — a  music  simple  and  natural, 
which  long  preceded  the  artificial  and  complicated.  The  pecuharity  of  the  Scottish  scale  is 
well  known  as  the  enharmonic,  consisting  of  six  notes  in  the  key  of  C,  with  C  D  E  G  A 
C,  corresponding  to  the  black  keys  in  a  piano.  Defective  as  this  scale  may  appear  to  be, 
it  is  admirably  suited  to  express  the  passions  in  the  effective  tones  of  nature,  the  harmony 
of  which  is  felt  long  previous  to  the  adoption  of  scientific  rules,  and  it  strengthens  our 
arguments  for  the  unity  of  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  Scotland,  that  the  melodies  of  the 

*  Nalson,  Introduction  to  the  Irish  language—  1808.    Another  version  is  given  by  Gillies, 
•j"  Jones.     One  of  those  commemorated,  is  David  ap  Ilywell  Grigor. 
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high  and  low  country  are  invariably  formed  on  the  same  scale,  and  possess  the  same  char- 
acter. The  larger  harp  was  strung  with  wire,  and  was  the  clarsach  of  the  Gael,  tho 
lesser  being  the  cruit. 

Cambrensis  describes  the  Irish  performances  on  this  Celtic  instrument  in  terms  of  great 
praise;  and,  had  he  visited  North  Britain,  he  would  have  had  no  reason  to  speak  other- 
wise of  t\^e  Scottish  harping. 

"  The  attention  of  this  j)eople  to  musical  instruments,  I  find  worthy  of  commendation ; 
(he  was  a  bard  himself,)  in  which  their  skill  is  beyond  all  comparison  suj)erior  to  any 
nation  I  have  ever  seen,"  &c.  And  he  then  describes  the  music  as  being  quick, 
not  slow  and  solemn  as  that  of  Britain,  yet  at  the  same  time  sweet  and  pleasing. 
Girald  entertained  a  strong  dislike  to  the  Irish,  which  adds  to  the  value  of  his  favourable 
testimony.  Major,  the  Scottish  historian,  who  was  rather  willing  to  underrate  his 
**  upthrough"  countrymen,  in  speaking  of  the  musical  acquirements  of  James  I.,  says,  in 
performing  on  the  harp,  he  excelled  the  Hibernians  or  Highlanders,  who  were  the  best 
of  all  players  on  it.*  Roderick  Morrison,  better  known  as  Rorie  dall,  being  blind,  was 
the  last  professional  harper  in  the  Highlands.  He  lived  about  140  years  ago,  was  of  a 
respectable  family,  and  well  educated,  three  brothers  being  clergymen.-|- 

The  Ossianic  class  of  poetry  is  usually  sung  or  chanted  in  a  kind  of  recitative,  executed 
with  the  gravity  due  to  such  revered  compositions.  An  old  Highlander  considered  it 
becoming  to  take  off  his  bonnet  when  reciting  them,  and  the  term  laoidh,  hymn,  by 
which  many  are  distinguished,  indicates  the  veneration  with  which  they  were  regarded. 
The  Highlanders  were  accustomed  to  sing  at  all  their  employments,  and  it  was  an  excel- 
lent stimulus,  serving  also  to  reUeve  the  irksomeness  of  labour.  Those  Highlanders  of 
Greece,  the  Arcadians,  were  remarkable  for  a  similar  practice,  and  it  is  thus  very  ration- 
ally accounted  for  by  an  ancient  historian,  whose  observations  are  strikingly  applicable  to 
the  Gael.  **  Singing  is  useful  to  all  men,  but  truly  necessary  to  the  Arcadii,  who  undergo 
great  hardships  ;  for  as  the  country  is  rugged,  their  seasons  inclement,  and  their  pastoral 
life  hard,  they  have  only  this  way  of  rendering  nature  mild  and  bearable  ;  therefore  they 
train  up  their  children  from  their  very  infancy,  until  they  are  at  least  thirty  years  of  age, 
to  sing  hymns  in  honour  of  gods  and  heroes.  It  is  no  disgrace  to  them  to  be  unacquainted 
with  other  sciences,  but  to  be  ignorant  of  music  is  a  great  reproach,  &c,"4^  We  have  a 
xery  curious  account  of  the  vocal  attainments  of  the  people  by  Girald  us,  from  which  it 
appears  they  understood  counterpoint!    *'In  the  northern  parts  of  Britain,  the  inhabitants 

•  Book  YI.  Hibernieuses  aut  sylvestres  Scotos.  The  sylvestrian  Scots  ■were  the  Ccaniaech  a  choile,  the 
Highlanders  of  the  woods,  a  term  formerly  applied  to  these  active  warrioi-s.  Hardiman,  a  compiler  of  Iriih. 
poetry  who  delivers  himself  with  sufficient  confidence  on  matters  extremely  doubtful,  says,  "  Ireland  gave 
its  music  to  Scotland  !"  with  equal  justice  the  assertion  may  be  made  in  the  exact  reverse,  but  would  it 
prove  the  fact  ?  Speaking  of  the  harp  mentioned  in  the  ancient  poem  which  had  passed  through  so  many 
hands;  "this,"  says  Mr  H.,  like  every  other  research  connected  with  the  natives  of  the  Highlands,  leads 
to  their  Irish  origin."  If  any  discovery  were  made  to  prove  this  notion,  it  would  save  authors  from  filling 
their  pages  with  much  unmeaning  observation,  and  groundless  and  illiberal  conceit.  If  we  thought  the 
acerbity  of  feeling  in  Mr  Davies  unbecoming,  how  could  we  have  grappled  with  O'Keilly,  whose  work  on 
the  same  sore  subject,  displays  so  transcendent  a  share  of  national  prejudice  ! 

•f*  See  G Una's  able  work  on  the  use  of  the  harp  in  the  Highlands, 

X  Polybius  IV. 
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use,  in  singing,  less  variety  than  the  Welsh.  They  sing  in  two  parts,  one  muriuuring  in 
the  bass,  the  other  warbling  in  ihe  treble.  Neither  of  the  two  nations  acquired  this  by 
art,  but  by  long  habit  which  has  made  it  familiar  and  national,  and  it  is  now  unusual  to 
hear  a  simple  and  single  melody  well  sung,  an»l  what  is  more  wonderful,  their  children 
from  infancy  sing  in  the  same  manner  !" 

There  is  nothing  more  remarkable  in  the  (iaelic  mode  of  singing,  than  the  repetitions 
of  a  verse,  one  or  two  lines,  or  sometimes  a  p;irt  of  one  in  chorus,  which  adds  much  to  the 
efi'cet,  and  is  a  great  means  of  diffusing  a  knowledge  of  songs,  since  by  repeatedly  joining 
in  them,  the  whole  must  soon  be  impressed  on  the  memory.  These  tunes  or  Luinigs  are 
8Ìmj)le  and  touching,  and  the  etl'cct  in  a  harvest-field  is  piirtieularly  j)l(:asing.  The  per- 
son who  sings  leaves  the  chorus  to  the  others,  who  all  join,  the  leader  taking  up  each 
Biiccceding  verse. 

The  lorrams  or  boat-songs  are  those  by  which  seafaring  men  likewise  alleviated 
the  labour  of  rowing  and  managing  the  vessel,  keeping  time  by  the  motion  of  the  oars, 
and  relieving  the  singer  by  carrying  out  the  chorus.  When  at  home,  and  at  social  enter- 
tainments, the  whole  company  join  hands  or  modulate  time  by  plaids  and  handkerchiefs 
passed  from  one  to  another.  All  these  songs  were  formed  for  the  harp  or  the  voice 
alone — there  could  be  no  vocal  accompaniment  to  the  bagpipe. 

There  is  a  very  curious  method  of  singing  peculiar  to  the  Welsh.  It  is  called  Penillion, 
and  consists  in  adapting  verses  to  the  harper's  tunes  while  performing,  without  any  j)re- 
vious  knowledge  of  the  order  in  which  they  will  follow,  and  it  is  thus  performed,  as  we 
:iave  observed  at  a  bardic  Eisteddvod.  A  harper  is  brought  forward,  and  around  him  are 
seated  several  persons  w  ho  are  the  Penill  singers.  He  commences  playing,  when  one  of 
the  party  joins  him  by  a  song — the  harper  presently  changes  the  tune  ;  the  other  as 
promptly  alters  his  verse,  and  when  he  chooses  to  stop,  another  takes  up  the  air,  and  so 
it  goes  round.  But  the  true  penillion  is  the  extemporary  production  of  a  verse  or  verses 
to  the  tune,  and  it  is  remarkable  that  this  improvisitorial  feat  is  frequently  accomplished 
with  astonishing  success,  by  persons  quite  illiterate.  Many  of  those  '  poetical  blossoms' 
display  great  command  of  language  and  considerable  genius.* 

After  the  period  when  Ossian,  Oriin,  Ullin,  Fergus,  Fonar,  Douthal,  and  other  un- 
known bards  flourished,  which  reaches  to  the  union  of  the  Pictish  and  Scottish  kingdoms, 
there  seems  to  have  been  for  a  long  time  few  poets  of  any  note.    About  the  end  of  the  13th 


*  Walter  in  Dissert,  de  Bardis,  gives  a  couplet  which  he  pronounces  grand. 

'  Tan  a  dvrr  yn  ymwriaw, 

Yw'r  taranau  dreigiau  draw.' 
The  roaring  thunder,  dreadful  in  its  ire, 
Is  water  warring  with  aerial  fire. 

Many  of  these  epigrammatic  stanzas  are  preserved.     The  following  on  a  silkworm  is  curious  aa  being 
formed  without  a  consonant. 

O'i  wiw  wy  i  weu  e  a,  aia  weuau 

O'i  w^au  y  vreua  ; 

E  weua  ei  we  aia, 

A'i,  weuau  yw  ienau  ià  ! 

I  perish  by  my  art ;  dig  my  own  grave ;  I  spin  my  thread  of  life  ;  my  death  I  weave  ! 
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century,  a  revival  took  plucc;  and,  since  then,  numerous  bards  of  acknowledged  excellence 
have  from  time  to  time  appeared,  besides  those  of  lesser  note  whose  songs  were  of  too 
local  and  circumscribed  a  range  for  general  popularity.  Had  any  composiiions  of  suffi- 
cient worth  been  produced  in  this  dark  interval  in  the  history  of  Highland  bardism,  they 
would  no  doubt  have  been  handed  down,  like  those  of  older  date. 

In  this  essay,  to  illustrate  that  distinguished  order  in  Celtic  society,  the  bards — the 
system  under  which  they  so  long  flourished,  beneficially  exerting  their  accorded  power,  a 
picture  has  been  given,  rather  of  that  which  formerly  existed,  than  what  could  have  been 
witnessed  in  many  by-gone  generations.  It  was  among  the  Gael,  that  the  primitive 
manners  and  usages  were  preserved,  when  elsewhere  they  were  suppressed  or  amalga- 
mated with  those  of  the  conquerors.  Under  pretence  of  abolishing  a  mischievous  super- 
stition, the  Emperors  prohibited  the  practice  of  druidism  ;  but  although  the  'Romans 
carried  their  gods  as  far  as  they  did  their  eagle,  they  were  not  able  to  extend  the  one  or 
the  other  over  the  mountains  of  Caledonia.*  Little,  however,  it  has  been  seen,  is  to  be 
found  here  or  elsewhere  concerning  this  religious  belief.  Most  of  the  historians,  who 
allude  to  druidism,  flourished  when  the  phenomenon  had  nearly  disappeared,  and  '  all  that 
they  have  done,  serves  only  to  excite  our  curiosity  without  satisfying  it,  and  to  make  us 
regret  the  want  of  a  history,  which  seems  to  have  been  replete  with  instruction  and 
entertainment.' 

If  the  age  of  bardism,  in  its  primary  sense,  is  gone,  it  is  satisfactory  to  preserve  a 
memorial  of  what  it  was,  and  evidence  of  its  present  state.  In  the  following  pages  are 
the  flowers  and  blossoms  of  Gaelic  poetry,  culled  with  careful  discrimination,  and  without 
the  encumbrance  of  redundant  stems  and  foliage. 

The  piper  is  now  held  in  the  same  esteem  as  the  harper  of  old,  and  his  performance  is 
a  noble  substitute  for  the  softer  strains  of  the  clarsach;  but  would  not  a  bard  in  his  multi- 
farious office,  combining  poet,  historian,  genealogist,  &c.,  be  a  useful  and  becoming  per- 
sonage in  the  train  of  a  chief?  At  a  Highland  banquet  about  fifty  years  ago,  a  call  was 
made  for  the  bards  to  be  brought  to  the  upper  end  of  the  room.  '*  The  bards  arc  extinct," 
observed  Mae  Nicail  of  Scoirebreae.  "  No,"  quickly  rejoined  Alastair  buidh  Mac  Ivor, 
"  but  those  who  patronised  them  are  gone  !" 
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Oran  Luaidh, 

Aoir  an  taileir,    . 

Aoir  Anna,  .... 

Aoir  Uisdean  Phlobair', 

Aoir  Iain  Fhaochaig, 

Rann  Leannanachd, 

Marbh-rann  do  Chù, 

Rann  Co-dhunaidh, 

Marbhrann  an  Uglidair  dha  fein, 
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Ixv 


FKAR  SRATII-MIIAISIDII. 

Cumha  dodh*Eol)hon  ^f.^c  Phcarson, 

Coinurin  an  uisKC-bheatha, 

A  lihanaU  bhàn, 

A  HhrigU  Lachdiinn, 

IAIN  UUADII  STIUBIIART. 


]  nthn  Chiiilodair, 
Oran  eile  do  latlia  Chiiilodair, 
Urnaigh  Iain  Uuaidli, 
umlia  do  HhairitÌKhearna  Mliic-an-'Iòisich, 

COINNEACII  MAC-CnOI.NNICn. 

IVfolidl)  na  I,uinge,        .  .  , 

Am  Fcilc  Proasach,  .  . 

Jlaircarad  Mholach  Mhlu, 
An  Te  Uhubh,  .... 

Dròbhar  n.^n  Caileagan, 

UILLEAM  ROS. 


Oran  do  Mharcus  nan  Grcumach, 

Oran  an  t-Sanihraidh, 

Oran  air  yiol  na  h.òighe  do  Chailean, 

Marlihraiin  do  Phrionnsa  Tearlach,     . 

!\Iiann  an  oganaich  Ghàelich, 

Miann  na  b-òige  Gàeìich, 

Oran  air  aiseadh  an  fhearuinn,  v'lc. 

Fc.iRgar  I.uain,     .... 

Moladh  a  Bhàird  air  a  thlr  fein,    . 

Oran  a  rinneadh  ann  an  Dun-eideann, 

Mo  run  an  Cailin,    . 

Moladh  an  Uisge-Rheatha, 

Mac  na  Bracha, 

Moladh  na  h-òighe  Gàelicli,     . 

An  Ladie  Dubh, 

Cumhadh  a*  Bhatrd  air  son  a  Le  nnir 

Cuachag  nan  Craobh, 

Caileach  mhilleadh-nan-dan,    . 

Brughaichean  Ghlinnc-Br?.oii, 

Oran  Cumhnidh, 

Oran  Cumhaidh  cile, 

AILEAN  DALL. 

Oran  do  Mhac  'Ic.  Alasd  lir, 

Oran  do  na  Ciobairean  Galida, 

Oran  Lcannanachd, 

Duanag  (lo'n  Uis^e-Bheatha,        . 

Oran  do  'n  Mhisg, 

Smròraich  Chloinn-Dùnhaill, 

Trod  mna-an-taighe  rl  fear, 

li-san  a'  I.abhairt  air  a  shon  frin, 

Gcaran  na  mnatha  an  aghaidh  a'  fir, 

Oran  na  Caillich,     . 


TAOBH.ni  tl.LElO 


2(1') 

'^(58 
209 


271 
272 
273 
27i 
274 


271) 
2S0 
281 
2Si 
2S:5 
2S1- 
2S1. 
28,T 
28(5 
287 
2S7 
287 
289 
290 
291 
292 
293 
291. 
295 
295 
297 


.100 
302 
303 
304 
305 
305 
307 
307 
308 

310; 


HARD  LOCH-NAN-KALA. 


Oran  do  dh'  Fhiomda  Marnanta, 

Bi'dh  fonn  oirrc  daonnan, 

Oran  do  I'honipart, 

Duanag  do  Macan  t..«aoir  Ghliiinc-iK.^iha, 

SKLMAS  MAC-GHRIOGAIR. 

An  Soisgcnl,        .... 
An  Gearan,  .... 

An  Aisiirigh,       .... 
Air  foghluiii  nan  Gaul, 

EOUIION.V  MAC-LACH  Ll.N.N. 

An  Samhradh,     .... 

Am  Foghar,  .... 

An  Gcamhradh, 

An  t- Earrach,         .... 

Marbhrann,  do  Mr  Scumas  Beat  tic,    . 

Smeòrach  Chloinii-Lachuinn, 

Ealaidli  Ghaoii, 

Rann  do'n  I-eisg,     .... 

Clach.Chuimhno,  Ghlinne-garadh, 

ALASDAIR  MAC-IONMIIUINN. 

Oran  air  dol  air  lir  anns  an  Eipheit, 
Oran  air  blAr  na  h-Eiphit, 
Oran  air  blàr  na  h-Olaind,  ,  , 

An  Dubh-Ghleannach, 

AM  BARD-CONANACH. 

Oran  do  Bhonipart, 
Oran  d'a  Leannan, 

AM  BARD  SGIATIIANACII. 

Oran  do  Reiseamaid  Mhic-Shimirih, 
Smeòrach  nan  Leòdhach, 

BARD   LOCII-T-INE. 

Loch-Aic,     ..... 
Rannan  air  Bàs  Bannacharaid, 
Duanag  Ohaoil,      .... 


AI REAM II  TAGHTA. 

Moladh  Chabair-feidh,   . 

Ma  i  Chruinn  Donn, 

Calum  a  Gblinne, 

Mali  Bheag  òg,        .... 

Màiri  Laghach  (or//ji«fl/ s</\    . 

Màiri  lyaghach  {second  srt^, 

Guir  a  chun  dileas  [orif^ina/  Sif, 

Cuir  a  chnn  dileas  {nwdcrnsd], 

A  nochd  gur  faoin  mo  chadal  dhomh, 

Oran  Ailein  {afragmait),  . 

C'unilia  Phrionnsa, 

Mo  run  goal  og,      . 
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THE  BEAUTIES  OF  GAELIC  POETRY,  &c. 


MORDUBH. 


A'  Cheud  Earran.* 

Am  beil  thus'  air  sgiathan  do  luathais, 

A  ghaoth,  gu  triall  le  t-uile  neart  ? 

Thig  le  cairdeas  dh'ionnsuidh  m'  aois — 

Thoir  sgriob  aotrom  thar  mo  chiaig. 

Co-aois  m'  oige  ghlac  an  t-aog, 

'S  uaigneach  m'  aigne  'n  uamh  mo  bhròin ; 

'S  mòr  mo  Icon  fo  lamh  na  h-aois. 

Osag  tha  'g  astar  o  thuath, 

Na  dean  tuasaid  rium,  's  mi  lag. 

Bha  mi  uair  gu'n  robh  mo  cheum 

Cho  aotrom  riut  fein,  a  ghaoth  ; 

Mo  neart  mar  chraig  a  Chruaidh-mhill, 

'S  iomadh  cath  's  na  bhuail  mi  beam  ; 

'S  trie  taibhse  mo  naimhdean  ag  astar, 

Le  ceum  lag,  o  bheinn  gu  beinn. 

Ach  thig  am  do  bhroin-sa,  ghaoth, 

'N  uair  dhireas  tu  'n  t-aonach  gu  mall. 

Cha'n  imrich  thu  neoil  thar  coill, 

*S  cha  liib  a  choille  fo  d'  laimh, 

'S  cha  gheill  am  fraoch  anfhann  fein. — 

Ach  togaidh  gach  geug  an  ceann. 

Bi-sa  baigheil  rium-s',  a  ghaoth, 

Oir  tha  'n  aois  ort  fein  ro  theann. 

Cuir  lasair  ri  geug  do'n  ghallan, 
A  shealgair  coire  's  aille  snuadh. 
Tha  'n  oidhche  siubhal  o'n  ear, 

»  The  Author  of  this  Poem,  whose  name  is  Douthal, 
was  both  a  Chief  and  a  Bard  of  great  repute.  The  accounts 
which  tradition  gives  of  him  are  various;  but  the  most 
probable  makes  him  tJie  Poet  of  Mordubh,  King  of  the 
Caledonians.  A  fragment  of  this  Poem  has  been  published 
in  Gillies'  Collection,  in  two  Parts,  consistingof  the  First, 
and  nearly  half  the  Second  Part.  It  is  now  given  in  three 
Parts  entire  ;  and  differs  not  materially  from  the  Transla- 
tion  given  in  "  Clark's  Caledonian  Bards"— a  small  Volume 
published  in  the  last  century. 


Tha  ghrian  a'  critheadh  's  an  iar. 

D'fhosgail  eilean  Fhlaitheis  sa'  chuan, 

Tri  uairean  dorsan  nan  nial, 

A  glaodhaich,  "  Dean  cabhag  thar  a  chuain 

Le  d'  chuach-fhalt  aluinn,  a  ghrian." 

Tha  neoil  diibh  siubhlach  na  h-oidhche, 

Gun  aoibhneas  air  chiil  nan  tonn  ; 

'S  trie  iad  ag  amharc  do  thriall, 

A  ghnuis  aluinn  tha  'g  astar  o'n  ear. 

Ach  eiribh  le  'r  sgiathan  o'n  chuan, 

A  neoil  dborch  nan  iomadh  gruaim. 

Tha  sgàilean  nan  sonn  o  shean, 

Tabhairt  cuireadh  do'n  ghrein  gu  flath  innis.^ 

Beannachd  le  ribhinn  chiùin  do  ruin, 
Buaidh  le  d'  shaigheid  air  gach  beinn, 
A  shealgair,  tha  tabhairt  dhomh  treòir, 
'S  mi  leointe  fo  laimh  na  h-aois' ! 
Ach  suidh  thusa  ann  am  uaimh, 
A's  eisd  ri  tuasaid  ghaoth  a's  chrag  ; 
Innsidh  mi  dhut  sgeul  is  mor  brigh, 
Air  suinn  tha  sinte  fo'n  lie : 
'S  taitneach  na  smaointean  a  thriall ; 
'S  miannach  dreach  nam  bliadhna  dh-fhalbh  ! 
Pill  thusa,  m'  oige,  le  t-uile  ghniomh, 
A's  feuch  do  m'  anam  bliadhn'  mo  neirt ; 
Feuch  gach  cath  's  na  bhuail  mi  beum, 
A's  airm  nan  laoch  bha  treubhach  borb, 
Thugaibh  suil  o  neoil  'ur  suain. 
'Fheara  bha  cruaidh  anns  gach  cath, 
Cluiiinidh  'ur  clann  fuaim  'ur  cliii, 


*  The  Sun  was  supposed  to  sleep  in  Flath. innis.  the  Isle 
of  Heroes,  in  the  western  ocean.  The  human  mind  has 
been  in  every  age  ambitious  of  obtaining  a  happy  here, 
after.  The  Kelts,  indulging  in  this  pleasant  presentiment, 
sent  the  ghosts  of  their  departed  friends  to  this  imaginary 
paradise. 


SAU-OBAlll  NAM  BARU  UALLACll. 


'S  tlii^  dilendh  nil  hiM  ^ii  làr. 

TliH  in'  uiiaiit  Ik  soillsraclmilli  li>  ^iiioiiih, 

Nam  bliadhnu  (lli-fhiilWIi,  a's  iiach  pill. 

Dh-fhalaich  n  glicahK^li  n  ccaiiti, 
liha  cadal  rciilltaii  air  rliiil  iicoil  ; 
Cabhai;  ^haoth  a's  chuan  o  c-hiaii, 
Bu  gharbh  an  cnth  'bha  ndar  Htuaidli, 
A's  silcadh  ^liailblicacli  nan  k<»>iii', 
N  uair  dli'  cirich  co-sliainhla  Sliailinhoir,* 
O  leabaidh  (hunir  sa'  ghnrbh  chuan  ; 
A  siubhal  air  bharraihh  nan  stua^h, 
*8  a  ^liaoth'  rur  nicaiibii  (diatli  inii'n  cuairt, 
J)ir  eirich  mac  an  aoij;  air  sgiath 
Nh  h-osaig,  |;u  gruaidh  Chraifjmhoir; 
'S  bha  aiiail  fhiadhairh  nan  nial, 
Atj  t'iridh  ma  shleaj^h  gun  ghuin. 
Ag  amharc  anuas  o  leabaidh  t'huair, 
Bu  rahor  a  bridh  a  bha   'na  ghuth  : 
"  Duisgibh  !  chlann  Alba  nam  buadh, 
'S  garbh  colg  "  ur  naimhdoan  o  thuath  ; 
A'  gluasad  air  bharraibh  nan  tonn, 
Tha  clanna  Lochluinnf  nan  lom  long. 
Eiribh  !  chlann  Alba  nam  buadh, 
'S  mor  neart  ur  naimhdean  o  thuath." 
Air  sgiath  na  h-osaige  tuair' 
Dh-tiialbh  mac  na  h-oidhche  gu  luath. 

\  Liùh  an  darach  garbh  fo  chasan, 

~  'S  chrith  gach  gallan  roi'  fheirg. 
"  Tionailibh  ino  shuinn  o'n  t-seilg," 
Thubbairt  Ceann-feadhna  na  h-Alba, 
"  Soillsichibh  srad  air  Druim-Feinne, 
A's  thig  mo  laoich  o  ghruaidh  gach  beinne." 
Labhair  Mordubh,  Righ  nan  srath, 
'S  lionar  crag  tha  'g  innseadh  sgeil. 
Chuala  clann  a  chath  am  fonn, 
A's  leum  iomadh  lann  ghlas  amach. 
Dh'  eirich  a  mhadainn  san  ear, 
A's  dh'  iarr  i  air  sian  gailbheach  gluasad. 
B'  àluinn,  maiseach,  fiamh  na  greine 
Tigh'nn  amach  gu  ciùin  o'n  chuan  ; 
'  Boillsgeadh  a  gathan  air  airm 
Nan  laoch  mòr-bhuadhach  anns  gach  cath. 

Air  adhart  dh'  eirich  Ciabh-ghlas  treuii,    \ 
A's  iomadh  sleagh  air  chul  Cheann-aird, 
Tha  Treunmor  a  tional  a  shluaigh  ; 
'S  c'uim'am  bi  Mordal  air  dheireadh. 
Labhair  Ciabh-ghlas,  bu  mhor  aois, 
*'  Co  chunnaic  Sunar  o  thuath  ? 
Am  beil  e  togail  iomadh  sleagh  ? 

*  Tradition  says  that  Salmor  was  drowned  in  passing 
from  the  mainland  to  his  own  house  in  one  of  the  Hebrides, 
on  hearing  that  his  wife  was  taken  prisoner,  and  his  lands 
laid  waste  by  Tuthmar,  a  Chief  of  Norway,  whose  father 
Salmor  is  said  to  have  killed  in  battle. 

f  The  Lochlins,  signify  in  Gaelic  T/ic  Descendant  of 
the  Ocean,  and  comprehend  all  the  Northern  Nations  who 
invaded  the  Caledonians. 


Thug  mi  fein  am  òig  air  buait^Ii. 

(m;  lann  mi'ii  diii^h  atins  a  cliatli, 

Bha  ini'n  sin  gu  neartar  cruaidh. 

"  Ni  in'  !»'il  a  d'  neart,  no  d'  chniadal  fftun." 

'I'liuirt  iMac-('orblMii  bu  bli«>ag  cliù, 

"  'S  tr*>un  mi-auiiiach,  Sunar  o  thuath. 

Tha  gathan  na  greine  a   leum 

Mu'n  cuairt  a  dh'  cidendh  an  t-aeoid. 

'i'lia  Miinn  gharbh  nt>art.ir  ri  lliacdih, 

Is  ard  a  choille  tha  liiliadli  fo  chasan.  \ 

Tha  creagau  Thlr-mhoir  beag  fo  cheum, 

'8  trom  colgar,  gailbheach  righ  Lochluinn, 

'S  cha  toir  Siol  Alb'  air  buaidh." 

ClAIiH-GlILAS. 

«*  Imich  thus'  a  ghealtaire  chlaoin 
Gu  aiseiridh  shàmliach  nam  ban. 
Tha  t'  anam  air  chrith  mar  dhuille  uaine, 
A  ghluaiseas  roimh  anail  nan  speur, 
Mar  thuiteas  i  roi'  fhuachd  a  gheamhraidh, 
Teich  thusa  o  na  naimhdean  borb  : 
Ach  is  ioma'  craobh  gharbh  sa  bheinn  so 
A  sheasas  'n  uair  is  gailbheach  sian. 
Is  trie  thainig  naimhdean  o  thuath, 
Ach  buannachd  cha  tug  iad  riamh. 
Imich  thuse  mhic  gun  chliù, 
Gu  aiseiridh  chuil  nan  daoine  crion'. 
Mur  biodh  aige-sau  tha  gun  chliù, 
Naimhdean  nach  bu  mho  na  thu, 
B'  aobhar  eagail  nach  b'  fhiù  dha 
Airm  a  rusgadh  sa  chath. 
A  feith  air  Clainn  Lochluinn  o  thuath, 
Bi  'n  cruaidh  lannan  fuilteach  o'n  taubh. 
Chualas  t'  fhacail  bu  bheag  stà, 
A  mhic  an  ardain  tog  do  ghath." 

Dh'  eirich  da  shleagh  gu  h-àrd — 
Bha  rusgadh  lann  air  gach  taobh. 
Dhuisg  anis  neart  na  h-Alba, 
Chum  garbh  chath  thabhairt  dh'i  fein  : 
Ach,  thainig  sgiath  laidir  an  t-sluaigh, 
Righ  àluinn  Albainn  a  nuas, 
Le  corruich  mhor,  's  le  trom  ghruaim, 
Dh'  amhairc  e  air  na  suinn  Ian  fuath. 
Bha  shuil  gu  fiadhaich  ag  siubhal, 
Gu  dubhach  o  fhear  gu  fear ; 
Air  eagal  gu  tuiteadh  an  sluagh, 
Borb  luath  ag  imeachd  bha  ghuth  : 
"  Na  ruisgeadh  lann  a  chloinn  na  fairge, 
Na  canaibh  gu  leag  sibh  sinn. 
Is  trie  dh'  eirich  sleagh  ur  'n  athraiche ; 
Is  lionar  an  cill  air  ar  tràigh  ; 
Ach  's  aoibhinn  duibhs',  a  chlann  Lochluinn> 
Leagar  Alba  le  h-airm  fein  !" 

Lan  inaslaidh  bho  fheirg  an  righ, 
Shiubhail  na  laoich  a  dhuisg  an  stri ; 


MOIIDUIHI. 


Mar  <11ki  nctil  tlia  siublial  air  earn, 

'Nuiiir  ishiiiltlilas  a  gtirian  air  iniri  dhriuchd  : 

Dubliach  1i!ia  na  ^Iìiiu  roi  'ii  ceuin, 

Ag  ainliarc  an  tighhin  an  deoir  nan  speur. 

Cha  'n  tiiiii  leo  an  cnocaii  crion, 

Tha  triall  chum  grnaidh  Ard-chraijj. 

Mar  sin  a  shiubhlas  na  sitinn, 

An  coinneamh  a  naimhdean  borb. 

Air  adiiart  tha  ceuin  rii^h  Alba, 

Mar  gharbJi  chraig  an  aghaidh  tuinn  mhoir, 

'N  uair  chruinnicheas  na  stuaidh, 

A  tabhairt  garbh  chath  do  thullte. 

Mar  ghaoth  oidhchc  shiubhlas  air  speur, 
Thainig  clann  Lochluinn  nan  sleagh  ; 
Cha  siubhail  osag  na  h-aonar, 
'S  ann  cotnhla  tha  dubh  ghruaim  nan  sian. 
Dh'  eirich  airm  Albainn  gu  h-ard. 
Mar  thairncanach  tha  gairm  nan  cnoc ; 
Alar  thuiteas  da  chlach  o  bheinn  aird, 
'S  Jad  tachairt  air  ùrlar  a  ghlirin'. 
Mar  sin  bha  toiseach  garbh  a  chath', 
Js  iomadh  nàmh  a  thuit  leinn. 
I3ha  uainhann  a  bhlair  air  an  fhraoch— 
Bha  tuilte  fala  mu  shleagh  Cheann-ard  ; 
B'  iomadh  crevibhag  a  lot    Mordal — 
Bu  chruaidh,  borb,  flathail,  gach  fear, 
Ach  CO  b'  urrainn  seasadh  roi'  cheud  ? 
Chunnaic  an  Righ  ar  ceum  air  ais; 
Las  anam  a  ghaisgich  le  feirg, 
'S  àllt  dearg  a  leanailt  a  shleagha  ; 
Bha  taibhsean  a  naimhdean  rau'n  cuaiit, 
Ach  fad'  uaith  fein  bha  na  laoich. 
Thainig  e  mu  dheireadh  nan  deigh. 
Mar  thonn  a  tuiteam  o'n  chreig  ; 
'S  trie  a  dh'  iarr  an  fhairg  air  dircadli  — 
S  trie  a  thilg  an  stuadh  e  bho  bhonn  ; 
Tha  gàraich  a  cbomh-stri  garg, 
'S  am  barr  glas  briseadh  's  a  ghaoith, 

C  uime  tha  thu  gruamach  's  an  iar, 
A  ghrian  àluinn  ag  astar  nan  nial  ? 
Cha  b'  anfhann  na  suinn — 
Cha  do  theich  sinn  roi  'n  inheata. 
'S  trie  chuir  neoil  dhorch  smal  ort  fein, 
An  aimsir  ghailbheach  nan  sian. 
Ach  'n  uair  theid  fògradh  air  a  ghaoith, 
'S  thoid  caonnag  nan  speur  gu  taobh  ; 
*N  uair  bheir  thu  smachd  air  na  neoil, 
'S  a  ghlacas  a  ghaoth  air  do  laimh  ; 
'N  uair  sheallas  tu  oirne  nuas, 
'S  do  chuach  fhalt  aluinn  a  sniomh  ; 
'N  uair  bhios  fiamh  ghàir  air  do  ghnuis, 
'S  mòr  aoibhneas  'g  eideadh  gach  cnuic — 
'S  aigbearach  Icinn  do  bhuaidh  's  na  speuran, 
A's  beannaichidh  sinn  do  ghathan,  a  ghrian. 
Imich  gu  d'  leabaidh  le  ceòl, 
Thusa  tha  measg  nan  reuUtan  raùr  ; 


Bheir  sinne  buaidh  fathasd, 
Ged'  tha  sinn  a  nochd  to  k-ùu. 

An  Dara  h-Earra  n.v. 

Tri  uairean  chrath  an  oidhclio 
A  sgiath  dubh,  cheòthach,  '»  an  ear  ; 
Tri  uairean  sheall  na  reulltan, 
Mar  neoil  ghruamach  nan  speur. 
Bha  osnadh  thamailtc  nan  laoch,    1 
'S  a  ghaoith  ag  astar  nan  earn  ; 
Bha  co-shamhla  nan  sonn  o  shean, 
Le  corruich  ag  siubhal  nam  beann. 
Chualas  trom  osnaidh  nam  inarbh, 
'S  b'  anfhann  an  guth  's  na  neoil; 
Chuimhnich  sinne  gaisg'  an  lamb, 
A's  ghabh  sinn  tamailte  mhòr. 

Air  ard-chraig  dh'  amhairc  an  righ, 
'S  lionar  gaisgeach  bha  fo  ghruaim  ; 
Bha  'n  smaointean  soillear  dha  fein, 
A's  labhair  e  le  briathraibh  eruaidh. 
Air  cuis  'n  uair  laidheas  gruaim, 
Theid  fuadach  an  cridhe  crion, 
'S  theid  fir  fhann  gu  luath  fo  dhion ; 
Togaidh  an  calma  cheann  roi  'ghailleanii; 
'S  cha  bhi  fiamh  taise  na  ghnuis. 
Tha  ceuman  nan  sian  's  an  doire, 
'S  cha  liib  an  darach  a  ghliin. 
Abraibh  sibhse  Chinn-fheadhna, 
An  tainig  sinn  o  dhaoine  crion  ! 
An  ann  do  gbeuga  fann  ar  sleagh  ? 
O  dharach  Alba  nam  mor  ghniomb, 
'S  trie  thainig  naimhdean  o  thuath, 
'S  c'uin  a  theich  ar  sinnsir  gun  bhuaidh  ? 
An  geill  sibhse  do  chloinn  na  fairge, 
Far  am  b'  àbhaist  taiblise  nan  naimhdean 
Leum  bho  osaig  gu  h-osaig, 
Le  trom  osnadh  bhròin  nam  marbh  ? 
Tha  chlach  ud  le  mointich  liath 
A  cumaii  cuimhne  air  treun  laoich, 
Ag  radh,  "  Cha  do  theich  ar  n'  athraichc  riamh, 
P'hearanh  leanaibh  dian  an  lorg  !" 

Ag  eisdeachd  ri  briathran  an  righ, 
Bu  dubhach  bha  na  suinn  mu'n  cuairt. 
Ag  amharc  claidheamh,  sgiath,  a's  sleagh, 
'S  le  facail  gun  bhrigh  ann  a  chluais. 

Sheas  Morcheann,  Triath  Allt-duibh, 
Tri  uairean  chrath  e  sgiath, 
Tri  uairean  bhuail  e  an  darach  ; 
"  Ainmic  bha  mo  bhuilleaii  fann. 
Ainmic  fhuair  mo  naimhdean  buaidh  ; 
Ge  d'  thug  bliadhn'  air  falhli  mo  neart, 
Ni  'm  beil  gealtachd  am  ghruaidh. 
Shaoil  leam  gu'n  togadh  mo  mhac 
Mo  leac,  's  gu  caireadh  e  mo  cheann. 
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C'haoidh  ni  'n  tojjnr  s^liith,  no  lenc 

ii«>  oi^nir  tliithail  nan  (I«-hh  Iuiim, 

Bha  clu'uin  nir  ndhart  hh  cliatli  : 

Ach  <!'  fliuillif;  jjach  caraiil  um   ii  cuiiirt. 

liììii  ioinadli  iiainliaid  iia  Ntii  ; 

'S  thiiit  an  laoch  roi'  mhiln  sliiai>,'h." 

**  Beannachd*'  ars  an  ri^h,  "  do'n  laocli, 

Ach  na  aoiiar  ni  'ni  faod  <*  talhli  ; 

Tlifid  (^■alltl•f*■adlllla  nociid  na  lori;  ; 

'S  dui'cli  do  chui^rich  tauih  nam  niarbli." 

Ghlac  Otjan  INIac-Chorbuidh  a  si^iath, 
An  dioniliainn  duinn  gu  eiridli  ^ri-in' 
Nan'  dean  sibh  teathainh  da'r  luchd  mi  ruin  ? 
An  sin  do  labhair  Ceannavd  treun, 
'S  trie  thug  siol  Albainn  an  t-slig«  chiuin  ; 
Ach  c'  uin  a  thainig  bas  air  coigrich, 
'N  uair  a  thachair  iad  le  mCiirn  ? 
Is  treubhach,  maiseach,  linn  Lochluinn, 
A's  buinig  sinn  fòs  ar  cliCi. 
Ciod  uime  thuiteamaid  mar  neul, 
Thig  le  sgleo  bho  Jinne  bhuirn, 
A  snamh  as  air  bharraibh  nam  beann, 
'N  uair  chaidhleas  a  ghealach  fo  shuain, 
'S  a  chrathas  gailionn  clachan  trom', 
'S  fiamh  eagail  air  rionnag  nan  sian  ? 
Crathaidh  mhadainn  a  ceann  's  an  ear, 
'S  eiridh  a  ghrian  le  cuach-fhalt  ciuin  ; 
Biodh  solus  a  gath'  air  gach  sgiath, 
'S  bas  a  gearradh  airm  gach  suinn. 

A  cur  air  sgiath  Dhunairm, 
Deir  Morfhalt,*-  fanaibh  gach  laoch, 
Air  an  tog  lamh  mhin-gheal  leac, 
Ach  laidhidh  mise  nochd  air  fraoch. 
Cha  bhi  deoir  air  gruaidh  am  dheigh  — 
Cha  'n  eirich  clach  le  mo  chliù — 
Cha  'n  abair  athair — "  mo  mbac," 
No  gruagach — "  mo  chreach,  mo  ruin  !" 
Lot  mo  shaighead  uchd  na  ribhinn, 
Bha  tlachdar  thar  mhile  mnà. 
Bha  full  mo  chairdean  ag  cur  smuid, 
Dheth  na  h-airm  dhu'-gborm  'n  am  laimh  ; 
Bu  naimhdean  a  dh'-Alba,  m'athraiche, 
Aig  High  Lochluinn,  b'  ainmeil  iad. 
B'aite  leam  siubhal  na  fairge, 
Thog  sia  gaisgich  bhorb  mo  bhreid. 
Thainig  gaoth  le  cabhaig  o  thuath, 
'S  thog  na  stuaidh  le  feirg  an  druim  ; 
Bha  meanbh  chathadh  g-eiridh  mu'n  cuairt, 
S  neoil  ghruamach  ag  astar  os-cinn. 
Dh'  eirich  Albainn  air  bharr  tuinn, 


*  Morfbalt  was  a  Scandinavian.  His  history,  as  given 
by  himself,  is  full  of  the  most  affecting  incidents.  His 
character  is  distinguished  by  valour  in  the  highest  degree, 
and  unshaken  fidelity,  to  the  Chief  of  Dunarm,  who  so 
hospitably  received  him  on  landing  in  Scotland,  and  to 
whom  he  occasioned  the  greatest  misfortune— the  loss  of 
his  family ! 


\S  chrntii  pnch  doir'  an  ciabh  le  f.'iilte. 

liba  sli'ibbtcan  ^ònn  ^u  ciMtiinbor,  binn, 

Lucathadh  inÌ!i  bho  cheann  nr  bare. 

Be  Dunairm  ri'ann-ui^he  nan  coigieach, 

A'k  Hhiii  an  ('eannard  ^asd'  a  lamh. 

'S  e  beatlia  claim  Lochluinn  an  Albainn, 

'N  uair  bhioM  meirg  tiochaidh  air  an  lamh, 

'S  lionar  ar  fcidh,  a's  Ian  ar  hligean  ; 

'8  tha  diu  as  uiisneacb    n  ar  sgful  ; 

*S  c'uime  cbitear  i^ruaim  air  coigreach  ? 

Chaidh  surd  le  sòltis  air  cuirm  ; 

B'  aoibhinn  leinn  cùinbradh  ar  sith  ; 

'S  bheannaich  sinn  naimhdean  ar  tir  ! 

Mar  gbath  greitie  air  madainn  chiuin, 
'N  uair  chromar  le  driuclul  gach  geug, 
Bha  Min-bhiis  an  talla  na  mùirn, 
A's  iomadh  laoch  toirt  suil  na  deigh  ; 
Ach,  thug  i  a  run  do  Mhorfhalt. 
Agam  cha  robh  sliabh  no  suinn  ;      » 
Bha  mi  am  aonar  sa  chath, 
Thuit  naimhdean  Lochluinn  le  m'  laimh— 
Thuit,  's  cha  d'  eirich  mo  chliù. 
Imich  thusa,  ars'  an  oigh, 
Gu  cathaibh  righrean  cein  ; 
Lireadh  do  chliu-sa  fad  as, 
A's  duinnidh  Mìn-bhàs  an  sgeul. 
liaineas  righ  Lirinn  nan  sleagh, 
A's  thuit  a  naimhdean  le  m'  lainn  ; 
Sheinn  am  bard,  as  tad'  thar  chuan 
Chualas  m'  iomradh  gu  fial. 
B'  fhaoilidh  oighean  Innse-fail, 
Le  'n  lamhan  min-gheala  caoin, 
Komham  gu  furanach  fial, 
Ach  ni  'n  d'  fhuair  a  h-aon  mo  ghradh. 
'N  tra  thraoigh  fearg,  's  a  phill  sith, 
Phill  mi  gu  oigh  nam  bas  min. 
*N  uair  dh'  eirich  Dunairm  gu  h-ard, 
Bha  ghrian  na  tamh  an  cluain  seamh, 
'S  a  ghealach  a  siubhal  gu  luath 
O  nial  gu  nial  le  baoisge  geal — 
Thainig  guth  air  osaig  na  hoidhiche, 
O  chirb  an  doire  ud  thall, 
Mar  ghuth  na  maidne  cubhraidli, 
Air  aiseag  gu  m'  chluais  gu  min  mall : 
*'  Imich,  's  ma  thuiteas  tu  ghraidh, 
Mo  shuilean  bi'dh  silteach  gach  tra." 
Chrith  m'anam  le  eagal  am  cliabh, 
Mar  nach  robh  e  roimhe  riamb. 
Chunnacas  Min-bhas  nan  gaol 
Le  àrmunn  gasda  ri  taobli. 
Lùb  mi  'n  tiubhar,  ag  radh — 
"  A  shaighead  ruig  cridhe  na  ceilg" 
Nior  rachadh  an  laoch  an  cein, 
A  bhuidhean  cliii  do  chridbe  'n  ardain. 
Rainig  an  guin  nimhe  a  taobh, 
A's  chlaon  an  oigh-mhin  air  torn. 
Bha  cuach-fhalt  dearg  le  fuil, 


MORDUBH. 


A's  dh'imich  a  h-osnadh  air  osaig  ria  h-oidhche. 

Cion  a  thainig  guin  an  auig  ?" 

Thiiirt  an  laoch,  le  gnth  ard, 

•*  O  laimh  an  Ihir  nach  bu  tais," 

A's  thog  mi  an  t-sleàgh  am  laimh. 

A  mhacain  na  h-uidiichc  uaignidli, 

Thuirt  an  t-òg  1«  mor  ioghnadh, 

"  Tha  neart  a  d'  laimh,  a  ghaisgich 

'N  uaii*  is  taoin  do  nùmh. 

Ntor  thog  an  gaisgeach  a  shleagh, 

Le  cridhe  gun  adhadh,  gun  ghean. 

Falbhaidh  do  thaibhse  duaichnidh, 

Le  macaibh  na  gaoithe  duibh' ; 

Far  nach  tog  do  lamhan  lann, 

'S  nach  guin  do  shaighead  cridhe  gaoil." 

IV  fhad  a  ghreis  thug  sinn, 
Cha  chualas  Mìn-bhàs  le  gàir  airm  : 
Thuit  a  shleagh  o  laimh  mo  namh  ; 
A's  chlaon  e  fadheoigh  air  an  t'hraocn. 
Thainig  a  ghealach  o  neoil  ; 
A's  chunnacas  mo  charaid  na  fhuil. 
"  An  do  thuit  thu,  bhrathair  ghaoil?" 
Thuirt  an  òigh,  's  an  t-aog  na  beul 
"  'S  nach  faic  t-athair  thu  pilleadh  o  n  t-seilg  ?" 

O  !   IMhorfhuilt  an  tir  chein, 
C'aite  an  eirich  do  shleagh  ? 
Cha  chluinn  thu  guth  mo  bhrathar  fein, 
Cur  fàilt  ort  tille  le  d'  chliii. 
Ach  uair  eiginn  thig  an  laoch, 
A's  togaidh  e  'n  uaigh  da  ruin. 
Tharuinn  mi  'n  t-saighead  o'n  chreuchd— 
S  a  h-uchd  min-gheal  air  a  lot  ! 
A's  shil  mo  dheoir  le  biaonaibh  fala 
Na  h-ighinn,  's  a  suilean  a  plosgadh 
N  uair  chun'  i  lamh  Mhorfhuilt  na  full, 
'Sgread  i  mar  thannasg,  a's  theich 
A  taibhse  air  neulaibh  na  gealaich. 
Ceithir  chlachan  le  'n  còinnteich  liath 
Thogadh  sud  mu  uaigh  an  laoich  : 
Ga  choir  sin  an  suain  na  tùmh, 
Tha  'n  ribhinn  bu  ghile  taobh. 

Sileadh  oighean  deoir  a  bhroin  ; 
A's  seinnidh  na  h-eoin  gu  tiamhaidh 
Mu  dhoire  nan  neultan  dorcha. 
Re  na  h-oidhche  ag  eisdeachd  na  gaoith', 
Bha  neoil  dhubh  dol  tharum  luath  ; 
A's  clann  an  adhair,  gu  d'  theich 
Le  mor  gheilt,  toirt  dhomh-sa  fuath ! 
Tha  Ceannard  Dhunairm  na  onar, 
Ri  bron,  's  a  sileadh  dheur  ; 
Air  uairbh  thig  e  gan  coir  ; 
A's  cluinnear  a  leon  air  a  ghaoith. 
Cha  tog  es-an  a  shleagh  ni  's  mo, 
Ach  coirinichidh  a  namh  ma  shleagh. 
Thuit  Mac  Dhunairm  le  ra'  laimh  — 


Thuit  Min>bh&s  fo  dhaillre  na  gealaich. 
An  re  na  gealaiche  nuaidh, 
Theid  mi  an  caramh  an  t-sluaigli. 
Cha  'n  eil  mùirn  an  talla  Dhurtairm, 
Theid  mi,  a  righ  ;  ach  ni'  m  pill  ; 
Siubhiaidh  mi  mar  ghruaim  nan  speur, 
A  sheideas  gu  cruaidh  air  an  raon, 
'N  tra  sheargas  na  luilthean  inaoth, 
Le  aiiail  fhuar  na  h-eigh-reotha. 
Laidh  ati  damh  aig  steigh  na  carraige  ; 
'S  tha  eunlaidh  luath  gun  cheòl. 
Tha'  n  darach  gun  duilleach  uaine. 
Tha  cirb  an  doire  ri  crathadh  ; 
A's  sian  an  adhair  ga  ghluasad. 
Theid  an  duine  ga  theach, 
O  fhearg  na  doinione  fuair' ; 
Ach  seallaidh  athair  na  soillse 
Air  na  raoin,  's  iad  brònach. 
Dearsaidh  a  chiabhan  le  maise  ; 
A's  fògraidh  se  namhaid  nan  luibh  ; 
Crathaidh  na  cnuic  an  gruaim  air  I'albh, 
'S  ni  fàilte  ris  a  dol  seach. 

Suidhibh  sibhse  so  gu  la, 
A  Cheann-f»*adha  nan  slogh, 
A's  tuitidh  mise  am  aonar, 
A  measg  ur  naimhdean  is  geur  colg  ; 
Nach  abrar,  "  Nach  toir  sibh  buaidh. 
Chiona  gu'm  beil  mi  fhein  na'r  measg." 

*'  'S  muladach  do  sgeul  r'a  luadh, 
A  Mhorfhuilt,"  se  thuirt  an  Righ, 
"  Ach  ni  'n  tuit  thu  ad'  aonar  sa  chath, 
'S  clann  Alba  an  so  na'n  suain. 
Mar  dhealan  thu  an  am  na  stii,  . 

Ach  coigil  do  chairdean  a  Mhorfhuilt,    k-t--^  -i^  ' 
Tuitidh  fadheireadh  an  treun, 
Treigidh  samhradh  an  àidh, 
'S  thig  geamradh  le  ghruaim  gun  bhàidh. 
Bha  Min-bhas  am  madainn  a  h-òige, 
Mar  dheo  greine  am  barraibh  ogain  ; 
'S  CO  dheanadh  còmhrag  na  flieirg, 
Ri  mac  Dhunairm  a  bha  garg  ? 
Cha  do  laidh  e  gun  a  chliii, 
Anns  a  chria'-thaigh  chumhann  chaol. 
Gu  b'  iomràiteach  a  ghaisge,  's  an  dan, 
Sheinn  na  baird  gu  blasda  binn. 
Ach  tha  sleagh  t-athar,  a  Mhorfhuilt, 
Vo  smal  an  ad'  lamh  sa  'n  uairs'  ; 
Cha  tog  thu  i  'n  aghaidh  ar  namh — 
Cha  bhi  full  t-athar  air  do  chruaidh." 

'S  1  sleagb  Cheannaird  Dhuinaiiin, 
A  tha  dearg  le  fuil  a  namh. 
Cha  togar  ma  lann  sa  chath, 
Tha  i  *sinte  Ihimh'  ri  in'  ghradh. 

»  The  ancient  custom  of  Inyin?  the  implements  of  war, 
and  of  the  chase,  in  the  grave  with  the  fallen  liiro,  ha« 
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Bu  ladair  an  lamli  u  li()l)h       ,   ■•'  \ 

An  t-HJea^h  so  a  tli'  ajjuin  fhoin  ; 

Ach  tliH  V.  cuiinliiMul  nil  taililisi', 

A  tiirt'i^  iiaitli  ail*  raoii  iiii  nial. 

'S  an  tuii*  u  iiaiinlide  Ituuidh, 

Air  uiliair  an  l.ii  a  slicaii  ai)is  ? 

Chu  toil' — 's  e  iia  rliiulitiaii  iiath, 

()  righ,  'n  tia  thogaiu-sa  shleagti. 

A's  tog  e  a  laoich  \f.  huaidh, 
Arsa  Ccaiiiiaid  Imi  niiiòr  cliìi, 
Ach,  eìsd  ri  triiaij^hean  is  inò. 
13ha  mo  thuireadli  sa  faraoii, 
Airson  Aiiinir  a  chaidh  -.wg  ; 
Ach  ni'n  toir  acain,  no  bròii, 
Air  ais  dhuinii  an  dream  tha  fo'n  fliod. 
13u  nihaiseach  air  sliabh  Ciilàluinn, 
Ainnir  nan  lamh  geala,  caoin  ; 
Dubh  mar  fhitlieach  bha  a  fait, 
*S  bha  brohich  mar  eal'  air  caol. 
Thigeadh  smal  air  dearsadh,  gach  òigh', 
An  lathair  nigh'n  Shonmhoir  nan  rath 
Gu'in  b'  aluinn  mathair  mo  chloinne! 
A  bha  fonnar  an  talla  a  chiul. 
'J'hainig  nighean  Aonair  nan  Sleagh, 
Da'n  robh  mo  run  an  tùs  m'  oige  ; 
'S  ghabh  a  suil  bii  mhor  goin, 
Cuh\luinn,  am  maise  mnà. 
Na  h-aonar  fhuair  i  mo  run, 
A's  labhair  i  rithe  am  foil  ; 
Nach  ionmliuinn  siubhal'  an  lò, 
'S  cubhraidh'  Chuihiluinn  am  beith. 
Tha  lir  na  seilg  air  beanntaibh  cian  ; 
Thràigh  a  mhuir  fada  null, 
Fagail  a  carraige  sa  ghaoith  btdàth. 
A  nighean  Shailmhoir  nam  bus  min 
liachamaid  siar  gun  dàil. 
Chaidii  iad  tro  choille  nan  crann, 
'S  fo  charraig  àird  mu'n  iadh  an  cuan, 
Chaidil  Culaluinn  bu  gheal  snudh. 
Cheangail  a  ghuiueid  mhnà 
A  fait  amiagach  grinn, 
Ka  dhuail  ri  feamainn  nan  tonn  ; 
A's  thill  i  uaipe,  cridhe  ba!  ^,  \Aaa^''     I 

Le  h-aighear  mu  giiiomh  nach  àdh.  \ 

Tbain  an  fJiairge  tonn  air  thonn, 
A's  dhuisg  Culàluinn  d  suain, 
A's  b'  ioghna'  lea  ceangal  a  grnaige. 
O  fuasgail  mo  leadan,  a  ghraidh  ? 
Nach  truagh  leat  fhein  mi,  òigh  ! 
C  uime  bhuin  thu  rium  cho  ba, 
'S  mo  mhacaiii  aillidh  am  dheigh  ! 
Ì'  hreagair  mac  talla  nan  creug, 

been  observed  here  by  Moralt.  Abandoned  to  despair,  he 
probably  regarded  his  spear  as  of  no  further  use  to  him  ; 
and,  as  the  only  proof  he  could  give  of  his  affectioii  for  the 
deceased,  who  so  unfortunately  fell  by  his  hand,  ne  laid 
it  in  her  grave.  Dunarm,  being  weak  through  age,  gave 
him  his  own  s;>ear,  and  made  him  his  adopted  son. 


I 


Ach  bha  nighean  Aonair  iiaithc  cian. 
'i'hainig  tonn  baitcach  thar  sg«>ir, 
'S  na  dlM'i;;h  clia  rhiiahiH  u  h-cigh. 
D't'hagadh  i  na  (-odaibh-eiiii, 
'N  tra  threig  a  bhiiiim'  an  Nf^cir  ; 
Tri  trathan  dh'i  l)hi  mar  iinil. 
Air  aij^cal  na  mara  iid  Hbio.s. 

Acii  ni'n  tcannnnii  dhnt  gii  liràth, 
A  Ghuiueid,  do  bhrathair  baoth. 
'J'hiiit  an  laocli  It*  'm  ghtMir  hint), 
(ìcd'  dhion  e  mi  aon  uair  sa  cliath. 
Laiinh  rÌ8  ann  an  sur^ifn  sHairi^       J  4-vw«-^ 
I>aidh  thusa  a  b'  uabhraiche  gniomh  ; 
1h  minig  an  aisling  na  h-oidhche, 
'I'hig  do  thaibhse  le  droch  fhiamh. 
Ach  a  Ciiuil-àill  an  fhuilt  duibh, 
Is  ionmhuinn  learn  thus'  am  shnain  ! 
Thig  thu  gun  chith,  gun  cholg,  '"■  ^'  t 

'S  cha  shenn  fear  cuairt  do  cliòinhnaidh,    t-tv>^^ 
'N  tra  dh^  eireas  gealach  gun  smal. 
Is  minig  a  chluinnear  do  ghuth. 
Roi'  thighinn  na  doinionna  ghairbh'. 
Cluinnidh  am  maraich'  an  eigh, 
A's  gabhaidh  tamh  fo  sgeith  na  creige  ; 
A  coimbcad  nan  tonn  gun  bheud, 
Is  caomh  leis  eigh  nam  boghannan, 
Ged'  eireadh  iad  ard  san  duibhre  ! 
Ainhuil  a  thuit  mo  chaomh,  a  Mhorfhuilt, 
A's  dh'  eirich  mo  shleagh  le  buaidh  ; 
Cha  mhaireann  aon  ghràdh  air  thalamh, 
A's  leagar  mor  gbaisgeach  san  uaigh. 

Dh'  aithris  Ceannard  sgeula  bhròìn, 
'S  am  feacbd  bha  tosdach  trom  ! 
Uhruchadh  osnaidh  a'  chleibh, 
'N  tra  dh'  aithris  e  sgeula  na   truaighe. 
'San  doire  dbaillreach  bha  thamh, 
Cha  d'  ghluais  an  osag  am  fraoch  min  ; 
Cha  do  shiubhail  na  iieoil  thar  bheinn, 
'S  ni  'n  robh  sian  an  ciabh  nan  crag ; 
Bha  gach  crann  a's  lus  an  sith, 
A's  laidh  a  ghaoth  a  sios  gu  grad. 
Clod  tha  dearsadh  san  ear, 
Faoin  chruth  le  faite  gàire  ? 
Tha  ghealach  na  cadal  gu  seamh, 
'S  ni'm  beil  a  ghrian  a  tighin  air  faire. 
'S  i  oighe  an  ucbd  cbreuchdaich  a  th'  ann, 
Le  mile  solas  tighin'  na  deann. 
Min-bhas  gu  Mhorfhalt  an  tir  cbein, 
A  tha  giulan  sgeith  a  h-athar. 
Ni'm  beil  a  h-imeachd  am  feirg. 
Is  caomh  i  air  an  leirg  gu  h-ard. 
Cuir  fuadach  fo  smalan  na  h-oidhche, 
Tha  *reull  na  maidne  na  dearna  ; 
A  tighin'  mar  dhearsadh  am  moch  thrà, 
Toirt  fios  duinn  mu  eiridh  na  greine. 
%  Moidearg.mhadne. 


M0Ill)UI3II. 


C'  uìme  tha  t-imeachd  cho  luatli, 

Airinir  shiiairce  's  gile  giiùis  ? 

Ach  dh-fhax  thu  mhadaiiin  òg  'na  t-àite, 

Is  caomh  leth-dhcùlruch  do  ciiruth  ; 

Thar  biiadan  ceathaich  iia  leirge, 

A  dh-l'halbhas  ru'  eiridh  uu  gruine. 

An  Treas  Earran. 

I3ha  briseadh  na  fàire  's  an  ear, 
'S  theich  duibhre  air  sgiathan  luathais  : 
Dh'  imich  iia  reulltan  fad  as  ; 
'S  bha  ghrian  a  togail  a  cinii  àidh, 
'N  tra  thog  am  bàrd  a  ghuth. 

Chuir  Sunar,  Ceann-feadhna  nan  laoch, 
Tha  treun  mar  charraig  nan  tonn,  ■ 

Mar  chnoc  alr  thir-mor  nach  gluaisear, 
Mise  thugaibh,  shiol  nam  beanii. 
Tha  fhireiin  air  sgiathan  ro  threun  ; 
'S  tha  sheobhaig  ma  cheum  gu  luath  ; 
Bha  ITiithich  ma  loma  long  ! 
Air  imeachd  nan  cuaintean  raòr. 
An  tabhair  ceannard  na  tìr' 
A  shuinn  dhaibh  mar  chlosaich  ? 
Na  'n  tuit  e  sios  do'n  ghaisgeach, 
Ag  tabhairt  feidh  a  shleibhtean  ard  ? 
Uaibhse,  theich  o'n  chath, 
Tha  Siol  Lochluinn  nan  sleagh  gcur', 
Ag  iarraidh  freagairt  gu  grad. 

'S  ard  guth  Sbunar  gun  ag,         ) 
Fhilidh  dhàn  nan  ciabhan  liatha  : 
Tha  bhriathran  labhar  neo-mheat', 
A  chionn  nach  eil  a  naimhdean  lionmhor. 

Ach,  suidh  thus'  air  an  fhraoch, 
A  mhacain  nam  fonn  is  binn' ; 
A's  theid  an  t-slige  làn  mu'n  cuairt ; 
Cha  'n  eil  ar  fuath  air  clann  nam  foun; 
A's  pill  a  rithìsd,  gu  foil, 
Gil  Righ  Lochluinn,  a  ghlòir  nadi  àdh  ■, 
Innis  dha  gu'm  beil  eunlaidh  nan  sliabh, 
Air  sgiath  an  deis  an  creich  fein. 
Thigeadh  e  le  mhiltean  sloigh  ; 
Tha  neart  n'ar  cridhe-ne  'ta  mòr 

Chual  am  bard  briathran  an  High, 
A's  dh-fhalbh  e  'n  ardan  a  chri  : 
Bha  aithris  nan  taibhse  na  chuairt, 
O'n  chunnaic  e  'n  sluagh  a  thuit.* 
Mar  thig  an  doireann  bho  thuath, 

♦  The  bard,  leaving  the  adverse  host,  reflected  on  the 
high  spirit  of  either  army,  and  inferred  the  cflfects  that 
would  naturally  ensue.  Being  inspired  with  such  thoughts, 
he  looked  forward  with  a  prophetic  eye,  and  pronounced 
the  fall  of  the  people.  Hence  often  the  ground  of  belief 
in  the  second  sight. 


Le  gaoth  luath  a's  nialta  fliuch, 

A  tuirlinn  o  ghruaidhean  nam  beann, 

Nuas  air  aonach,  ghlinn,  a's  shiochd— 

Mar  sin  thaiiiig  Sunar  le  shuinn, 

I3ha  'n  Hgiathan  mar  nialaibh  na  h  oidhche- 

liha  'n  aghaidh  mar  reulltan  a'  lasadh, 

'S  na  plathanaibh  duibhreach,  nialach.    ■ 

Chaidh  neart  na  h-Alba  air  adhart, 
Mar  ghaillbheann  thonn  le  gàir, 
Tha  g'  imeachd  an  neart  nan  siuii, 
Tha  gluasad  o  chian  gu  h-àrd. 
Cluinnidh  am  maraiche  an  toirm, 
'S  le  fiamh  theid  e  na  dhàil, 
O  nach  urr'  e  nis  a  sheachnadh, 
Tha  'g  iomairt  air  aghaidh  na  bhàrc. 

Cia  mar  dh'aithriseam  fein 
Gniomhan  euchdach  'ur  n-arm  ? 
A  shealgair  Choirre-nan-stuc, 
Chunna'  do  shuil  Mor-chreag — 
A  tha  togail  a  chinn  gu  h-àrd, 
'S  a  gabhail  nan  nial  na  chiabh, 
O  mhulach  tha  tòirleum  a  nuas,  %^y 
Le  tailmrich  o  ghruaidh  na  craig,        ■, 
Sruth  laidir,  tha  siubhal  gu  luath, 
Gu  cuan,  o  aonach  a's  ghleann, 
'S  a  tuasaid  ri  buinne  na  fairge; 
Ach  bu  ghaire,  a  shealgair,  an  trod. 

Mar  lùbas  a  chuiseag  fhann, 
Fo  dhoinionn  na  h-àibheis  fuair', 
'N  uair  bhios  buaireas  thaibhse  dian, 
'S  na  siantan  uile  fo  ghruaim. 
Lùb  Siol  Lochluinn  gu  luath 
Roimh  Righ  Alba  nan  sluagh  air. 
Chunnaic  Sunar  e  tighin — 
A's  chrath  e  tri  uairean  a  shleagh. 
Ach  cratbaidh  tu  i  gu  faoin, 
A  mhic  Lochluinn  a  ghuth  aird. 
Mar  charraig  roi'  dhoineann  garhh, 
Tha  ceann-feadhna  na  h-Alba  an  tràs. 
Am  buinne  tha  neartar,  mear, 
Teichidh  roimh  aghaidh  gun  chail. 


"  Ach  an  do  theich  mise  riamh," 

'S  e  labhair  Righ  Lochluinn  nan  cliar.  U^fU*^ 

"  Mar  dhoinionn  an  adhair  mo  laimh, 

Cha  seas  na  beanntan  fein  le'n  colli, 
'S  le'n  staoaibh  cragach,  am  lathair. 

Air  an  fhairge  thug  mi  buaidh, 

'N  uair  le  feirge  do  sgaoil  an  cuan, 

Mu  fhearann  a's  fhonn,  ag  eigheach, 

Is  bheum  gach  rutha,  a's  sgeir  bheucach. 

Ach  's  faoin  a  labhair  thu,  chuain, 

Bhuirb  nan  stuadh-ghlasa  baoth  ? 

Nach  tug  mi  fein  ort  roimlie  buaidh  ? 

'S  an  seas  Ceannard  ant-sluaighso  ri  m'  thaobh  ?" 
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Sin  sanilmil  do  bhriitlhraihli  an  laouth. 
Ach,  chrithnu'))  an  talainti  iim'ii  cuairt, 
'N  tra  tliiit;  imi  ati  »li'a^liaii  ard  ; 
'i'hiiit  craohhaii  lo  in'  (ì'tMiuihacli  Ixniìnt', 
'S  chrith  crengan  fo  chnsan  nan  trt-nn? 
A'h  Ifuni  iad  (t'n  l«>al>aidli  ttiaimli. 
'S  ioniadli  (-luaidh  a  liha  a  triiaill, 
A's  Hai^lu'ad  u  siubhal  a  h-iubhar. 
]{ha  scoid  nfr  ninbaix  an  stri, 
'S  da  lijjii  a  jjli'ar'  (;<i  borb. 
Tbuit  K^iatli  Shnnair  ^mi  lar, 
'S  thar  a  shloijrh  tbuige  h?  tiamli  ; 
Thog  Mordubh  a  shleagh  gu  h- ard, 
Ach  chiin'  e  uclid  a  nainili  gnn  siiiath. 
l^ha  sinanintean  air  gnioinhan  euchd, 
A's  ghleidh  e  laimh  air  ais. 

Bha  Morfhalt  air  aghaidh  's  a  chath— 
Leis  tliuit  laoch  air  gach  buille 
Sheas  Ceann-feadhna  hho  thuath  an  cein  ; 
Bha  airde  mar  chraoibh  fo  blà. 
Dh'aom  clann  Alba  air  an  ais, 
O  sgcith  laidir  mar  stuadli  o  charraig, 
Amhuil  darag  aosda  nan  ard, 
*S  na  siantan  ri  corahstri  dhian. 
Ach  togaidh  tu  do  cheann  le  buaidh 
Tha  maiseach,  gun  bheud  o'n  stoirm  : 
Wu  d'  thimcheall  tha  dion  gach  uair  ; 
'S  thig  an  aealgair  o'n  fhuachd  a  d'  dhlùthas, 
A's  gheibh  e  dion  o'n  iunnrais  fhuair  : 
Mar  sin  tha  sgiath  an  laoich  da  shluagh. 
Thog  M or f holt  a  shleagh  gu  euchd, 
A's  ghabh  e'n  codhail  a  ghaisgich, 
'S  bu  ghabhaidh  còmhrag  nam  fear  bovb  ; 
Fhreagair  mac-talla  nan  creag 
Do  dh'  fhuaim  an  lannan  glas'  geura — 
Chuir  iad  coill  a's  fraoch  a  bun, 
Le  'n  casan  air  uilinn  an  t~sleibhe— 
A's  chrithnich  clanna  nan  crion, 
Ag  coimhead  ri  gniomh  nan  treun-fhear 


Is  mor  a  ghreia  a  thug  na  B«oid, 

'S  nn  Hloigh  a  coimhend  an  oiichdim  ; 

Ach  clilaon  ia<i  araoti  air  an  fbraocli, 

'S  (nil  chraobba(-b  a  ruitli  o'n  crtMicbdaibh. 

Sin  la1)hair  IMorfbolf,  na  uior  ghniomh, 
Cha'n  ciricli  mo  8hb-agh  ni  's  mo; 
'S  clia  niisgrar  nio  chniaidli  '»  u  chutli. 
Tha  aon  bliratliair  agani  iùs, 
MaH*  a  beò  e,  Soibha  treun, 
Sealgair  an  f'bcidli  air  Hunar  : 
iVIa  tituitcas  tu  b'is  gheibh  thu  cliù— 
Oir  cha  tnù  an  t-ùg  gun  mheang. 

An  do  thog  mi  mo  lamh,  'a  mo  lann, 
A  Mhorlbuilt,  a  t-aghaidh,  mo  bhrathair? 
A  sheul  an  tùs  dhomh  cieasan  lùgh  ; 
Ach,  ni  'n  t-sleagh  ni  's  mo. 
Fàram  lamh  mo  bhrathair  chaoimh, 
'S  gu  'n  curam  an  so  e  ri  m'  thaobh. 
Theid  sinn  le  cheile  air  chuairt, 
Gu  teach  ar  n'  athraichean  thug  buaidh; 
Biodh  ar  leabaidh  's  an  nial. 
An  ionadan  sian  nan  taibhse. 

Chual  an  sluagh  balbh  a  ghloir, 
'S  bu  mhor  am  bròn  air  son  an  laoich. 
Theich  Siol  Lochluirm  g'  an  cabhlach, 
A's  shil  dcoir  Mhordhuibh  mar  bhraon  ; 
I'hiU  e  air  ais  a  shuinn — 
Thog  iad  leac-lighe  gu  h-ard, 
A's  sheinn  am  bard  cliu  an  t-seiod. 
Tha  darag  aosda  na  choir, 
'S  na  mheuraibh  mor  tha  sranna  gbaoth  — 
Tha  dealan  an  adhair  mu'n  cuair;!;;, 
'S  cha  tig  fear  turais  na  dhàil — 
Seachnaidh  e  'n  t  iuil  nacli  àdh, 
An  aimsir  nan  reuUtan  cian — 
Tha  da  thaibhse  mu'n  Cuairt  an  còmhnaidh, 
Le  acain  bhròn  tha  siubhal  air  slantaibh. 


COLLATH. 


COLLATIL 


Tha  acain  am  aisling  neo-chaoiii  !* 
An  cadnl  do  lao{;h,  athair  ? 
Is  eagiil  leamsa  duinionn  chraidli  ; 
Tha  toirrn  gun  àdh  air  na  flathaibli. 


t 


Ciod  e,  Chollaith,  fa  t- acain  ? 
Arsa  Aosar  a  ghuth  bhinii. 


Chunnacas,  deir  e-san,  slige  gu  }i-òl, 
Do  fhuil  nàmh  o  dhortadh  lariii. 
B'  uamhann  do  m'  atiam  an  gniuinh  ! 
j.iCiod  c  bhrigh,  a  shiol  nan  ranu? 

Ach  *s  faoin  so  aisling  na  suain  ? 

Is  faoin  neo-bhuan  gach  uile  nl. 

Tuitidh  an  gaisgeach  treun  na  threis, 
'f^A's  aillteachd  gach  cruth  gu  crion. 

Mar  shruthas  blà  na  coill — 

Mar  thig  neul  daillreach  air  a  ghrein— 

Is  amhuil  sin  beatha  nam  beo  ! 

Cha  choigil  's  cha  chaomhain  sinn  send. 
i    Ach,  an  comhnuidh  dhomhs'  am  thanih  ? 
'     A  nihic  Chollaith,  mo  ghraidh,  ca'  beil  thu.-' 

Aoaa  mhic  mo  cheile  chaoimh  ! 
'     A  t-aonar  am  beil  thu  air  lear  ? 

Fair  an  lann  ud  air  an  eallachainn, 
I    Mac-samhailt  do  dhealan  nan  cath. 

Thog  Oglaoch  an  lann  so  g'a  liobh — 

Lann  m'  athraichean  an  gniomh  nan  rath. 

Is  iomadh  cath  a's  còmhrag  cruaidh 

Is  cuimhne  learn  a  bhi  le  buaidh. 

i 

J       Fhreagair  an  sin  Aosar  nan  dan, 
•    A  churaidh,  a  Chollaith  nam  buadh, 

C'uime — ma  bitheadh  t-inntinn  fo  phràmh — 

Bha  Oglaoch  mar  athraichean  treun, 
^  Curaidh  treubhach  e  's  a  chath, 

A'  mosgladh  air  faiche  nan  cruaidh. 

'S  e  bheireadh  buaidh  thar  mhile  flath. 

A's  aosda  lag  mi  nis  fo  bhròn, 
Thuirt  Collatb,  's  a  dheoir  a  ruith  ! 


*  Fonar,  the  Author  of  this  Poem,  lielonged  to  the 
illustrious  and  once  powerful  family  of  Collath.  He  ac- 
companieti  his  young  fiiend.  in  his  last  expedition,  to  res- 
cue Annir,  the  betrothed  bride  of  O^lach,  and  only  child 
of  Rutha,  whom  Ardan,  a  chief  of  a  distant  isle,  carried 
off  in  the  absence  of  her  friends.  Her  exquisite  beauty 
gained  her  many  admirers.  She  preferred  the  Son  of 
Collath.  By  their  mariiage  the  two  most  powerful 
families  of  Caledonia  would  have  been  united.  But  thrse 
hopes  were  never  to  be  realised.  1  he  I'oem  opens  with  a 
vision  of  Collath,  and  concludes  with  a  lament  of  the  fall  of 
the  race  of  Collath,  chief  of  Carrig.   It  is  partly  dramatic 


Tha  tuilte  dol  tharuinn  gu  dlù, 

A  c'  ait'  am  beil  m'  annsachd  fein  an  diugh. 

Gu  b'  ionmhuinn  thu  Oglaoich  threin, 

Mo  Icanabh  fein  a  b'  aille  cruth  ! 

Bha  thu  farm  roiinh  imeachd  do  iiàmh, 

'S  an  triall  mar  thoran  thar  Mealidubh  ; 

A's  thig  an  la  gun  teach,  gun  ùigh, 

Gun  talla,  gun  fhlathaibh,  gun  cheòl, 

'S  am  hi  Siol  Armuinn  fo  sprochd, 

Mar  fhaileas  ruiteach  tro'  neoil. 

Ach  's  diomhain  mo  thuireadh  gu  leir  ! 

Ciod  so  'm  fa  mu'm  beil  mo  chri 

Fo  bhruaillean  le  aisling  chruaidh  ? 

A  bualladh  gu  critheach,  gun  fhois, 

Mar  dhuilleach  roi  dhoinionn  's  na  cluanalbh. 

Fhreagair  mi  fhein  gu  seamh, 
A's  tloma  bhròin  ga  'm  chlaoi  ! 

"  Am  fanam.sa  so  am  thamh," 
Thuirt  Oglaoch,  "  's  mo  ghradh  am  dhi  ? 
Cha  chain  mi,  ars'  e-san,  mo  chliu, 
Ann  am  madainn  chaomh  na  h-oige. 
B'  eug-samhuil  na  h-armuinn  threuna, 
M'  athraiche  feile,  gun  ghiomh  : 
'S  ni  'm  fanamsa  so  gun  àdh, 
Mar  gheug  gun  duille  gun  bhlà  ; 
Bheir  mi  buaidh  air  ardan  fein, 
Neo  theid  mi  eug,  's  e  chual 
Mi,  as  tartar  a  cheum 
A  ruighinn  gu  h-eutrom  mo  chluas. 
Tha  '  cruth  caoin  mar  dheo  greine, 
'S  deirge  beul  no  bilibh  rois  ; 
Tha  h-anail  ni's  cubhraidh  na'n  suth, 
'S  a  guth  binn  mar  inneal  ceoil 
'S  i  's  aille  dealbh  de'n  t-sluagh, 
Bheireamsa  buaidh  da  trid  ! 
Aiteal  sill  is  gUine  snuadh, 
Ainnir  shuairce  's  igheann  righ. 
Mar  torchair  mi  'n  oigh  le  m'  lainn, 
Ni  mi  còdhail  rithe  thall. 
Mo  chridhe  tha  'g  eiridh  neo-throm, 
A  leumnaich  le  aiteas  am  chom  ! 
O  thaibhse  nan  treun  fhear,  a  tlireig, 
C  ait  an  comhnuidh  dhuibh  o'n  eug? 
An  comhnuidh  d'  ur  n'  anma  an  adh, 
Gun  cheo  na  Lanna,  no  blàr  ? 
Gach  fiiiran  le  oigh  gun  smal, 
Neo-ionan  a's  sine  ri  gal." 
Thog  e  ri  crannaibh  na  seoil, 
A's  dhomhlaich  uime  a  shluaigh  ; 
Ki  comh-stri  ghailbheach  nan  tonn, 
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y^r 
/^^> 


Bha  fonn  n  i;hnoil  nnn  n  bhcul. 
Clia  iiilu'iitii,  Hin  tViisd,  u  clui, 
A's  Aiiiriir  du  dhi  's  an  inil  ; 
'S  HI)  oidhdie  riirurlliiiiniioarli  >;u   lò, 
A^  iidiil  main  an  n^haidh  NÌtiaii, 
"  I"'a<;ainaid  acaiii  a's  brùri," 
Tliiiirt  O^'laoch,  ''gu  claiina  nan  ciioii, 
Tiiosgar  gacli  boiniie  d(>  in'  I'hiiil. 
IVIu'ii  Icifjear  leo  an  òigh." 
Dh'  j'irich  Iciiiiif  cairdoati  treuii, 
Thar  loar  a  thorcliar  cliii — 
Dh'  eirich  Iciiiu  Eilean  iian  hiocth— 
Dh'  eirich  leiiin  Fraoch  a's  a  sliiuagh. 
A  (haitlioadh  ar  slight*  'm  a  chtian, 
^Gliabh  siim  an  sin  duaii  mu  soacb  ; 
Sin  sheitin  duinn  tilidli  nam  fonn, 
'S  a  ghuth  bha  ard  thar  tuinn  a's  lear. 

Biodh  anam  àidh  a^  taomadh, 

Mar  chaochan  ann  an  niialan  ciuil , 
^  Is  eibhinn  le  m'  chluas  an  torragiian  trom  ! 

I\Iar  chabhlach  nan  caomh  fo  shiuil. 

Is  ion'  le  ra'  chri  an  t-aiteas  ard. 

Tha  'g  eiridh  àdhmhor  a  steach  ! 

Mar  chlaraibh  an  talla  nam  fonn, 

Mar  chuileann  an  sonn  nach  meat, 

]Mar  fhlath-innis  mhile  burd, 

Biodh  smaointe  graidh  a  chri  ! 

lonmhuinn  gach  sile,  gach  braon, 

lonmhuin  maraon  a's  Beul-bi, 
^  Caoin  chruth  geal  nan  ioma  dual, 

O  shiol  na  cathraiche  nuaidh, 

Càir  gheal  a  chamhair  a  cneas, 

'S  a  leaca  min  mar  na  ròis  ; 

Amhuil  i  's  an  t-sobhrach  bhan, 
.,.  lleull  nan  ioma  b'  aille  snuadh  ; 

Bha  i  mar  aiteal  na  greine, 

*S  a  mhadainn  ag  eiridh  gun  ghruaim. 

Ach  tuitidh  fathasd  luibh  an  raoin  ; 

Seargaidh  a  caoin  chruth  's  a  dreach  ; 
^  "  Sruthaidh  a  blathan  gun  bhuain," 

'S  e  deir  Mac  Nuaith  is  geire  beachd. 

Thug  i  ceisd,  a's  a  gaol  trom 
Do  Shonn  òg  a  chaidh  thar  lear  ; 
A's  dh'eirich  doinionn  nan  lann 
^  Mu  oigh  chaoin  gheal  nan  cleachd, 
Tha  aigne  'n  laoich  mar  aiteal  speur, 
No  lasair  dhein  air  aonach  ard  ; 
Co  thraoghas  a  bhuirb  ghàir  ? 


6 


fn 


/y 


A  chlanna  fial  nan  armunn  Suidhidh, 
J^iribh  gu  duthaich  fad  as, 
Gu  taomadh  oirn  mar  dhoinionn  ghairbh, 
Ni  h-aoibhinn  an  fheirg  a  tha  las'. 
Ach  mairidh  cliu  nan  saoidh  gach  ial, 
A  ghleachdas  ri  truaigheaii  gun  mheath. 
A  laocliraidh  nan  sleagh  liobhaidh  geur, 


y/^ 


Togiidh  oirbh,  mpar,  Icumnach,  garg, 
Mor — uaiblin  acli — borb, 
Le  nainhaiin  citb  a^ua  colg  !  '■    -» 
i'heid  f^athaibh  h'oin  tre  'n  cridhe; 
(Is  aoibhinn  fulaiig  nan  trt'un  !) 
Buirbe  nan  gais^^facli  'h  an  stri, 
Coigil  a  d'  chleibh  a's  a  d'  shuain. 
Lamh  nan  treun  gu  cath  biodh  leat, 
'S  :in  nra('h  fo  lamh  ^u  sguab.  / 

'N  tra  thraoKbas  gailbheinn  na  h-àibhe»»,  /J^r"^ 
Mar  an  t-àiirach  claoite  sgith  ; 
8t>allaidh  gnuis  an  iunrais  caoin, 
Amhuil  laoich  n'  tra  philleas  ^Ith. 
Ach  e-san  a  ihuiteaH  le  biiaidb, 
Tlia  e  faighinn  caochladh  nuadh; 
A  mhealtuinn  ionmhas  nan  saoidh, 
Nach  ionmhuinn  a  chaoi,  a  chomhnuidh  ! 


I 


JS^o 


;/r 


Thai  nig  tioma  air  mo  chri, 
lii  cuimhne  na  chunna'  mi  fhein  ! 
Gualann-chatha  nach  bu  tlm, 
Flathaibh  fuilciich  bha  ri  m'  linn. 
Nach  eil  a  h-aon  diu  am  shean  aois? 
Nach  b'  eibhinn  a  bhi  leo  seach  leinn  ? 
Chunnacas  sonn  mor  nam  buadh,  .  ^^ 

Curaidh  uaibhreach  nan  gniomh  g^rg:// L^ 
Lubadh  nan  cathan  fo  lainn,  / 

'N  uair  a  mhosgladh  e  am  feirg. 
'S  e  aigne  an  laoich  a  bha  ard — 
Bha  bhoile  mar  chaoiribh  chruach. 
Cha  robh  e  riamh  ann  an  sith,  /  /   i  , 

'N  uair  ruisgeadh  na  lannan  san  stri ; 
Bha  imeachd  mar  thoran  tro  ghleann, 
Mar  dhealan  an  adhair  bha  dheanu. 
Ach  threig  an  gaisgeach  o  chian, 
Carraig-chatha  a  chridhe  fhial ; 
'S  chaidh  mar  aon  ris  iomadh  comhlan, 
Cha  n-è  mo  shòlas  nach  eil  e  buan. 
Ach  teirigidh  sinn  uile  fa-dheoidh, 
A's  chi  an  16  sinn  smal'  san  uaigh.* 


/r^ 


Ach  mairidh  gu  suthain  's  an  dan, 
Gniomhan  alloil  aidh  nan  saoidh  : 
'N  uair  chrionas  a  choUuinn  gu  smùr, 
Mar  an  ùir  an  còmhdach  criadh  ; 
Mar  cheathach  tra  nòìn  air  an  t-sliabh, 
Triallaidh  an  deò  ag  imeachd  uainn. 
Far  nach  teirig  grian,  no  gradh — 
Far  a  maireann  àdh  nan  sonn. 


J 


/u 


Ach,  Oglaoich,  is  deacair  trom, 
Sean  aois  a  chromas  an  t-àrd,  t  y  / 

A  chaochaileas  cruth  nam  flath,  ■*    S 


*  Fonar,  who  was  a  warrior  as  well  as  a  bard,  recites  past 
events,  in  which  lie,  together  with  the  aged  chief,  whose 
mind  is  soothed  with  a  recital  of  the  deeds  of  former  days, 
acted  a  part :  and  his  own  state  frequently  and  naturally 
occurs  to  him. 
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'S  a  'Ihallus  fiiidharc  rhail  nam  l):\r(l. 
Cia  mar  sheiiiii<'as  mi  <lhut  reol, 
A  laoich  oig,  am  chiabhan  liath  ? 
'S  e  lalihair  mi  fein  ris  an  t-saoidh, 
Ceatinaid  òg  nam  mile  cliar. 


ta 


Chiiniiacas  reull  bu  doalracb  droach, 
A  solllse  tro'  dhuibhre  na  h-oidhche  ; 
A's  shoillsich  a  gbeala<;h  a  ris, 
'S  tia  neoil  ag  imeadid  gu  luath. 
"  Mar  aiteal  nan  reull  ud  gu  h-ard, 
Tha  maise  Ainnir,"  ars'  an  laoch, 
"  A  lionadh  m'  anain  do  ghradh  ; 
Ged'  tha  thusa  balbh  ad'  dheoir  ! 
Com  is  m(!uchaire,  inhine,  ghile, 
Taomadh  gaoil  mar  dhcarsa  na  h  òidhcb 
A  lionadh  anam  de  shòlais, 
Is  binne  guth  no  fuaim  nan  clàr, 
Is  àiUe  dreach  no  cruth  cubhraidh, 
An  noinein  bhàin  fo  dhealt  nan  sjx'nr. 
Is  anmhor  an  t-aiteas  so  am  chliabii  ! 
Clod  so  an  solas  diamhair, 
A  tha  ga'm  lionadh  gun  fhoghnadh  ? 
Tha  m'  aigneadh  a'  leumnaich  a  ghna, 
Lo  buaidh  a's  mor  ghradh  na  h-oighe. 
Air  an  t-sleagh  so  aim  am  laimh, 
Pillidh  sinn  o'n  àr  le  buaidh  ! 
Piilidh,  no  tuitidh  le  cliù, 
Air  son  an  ruin  a  tha  bhuainn. 
Pillidh  mar  aon  a  gaol 
Ko  rhaoin,  mar  ri  caochladh  cath. 
Tha  m'  aigneadh  a'  leumnaich  gu  còmhrag. 
Is  ionmhuinn  le  oighean  mac  rath. 


Ach  dh-fliailig  mor  mhais'  a  ghaoil, 
Chaochail  '  cruth  àillidh  gu  h-aog  ! 
'N  uair  bhuail  lann  Chonnlaoich  uchd  Dhoiina- 

ghuill, 
'S  a  ruith  fhuil  na  thonnan  blà  ! 
Chlaon  e  air  uilinn  an  t-armunn, 
An  gath  nimhe  chaidh  tro'  airnean  ; 
Gath  geur  guineach  nan  tri  cholg, 
Os  ecann  imleig  shàth  na  bholg. 
15ha  tosga  tiugha  nam  beum  luatha, 
A  reubadh  feoil,  a's  cnai'  ga'm  l)ruasgadh. 
Gach  lann,  mar  dhealan  an  adhair, 
Mar  fhalaisg  air  sliabh  na  lasair, 
Uh'aom  na  Hathaibh  fo  mhaoim: 
13u  dearg  gach  sruthan  san  raon. 
Thuit  e  mu  throma  ghr  idh  na  h-oi<i'.ie  ! 
Mar  chobhar  sruth  bha  fhuil  a  dortadh, 
'S  a  ruith— 's  e  full  a  chridhe  bh'  atm, 
A  brijcadh  tro'  chreuchdan  nan  lann. 
Uaith  sin,  chluinte  caoiran  na  h-oigh' :  — 
•^  y //<«  Och,  mo  dhorainn,  agus  m'  acain  ! 


tPi' 


*»!•  VO 


1,t^ 


tti 


Aithris  dhuinn  fhilidh  nan  dan, 
Thuirt  mi  fhein  am  briathraibh  ciùin, 
Mar  bha  oigh  na  h-iomair  bhaigh, 
Re  a  latha  an  reull  iùil. 
13eul-bì,*  solus  mhìle  crì, 
Maise  mnà  a  bhil  bhì ; 
Ighean  ghaoil  bu  bhlasda  ceol, 
A  fait  mar  Ihitheach,  dubh  mar  smeoir 
IJha  maise  a's  gradh  le  cheil'  na  sealladh, 
A  mala  crom  mar  ite  'n  loin  ; 
A  com  seamh,  finealta,  fuasgailt', 
Cha  lubadh  a  ceura  am  feoirneau. 
Bu  chruth  ionmholt  an  ribhinn  ; 
Ach  ciod  am  fa  mu'n  robh  sa  'g  radh  ? 
G.ach  aona  bhuaidh  do  bhi  air  finne, 
Bha  sud  air  dunach  nan  laoch, 
A  thuit  mar  ghallan  nan  gleann, 
Mar  sgathar  fiùran  nan  crann. 


tp 


•ir.    l^^i 


tl 


'J-y 


H{ 


*  The  history  of  Bclvi  is  introduced  hero  with  great 
propriety.  The  injured  are  apt  to  think  tlicir  own  case 
without  a  parallel,  and  the  burden  of  the  afflicted  becomes 
lighter,  when  they  are  assured  that  others  suffer  the  like, 
or  greater  hardships. 


Nach  deachaidh  mi  eug  o  chian, 
Mu'n  d'fhuair  aon  fhleasgach  mo  ghaol  ! 
Thuit  mo  roghainn,  thuit  mo  run, 
Ach  ma  thuit  e,  fhuair  e  chliu. 
Och  !  nach  robh  sinn,  ruin  ghil  còmhla, 
Fo'n  fhòd  ghròm  a  gabhail  comhnaidh  ! 
Theireadh  iad,  an  sin  n'an  tàmh, 
Tha  òg-fhlath  nam  buadh,  's  a  ghradh, 
An  ceangal  buan,  an  glais  a  bhàis. 
,f Thuit  iad  mar  luibhean  an  raoin, 
Le'n  uile  bhlà,  's  a  mhadainn  chubhraidh, 
'S  an  dealt  a  boillsgeadh  le  gath  greiiie." 

Mar  sin,  thàr  sinn  chuige  gu  seamh  ; 
Bha  ar  caoimh  a  tighin'  san  duibhre  ; 
Thamh  sinn  car  ghreis  air  an  leirg, 
Gu  briseadh  fdire  na  maidne. 
Bha'n  cuan  siar  mar  lainnir, 
Le  soillse  adhmhor  o'n  ear  ; 
A's  dealt  nan  speur  air  gach  blà, 
yGu  foineil  tlà  mar  an  lear. 
Chaidh  sinn  f'^r  n'  armaibh  gu  leir  ; 
'S  chaidh  mosgladh  fa  eilean  nan  stiiadh. 
"  Rachadh,  thuirt  Oglaoch,  ard,  mtar, 
Romhainn  a  nis'  teachdair  luath." 
Chuir  sinn  romhainn  Lùghmhor  òg, 
Le  fios  gu  Ardan,  gun  àdh  ! 
"  E  chur  chugainn  Ainnir  na  mais', 
'S  gu'm  pilleadh  ar  feachd  ga'n  cabhlach." 
'S  e  thuirt  Ardan  a  chridhe  bhuirb, 
"  Sinn  fein  a  phillcadh  gu  grad, 
Air  neo  gu  sguabadh  e  gach  saoidh 
Gu  lear,  mar  fhaileas  roi'n  ghaoiih 
Gu  lubadh  e  Oglaoch  fo  lann, 
i\Iar  mheangan  an  doire  nan  crann." 
Dhomhlaich  an  sin  na  sloigh 
Air  a!»  fiiaiche  gu  h-ard, 


^ 
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A'h  thàr  BÌiin  a  suaa  nnn  cudhiiil 
Gun  fhiunih,  go  b'  loniudh  na  laoicli. 

IHiuuil  nil  saoidli  air  u  (-licil**, 
A 'a  chiith  ail  leartj  to'ii  casaii. 
Thaliiif,'  Ardaii,  mar  bhiiiiiiit'  horb  ; 
Aji  iarraidli  O^liioicli  ^u  cuiiihra^;, 
K-saii  slu'as  roiinbc  mi  trt'iiii, 
ISIar  charraiir  r<»iinb  i>ìrì<lh  nan  tonn  : 
Bn  cbniaidli  am  buill«'an  's  bu  gharg, 
'S  an  <-liri(lh«'  l«Miniiiaii'l»  nan  com. 
Mar  tbuitt'as  taos^adh  a  cliuain, 
'S  a  dh'islicheas  buirix'  nan  tonn, 
Hoimh  Ofjlaocb  nam  bi'uma  nach  cli, 
IJha  Ardan  a  fannach'  's  an  stri. 
•'  Am  mpanglan  mi  nis  a  lùbas 
Fo  d'  laimbse,  churaldh  gun  Adh? 
C'uime  nach  loigeadh  tu  loam 
An  òiglj  a  tbug  thu  tliar  tuinn? 
Ainnir  nam  meall-shuilean  mine, 
*S  an  domh  fhin  a  thug  i  gradh  !" 
"  Cha  leiginn  leat  an  oigh  chaoin, 
No  le  aon  laoch  ann  ad  t-fheachd. 
Is  cfan  a  shiubhail  mi  'n  cuan, 
Is  eileanan  stuadh-ghlasa  sail', 
'S  cha  'n  fhacas  a  samhla  fo  'n  ghrein, 
'S  cha  sgar  o  cheile  sinn  ach  bus." 
Sin  mar  labbair  na  suinn, 
An  cruai'-ghleachd  's  am  buinn  ga  'n  stailc ; 
Bha  aigneadh  an  armuinn  nach  bu  chli 
Ag  eiridh  air  bhoile  's  an  stri. 
Thug  e  iarraidh  dheacair  threun, 
A's  sbàth  e  chruaidh  an  cridhe  Ardain. 
Thuirlinn  na  cathaibh  gu  domhail, 
'S  bha  Oglaoch  am  meadhon  a  nàmh. 
Tbainig  Fraoch  nan  sonn  ga  chomhna, 
'S  bha  abhainn  fala  dòl  seach. 
Mar  dhealan  an  adhair  bha  'n  lannaibh — 
An  tartar  mar  thòran  adhair, — 
Shin  a's  thar  iad  gu  cheile, 
A's  thuit  na  treun-fhir  sa'  bhlàr. 
Cha  robh  Ceanna-bheirt  na  dhidinn — 
Cha  robh  roinn  gun  reuba  fuileacli ! 
Mar  sin  bha  iomairt  nan  laoch, 
Gus  an  do  theich  na  h-iomadh. 
Thug  sinn  ar  n'aghaidh  gu  lear  ; 
A's  thog  sinn  leinn  Oglaoch  creuchdach, 
A's  Fraoch,  a's  iomadh  fear  treun, 
A  charadh  fo  lie  an  cois  na  tràghad  : 
A's  Ainnir  a  tharuinn  nan  dàil, 
Fhuaradh  ise  urad  siar, 
A  cruth  a  caochladh  mar  neul ! 
A's  sleagh  sàithaite  na  cliabh — 
A  com  caoin  bu  ghile  snuadh, 
Air  caochladh  le  dile  fala  ! — 
A  fait  am-lubach  cleachdach 
Na  dhualaibh  a  falach  a  taobh  — 
Bha  h-acain  leoin  fadheoidh, 


s^ 


^i' 


A 


y 


Mu  Oflluoch  caoirih  a  graidh  ! 
'J'bog  HÌnn  dà  lie  le  'n  còinntich, 
A'h  sbrinn  an  iilidb  an  din  ; 
'S  am  fiiigbt'al  brònach  a  nibair, 
Thog  NÌnn  tbar  lear  ar  mìiiìI  !* 
Bha  NÌnn  làlha  agìth  air  cbuan, 
Air  udal  seach  Ntuadban  ard, 
A  sndadh  gu  miila<la('h  trom, 
As  eagais  an  t-suinn  's  a  gbraidh. 


"  A's  dli-fbag  sibh  mo  laogb  an  ciin," 
ArHa  Collalh,  's  a  dbeur  a  niitli  ; 
"  lUi  gbeal  an  cridhe  bha  na  chom, 
'S  bu  chaoine  no  deo  grein  a  chruth. 
Shaoileam,  Oglaoich  threin, 
Gu  biodh  tu  learn  theiti  an  diugh, 
Mar  neart  dhomh  am  shean  aois, 
A's  feasgar  mo  la  dhomh  dlii, 
Is  gearr  an  rù  a  fFiuair 
Thu,  Ogain  a  b'uaisle  gniomh  ! 
Bu  mhor  treoir  do  lamh  's  do  lainn  : 
A's  thuit  thu,  Oglaoch  nach  bu  chli  ! 
Ach  mairidh  do  chliù  'san  dan, 
A's  triallaidh  mise  gun  dàil  a  d'  dhcigb, 
Gu  eilean  nan  flath  san  iar, 
'S  mo  ghrian  a  laidhe  air  lear. 
'S  neo-aoibhinn  a  sealla  an  tràs— 
Fhilidh  dhàn  nach  eil  i  'm  bròn  ?" 
"  Tha,"  thuirt  Binn-ghuth  gu  caoin  ; 
*'  Ach  duisgidh  i  thall  ud  a  ceòl.f " 
'N  uair  threigeas  i  sinne  car  seal, 
Cha  bhi  gal  air  saoidh  tha  thall, 
"  Ach  Fhonnair,  aithris  do  sgeuj," 
Arsa  CoUath  fein,  an  sin. 
*'  Eilean  mo  ghaoil,  'seat'  ann," 
Arsa  'm  Filidh,  ar  fear  iuil.. 
*■'  An  t-eillean  mu'n  iadh  an  cuan  ard, 
A  togail  a  chinn  gu  cur'  !  ^ 

Togail  a  chinn  tro  cheo-allaidh, 
A's  neul  a  folach  gach  stuadh. 

Mo  chean  ort  fein,  ge  d'  is  cian, 
Caraid  fhial  bu  mhor  gradh  ! 
De  shiol  fhlathaibh  nad  ceud  chath, 
Thainig  oirn'  an  la  nach  adh  ! 
Thuit  na  gaisgich,  thuit  na  saoidh. 
'S  truagh  an  lauidh  a  tha  na  'r  beul ! 
A  caoidh  sliochd  Chollaith  nan  gradh  ; 
A's  |blà  an  Kutha  a  thuit  uaith  cian. 
O  fhinne  gaoil  a  tha  gun  mhairg, 
'S  e  rao  chreach  !  an  fhairg  tha  steach. 


*  This  description  of  the  heroine  is  beautiful  and  affect- 
ing. On  the  fall  of  Ardan  she  was  set  at  large,  and  sought 
her  friends  in  the  midst  of  danger  ;  a  spear  pierced  her 
side — they  found  her  like  a  pale  cloud,  inquiring  for  the 
youth  of  her  love  with  her  latest  breath  ! 

t  See  Note,  Mordubh,  page  1.  line  39, 

t  Annir,  daughter  of  Armin,  Chief  of  Rutha,  poetically 
called  "  The  bloom  of  beauty." 
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.Anns  a  cheiiein  iirar,  bhlà, 

I'liiud  dreach  is  àill'  air  gach  slios.  (J'f  O 

Is  florin  badaiiach  am  fraoch, 
Am  faigheadh  iia  sauidh  an  »uaiti  ; 
'S  gur  deacair,  diamhair,  cluain  an  flieidh, 
'S  am  biodh  Collatli  treun,  's  a  sliluagh.  . 

IJlia  'n  t-àm  sin,  arsa  an  Ceannard  lein,        / i 
Mar  la  grein  ghii,  cubhraidh,  caoin  I 
Ach  thainig  feasgar  an  la  sin  ro  luath, 
A's  tbreig  mo  shluagh,  mar  dhealt  to  grein, 
'N  uair  thainig  dù'-neoil  o  na  speur, 
'S  a  h-or-fhalt  fein  bha  sgaoiit'  gu  h-ard,       ^^ 
Sguabadh  gu  h-am-lubach  air  falbii, 
'S  cha  robh  a  dealbh  air  cnoc  no  sliabh. 
Ach,  '  ghrian,  thig  hi  do  bhroin, 
N  uair  uach  laidh  thu  le  ceòl  'san  iar, 
S  nach  eirich  thu  's  an  ear  le  treoir, 
Ach  mall  mar  mis',  am  cliiabhan  liath." 
Bhiodh  cneas  Bhrai-shealla  ri  grein 
Shamhraidh,  fo  gach  feur  a's  cneamh  ; 
An  ealabhuidh  's  an  noinean  ban, 
'S  an  t-sobhrach  an  gleaiin  fas  nan  luibh  ; 
Anns  am  faigheadh  an  leighe  Hath,* 
Furtachd  tiach  do  chreuchd  a's  leòn  ! 
Olla  shiol  nan  sleaghan  geur, 
Da'n  comhnidn  o  cheiu  an  t-Sroin. 
'S  traugh  nach  robh  e  san  àr, 
'N  uair  thàr  sinn  gu  tràigh  fad  as  I 
'S  bheireadh  e  na  saoidh  o'li  bhàs, 
*S  bhiodhmaid  mar  bu  ghnàth  air  Itfar. 
'S  iomadh  iomart  bha  ri  m'  linn,  J 

Cruai'  bheumach  air  chinnt  gach  uair; 
A's  shileadh  ar  deoir  mar  fhras  nan  si>eur, 
'N  tra  thuiteadh  gaisgich  threun  nam  buadh 


A  nis  a  tuireadh  gu  truagh. 
Thar  sinn  mar  no  leis  an  oidhche, 
Gun  aoidh,  gun  chuilm,  gun  cheòl  ;^ 
Laidh  smal  air  gach  funn  a's  feur, 
A's  dhorchaich  na  reulTtan  fo  bhròn, 
.J  'S  faoin  carraig  Chollaith  a  nochd — 
Is  faoin  tha  Innis  fa  sprochd, 
Leth  dhoilleir  ameasg  nan  nial, 
A's  saoidh  nan  rath  air  ànradh  cian. 
Thainig  cù*  le  bural  bruin, 
Bha'n  gaothar  tiamhaidh  truJigh  ! 
Mach  cianail  a  nis  am  bruth, 
A's  ilutha  nan  stùc  ann  an  gruaim  ! 
Gun  lauch  aig  baile  ni  sealg  ; 
Gun  chuilm,  gun  mhùirn,  gun  choin. 
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'S  ann  mar  sin,  a  Chollaith,  bha  sinn, 
Ri  linn  na  threig  a's  nach  pill, 
'N  uair  thuit  do  chòlan  treun, 
Ceannard  Ilutha,  nach  bu  tiom. 
Thuit  an  crann  a  b'  iirar  fas, 
A  faillean  mo  gràidh  san  fhonn  ; 
Mar  mbaoim  sleibh,  no  dealan  speur, 
Leagadh  Ceaim-feadhna  nan  cath. 
An  dh-fhag  e  ach  am  mcaiiglan  òg  ? 
Ainnir  nach  beò  leinn  an  nochd  ! 
'S  ann  o  d'  fhreumhach  fein  a  bha  iad, 
'S  ni  'm  beil  a  lathair  dhiù  mac  rath. 

Goiridh  a  chomhachag  a  creig, 
A's  freagraidh  guth  airt-neul  a  h-uaimh  ; 
Mar  sin  ar  guileag  bhròin  ro  lag. 


»  The  belief  was  common  amonf?  the  Caledonians,  that 
for  all  the  diseases  to  which  mankind  is  liable,  there 
grows  an  herb  somewhere,  and  generally  not  far  from  the 
locality  where  the  paiticuhir  disease  prevails— the  proper 
application  of  which  would  cure  it. 


Slan  leibh  a  bhcannalbh  mo  ghaoil, 
Anns  am  faighinn  maiig  as  daaih  ; 
Soraidh  le  Armuinn  a  threig,  ^, 
Ni  h-eibhinn  nan  deigh  ar  seal. 
"  Tha  binneas,"  arsa  CoUath,  "a  d'  bhron, 
'N  tra  dhuisgeas  tu  smaoin  mu'r  n-òig'  le  geau 
Beannachd  leibh  uile  gu  lò 
'San  codhail  sinn  thall  o'n  eug, 
Far  nach  liobh  gaisgeach  a  lann, 
Far  an  dealrach  òlgh  gun  fheall. 
'Sam  biodh  Oglaoch  a's  Ainnir 
Mar  reulltan  soillseach  nan  speur — 
An  anma  ag  lasadh  le  gaol. 
Mar  dheo  grein'  an  aghaidh  gun  smal, 
//^  ^^Mar  so  biodh  aialing  mo  shean  aois, 

'N  uair  dh'eireai".  mo  ghuth  gu  bron  binn  ! 

'S  nach  dirich  mi  Creubh-bheinn  an  fheidh, 

Ach  mall  air  làrach  ^  ghlinn'. 

Beannachd  a's  ciad  soraidh  shin 

Le  beanntaibh  mo  ghraidh  's  mo  ruin, 

O'ji  sgar  an  aois  sinn  san  am, 

'S  mi  gun  sleagh,  gun  lann,  gun  lùgh. 

Biodh  tuireadh  na  h-eala  'na  m'  bheul,    ^. 

A's  i  'san  leig  an  dels  a  leòn  ! 

Air  a  fagail  faoin  lea  fein, 

'S  e  sud  m'  acain,  eigh  mo  bhròin  ! 
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Dh-fhailig  mo  s})ionnadh  's  mo  threis, 
Chaochail  mo  mhothach  *s  mo  bhlas,  ^ 
Ni  'm  beil  e  ionmhuinn  na  their, 
Tha  m'  intinn  gun  chàil,  air  meath, 
Tha  m'  eibhneas  uileadh  air  faibh 
Le  blianaibh  calma  na  h-òige. 
Is  ciannail  fuireach  air  traigh 
Sean  aois,  gun  m'  aiseag  a  null  ; 
'S  mo  thògradh  ga  m'  ghreasad  gu  luath, 
Gu  Flath-innis  bhuas  gu  bràth." 


j^i^ 


*  The  dog,    of  all   animals   the  most  sajjacious  and 
attached  mourns  the  absence  or  death  uf  his  luasler. 
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Ml  ANN   A  lUlAIRD  AOSDA. 


MIANN   A   in[AIUl)   AOSDA/ 


O  caraibh  mi  ri  tuolth  ririii  iillt, 
A  sliiiihhiiis  mall  li'  (MMimailih  ciriiii, 
Fo  s<;;ul  a  bliairairh  \v.\^  mo  clu-arm, 
'S  bi  thus'  a  ghrian  ro-chaiideil  riuin, 

Ga  socair  sin  's  an  flieur  ino  thaobh, 
Air  bniaich  nan  dithean  's  nan  gaoth  tl.i, 
'Smo  chas  t;a  sHobadh  's  a'  bhraon  mhaoth, 
'S  e  lùbadli  thaniis  caoin  tro'n  bhlàr. 


Mu'n  cuairt  do  bbniuchaibh  aid  mo  ghlinn', 
Iiio<Uj  lùhadh  j;bi.'-ni(  a's  orra  bl.i  ; 
'S  clann  lihoaj;  nam  jin-as  a'  tabbairt  seinn, 
Do  chrcagaibl)  ausd'  le  òran  grùidh. 

Brisendh  tro  trhroag  nan  cidhcnnu  did, 
Am  fuaran  ur  lo  torrarnam  trom, 
*S  I'reagraidh  mnc-tulla  gach  ciùil, 
^o  dh'  fhuaim  srutha  dlii  nan  tonn. 


Bioilli  sòbbiach  bbàn  Ì8  àiHidh  snuadb,  Freagraidh  gach  cnoc,  agus  g^ch  sliabh, 

Man  cuaìrt  do'm  thulaich  is  uain'  fo'  dhriùchd,    I^e  binn-fhiiaim  geur  nan  aighean  mear ; 
'S  an  noòint'an  b»'a<;  's  mo  lamh  air  cluain, 
'S  an  calabhuidb'  aig  mo  cbluais  gu  h-ùr. 

♦  rcrhaps  it  is  impossible,  at  this  day,  to  decide  with 
anycertainty  towhat  partofthe  Highlands  the  Aged  Hako 
belongod,  or  at  what  time  he  flourished.  Mrs  Grant  of 
Laggan,  who  has  given  a  metrical  version  of  the  above 
poem,  says, ''  It  was  composed  in  Skye,"  though  upon  what 
authority  she  has  not  said.  The  poem  itself  seems  to  fur- 
nish some  evidence  that  at  least  the  scene  of  it  is  laid  in 
Lochaber.  Trcig*  is  ment«i)Mcd  as  having  afforded  drink 
to  the  hunters.  Now  Loch  Treig  ia  in  the  braes  of  l,och- 
abcr.  We  know  of  no  mountain  which  is  now  called  Ben- 
ard  or  Scur.eilt.  Perhaps  Ben-ard  is  another  name  for 
Ben-nevis.  The  great  waterfall,  mentioned  near  the  end 
of  the  poem,  may  have  been  Eas-hhà,  near  Kinloch-leven 
in  Lochaber.  I'he  following  is  almost  a  literal  translation 
of  the  above  poem : — 

THE  AGED  BARD'S  WISH. 

O  place  me  near  the  brooks,  which  slowly  move  with 
gentle  steps;  under  the  shade  of  the  shooting  branches 
lay  my  head,  and  be  thou,  O  sun,  in  kindness  with  me. 

At  ease  lay  my  side  on  the  grass,  upon  the  bank  of 
flowers  and  soft  zephyrs— my  feet  bathed  in  the  wandering 
stream  that  slowly  winds  along  the  plain. 

Let  the  primrose  pale,  of  grateful  hue,  and  the  little 
daisy  surround  my  hillock,  greenest  when  bedewed ;  my 
hand  gently  inclined,  and  the  ealvi  f  at  my  ear  in  its  fresh- 
ness. 

Around  the  lofty  brow  of  my  glen  let  there  be  bending 
boughs  in  full  bloom,  and  the  children  of  the  bushes  mak- 
ing the  aged  rock  re-echo  their  songs  of  love. 

Let  the  new-born  gurgling  fountain  gush  from  the  ivy- 
covered  rock :  and  let  all-melodious  echo  respond  to  the 
sound  of  the  stream  of  ever-successive  waves. 

Let  the  voice  of  every  hill  and  mountain  re-echo  the 
sweet  sound  of  the  joyous  herd ;  then  shall  a  thousand 
lowings  be  heard  all  around. 

Let  the  frisking  of  calves  be  in  my  view,  by  the  side  of 
a  stream,  or  on  the  aclivity  of  a  hill ;  and  let  the  wanton 
kid,  tired  of  its  gambols,  rest  with  its  innocence  on  my 
bosom. 

Poured  on  the  wing  of  the  gentle  breeze,  let  the  plea- 
sant voice  of  lambs  come  to  my  ear  ;  then  shall  the  ewes 
answer  when  they  hear  their  young  running  towards  them. 

*  We  likewise  find  Treig  spoken  of  in  "Oran  na  comhaehaig,^ 
where  the  author  of  that  piece  says,  "  Olaidh  mi  a  Treig  mo 
theam-shath.'" 

f  An  herb  called  St  Jolin's  wort 


'N  sin  chiinnidh  mise  mile  geum, 

A'  riuth  man  cuairt  domh  'n  iar  san  car. 

0  let  me  hear  the  hunter's  step,  with  the  sound  of  his 
daits  and  the  noise  of  his  dogs  upon  the  wide-extended 
heath  ;  then  youth  shall  beam  on  my  cheek,  when  the 
voice  of  hunting  the  deer  shall  arise. 

The  marrow  of  my  bones  shall  awake  when  I  hear  the 
noise  of  horns,  of  dogs,  and  of  bow-strings  ;  and  when  the 
cry  is  heard,  "  The  stag  is  failen,"  my  heels  shall  leap  in 
joy  along  the  heights  of  the  mountains. 

Then  methinks  I  see  the  hound  that  attended  me  early 
and  late,  the  hills  which  1  was  fond  of  haunting,  and  the 
rocks  which  were  wont  to  re-echo  the  lofty  horn. 

1  see  the  cave  that  often  hospitably  received  our  steps 
from  night ;  cheerfulness  awaked  at  the  warmth  of  her 
trees  ;*  and  in  the  joys  of  her  cups  there  was  much  mirth. 

Then  the  smoke  of  the  feast  of  deer  arose ;  our  drink 
from  Treig,  and  the  wave  our  music  ;  though  ghosts  should 
shriek,  and  mountains  roar,  reclined  in  the  cave,  undis- 
turbed  was  our  rest. 

I  see  Ben-ard  of  beautiful  curve,  chief  of  a  thousand 
hills;  the  dreams  of  stags  are  in  his  locks,  his  head  is  the 
bed  of  clouds 

I  see  Scur-eilt  on  the  brow  of  the  glen,  where  the  cuckoo 
first  raises  her  tuneful  voice;  and  the  beautiful  green 
hill  of  the  thousand  firs,  of  herbs,  of  roes,  and  of  elks. 

Let  joyous  ducklings  swim  swiftly  on  the  pool  of  tall 
pines.  A  strath  of  green  firs  is  at  its  head,  bending  the 
red  rowans  over  its  banks. 

Let  the  beauteous  swan  of  the  snowy  bosom  glide  on  the 
tops  of  the  waves.  When  she  soars  on  high  among  the 
clouds  she  will  be  unencumbered. 

She  travels  oft  over  the  sea  to  the  cold  region  of  foaming 
billows,  where  a  sail  shall  never  be  spread  out  to  a  mast, 
nor  an  oaken  prow  divide  a  wave. 

Be  thou  by  the  summits  of  the  mountains,  the  mourn- 
ful tale  of  thy  love  in  thy  mouth,  O  swan,  who  hast  tra- 
velled from  the  land  of  waves;  and  may  1  listen  to  thy 
music  in  the  heights  of  heaven. 

Up  with  thy  gentle  song  ;  pour  out  the  doleful  tidings 
of  thy  sorrow  ;  and  let  all-melodious  echo  take  up  the 
strain  from  thy  mouth. 

Spread  out  thy  wing  over  the  main.  Add  to  thy  swift, 
ness  from  the  strength  of  the  wind.  Pleasant  to  my  enr 
are  the  echoings  of  thy  wounded  heart — the  song  of 
love. 

*  Allusion  is  here  made  to  a  fire  of  wood. 


I. 
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M'an  cuairt  biodh  lìi-cMeas  nan  laogli. 
Ri  taobh  nan  sruth,  no  air  an  leirg. 
'S  am  minneaìi  beag  den  cTiòmkraig  sgith, 
'X  am  acMais  a'  càdal  gu'n  cheiLg. 


PA  GE^  13. 


Let  the  frisking  of  calves  be  in  m)"  rie'W':  Lv  the  sidepfa  stream,  or  ontiie  acIÌTÌtrof 
a  hiH;  and  the  A\'anton  Md.  tired  of  its  gambols,  rest  inth  its  innocence  on  rnvbosom. 
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M'an  cuairt  biodh  lù-chleas  nan  laogh, 
Ri  taobh  nan  Ni'uth,  no  air  an  Ivirg. 
'Sam  uiinneaii  heag  de'n  cliòin}irai/(  H^ìth, 
'N  am  achluis  a'  cadal  gu'n  cheilg. 

Snithadh  air  sgcith  na  h-osaig  mhin, 
Glaodhari  inaoth  nan  crò  inu'm  rliliuiis, 
'N  sin  f'reagraidli  a  mheanmh-sin't-igh, 
'Nuair  chluinn,  an  gineii,  is  iad  a  ruitii  a  nuas. 

A  ceum  an  t-sealgair  ri  mo  dihiais  ! 
Le  sranna  gliath,  a's  chon  f'eagh  sleibh, 
'N  sin  dearsaidh  an  òig  air  mo  ghruaidh, 
'N  uair  dh-eireas  toirm  air  sealg  an  flieidh, 

Duisgidh  smior  am  chnaimh,  'nuair  chluinn, 
Mi  tailmrich  dhos  a's  chon  a's  shreaiig, 
Nuair  ghlaodhar — "  Thuit  an  damh  !" 
Tha  mo  bhuinn,  a'  leum  gu  beò  ri  àrd  nam  beann. 

'N  sin  chi  mi,  air  learn,  an  gadhar, 

A  ieanadh  mi  an-moch  a's  moch  ; 

'S  na  sleibh  bu  mhiannach  learn  '  thaghall. 

'S  na  creagan  a'  freagairt  do'n  dos. 

Chi  mi  'n  uamh  a  ghabh  gu  fial, 
'S  gu  trie  ar  ceumaibh  roi  'n  oidhch' ; 
Dhùisgeadh  ar  sunnd  le  blathas  a  crann, 
'S  an  solas  chuach  a  bha  mòr  aoibhneas. 

Bha  ceo  air  fleagh  bhàrr  an  fhcidh 

An  deoch  a  Treig  's  an  tonn  ar  ceòl, 

Ge  d'  sheiniieadh  tàisg  's  ge  d'  rànadh  sleibh, 

Sinnte  's  an  uaimh  bu  sheamh  ar  neoil. 


From  what  land  blows  the  wind  that  bears  the  voice  of 
thy  sorrow  from  the  rock,  O  youth,  who  wentest  on  thy 
journey  from  us,  who  hast  left  my  hoary  locks  forlorn. 

Are  the  tears  in  thine  eyes,  O  thou  virgin  most  modest 
and  beauteous,  and  of  the  whitest  hand.  Joy  without  end 
to  the  smooth  cheek  that  shall  never  move  from  the  nar- 
row bed. 

Say,  since  mine  eye  has  failed,  O  wind,  where  grows  the 
reed  with  its  mournful  sound  ?  by  its  side  the  little  fishes 
whose  wings  never  felt  the  winds'  soft  breath,  maintain 
their  sportive  conflict. 

Kaise  me  with  a  strong  hand,  and  place  my  head  under 
the  fresh  birch  ;  when  the  sun  is  at  high  noon  let  its  green 
shield  be  above  mine  eyes. 

Then  shalt  thou  come,  O  gentle  dream,  who  swiftlv. 
walkcst  among  the  stars;  let  my  night-work  be  in  thy  music, 
bringing  Lack  the  days  of  my  joy  to  my  recollection. 

See.  O  my  soul,  the  young  virgin  under  the  shade  of  the 
oak,  king  of  the  forest !  her  hand  of  snow  is  among  her 
locks  of  gold,  and  her  mildly  rolling  eye  on  the  youth  of 
her  love. 

He  sings  by  her  side— She  is  silent.  Her  heart  pants, 
and  swims  in  his  music ;  love  flies  from  eye  to  eye;  decrs 
stop  their  course  on  the  extended  heath. 

Now  the  sound  has  ceased  ;  her  smooth  white  breast 
heaves  to  the  breast  of  her  love  ;  and  her  lips,  fresh  as  the 
unstained  rose,  are  pressed  close  to  the  lips  of  her  love. 


Chi  mi  Beinn-àrd  is  àillidh  fìamh, 
Ceann-feadhna  air  mhile  beann, 
Bha  aisling  nan  datnh  na  ciabh. 
'S  i  leabaidii  nan  nial  a  ceaiin. 

Chi  mi  Sgorr-eild'  air  bruach  a  ghlinn' 
An  goir  a  chuach  gu  birin  au  tòs. 
A's  gorm  mheall-àild'  na  mile  giubhis 
Nan  luban,  nan  earba,  's  nan  Ion. 

Biodh  tuinn  òg  a  snàmh  le  sunnd, 
Thar  linne  's  mine  giubhas,  gu  luath. 
Srath  ghiubhais  uain'  aig  a  ceann, 
A'  lubadh  chaoran  dearg  air  bruaich. 

Biodh  eal'  àluinn  an  uchd  bhàin, 

A  snàmh  le  spreigh  air  bharr  nan  tonn, 

'Nuair  thogas  i  sgiath  an  àird, 

A  measg  nan  nial  cha'n  fhàs  i  tròm. 

'S  trie  i  'g  astar  thar  a  chuain, 
Gu  asraidh  fhuar  nan  ioma'  ronn. 
Far  nach  togar  breid  ri  crann, 
'S  nach  sgoilt  sròn  dharaich  tonn. 

BÌ  thusa  ri  dosan  nan  torn. 

Is  cumha'  do  ghaol  ann  ad  bheul, 

Eala  '  thriall  o  thir  nan  tonn 

'S  tu  seinn  dhomh  ciùil  an  aird  nan  spcur. 

O!  eirich  thus'  le  t-oran  ciùin, 

'S  cuir  naigheachd  bhochd  do  bhròin  an  ceill. 

'S  glacaidh  mac-talla  gach  ciuil. 

An  giith  tursa  sin  o  d'  bheul. 

Happiness  without  end  to  the  lovely  pair,  who  have 
awaked  in  my  soul  a  gleam  of  that  happy  joy  that  shall 
not  return !  Happiness  to  thy  soul,  lovely  virgin  of  the 
curling  locks. 

Hast  thou  forsaken  me,  O  pleasant  dream  ?  Return 
yet—ono  little  glimpse  return :  thou  will  not  hear  me, 
alas!     I  am  sad.     O  beloved  mounUins,  farewell. 

Farewell,  lovely  company  of  youths!  and  you,  O  beau- 
tiful virgin,  farewell;  I  cannot  see  you.  Yours  is  the  joy 
of  summer ;  my  winter  is  everlasting. 

O  place  me  within  hearing  of  the  great  waterfall,  with 
its  murmuring  sound,  descending  from  the  rf>rk ;  let  a 
harp  and  a  shell  be  by  my  side,  and  the  shield  that  de- 
fended my  forefathers  in  battle.  \^ 

Come  with  friendship  over  the  sea,  O  soft  blast  that 
sloM'ly  movest ;  bear  my  shade  on  the  wind  of  thy  swift- 
ness, and  travel  quickly  to  the  Isle  of  Heroes, 

Where  those  who  went  of  old  are  in  deep  slumber,  deaf 
to  the  sound  of  music.  Open  the  h.dl  where  dwell  Ossian 
and  Daol.  The  night  shall  come,  and  the  bard  shall  not 
be  found. 

Hut  ah  !  before  it  come,  a  little  while  ere  my  shade 
retire  to  the  dwelling  of  bards  upon  Ardveii,  from 
whence  there  is  no  reHirn,  give  mc  the  harp  and  my 
shell  for  the  road,  and  then,  my  beloved  h.irp  and  shell, 
farewell. 


Ì6 


AIIANN  A  BIIAIltD  AOSDA. 


Totj  do  Hj^iath  f^ii  li-àrd  thiir  ctiiiun, 
Glac  «li>  luatlias  blui  iwiirt  iiu  (;ii«>itli, 
'S  eibhiiin  hiiii  nin  cIiIuhìh  uiii  ì'uhìiii, 
O'd  chridhe  lcùiiit' — iiii  t-ùruii  giutil. 

Co  an  til*  on  ^lunis  a'  i;)iiioth, 

Tha  i^iulun  glaoidh  do  liliroiii  on  clii't*!;,'? 

OigtMi'  a  (liHÌdh  uain  a  tlniall, 

'Sa  dh't'bàg  mo  chiabli  ghlaa  gu'n  taic, 

BVil  deòir  do  ruisg  ()  !  thuaa  ribhinn, 
Is  niìiu'  niais'  's  a's  ^ile  làmh  ? 
Solas  gii'n  clirioch  do'n  ghruaidh  nihaoith, 
A  chaoidh  nach  gluais  on  leabaidh  chaoii. 

Innsibh,  o  threig  mo  shuil,  a  ghuoth*, 
C  ait'  am  beil  a  cliuil'  a  fas, 
Le  glaodhati  bròin  's  na  brie  r'a  taobh, 
Le  sgiath  gun  deo  a  cumail  blàir. 

Togaibh  mi — càraibb  le'r  laimh  threiri, 
'S  cuiribh  mo  cheann  fo  bharrach  ùr, 
'N  uair  dh'eireas  a'  ghrian  gu  h-àrd, 
Biodh  a  sgiath  uain'  os-ceann  mo  shùl. 

An  sin  thig  thu  O  !  aisling  chiùin, 
Tha  'g  astar  dlù  measg  reuU  na  h-òidhch', 
Biodh  gnoimh  m'  oidhche  ann  ad  cheòl  ; 
Toirt  aimsir  mo  mhùirn  gu'm  chuimhn'. 

O  !  m'anam  faic  an  ribhinn  òg, 

Fo  sgeith  an  daraich,  righ  nam  flath, 

'S  a  lamh  shneachd  '  measg  a  ciabhan  òir, 

'Sa  meall-shuil  chiiiin  air  òg  a  gràidh. 

E-san  a'  seinn  ri  taobh  's  i  balbh, 
Le  cridhe  leum,  's  a  snamh'  na  cheòl, 
An  gaol  bho  shuil  gu  suil  a  falbh, 
Cuir  stad  air  feidh  nan  sleibhtean  mòr. 

Nis  threig  am  fuaim,  's  tha  cliabh  geal  min, 
Ri  uchd  's  ri  cridhe  gaoil  a'  fas, 
'S  a  bilibh  ùr  mar  ròs  gun  smal, 
Ma  bheul  a  gaoil  gu  dlù  an  sks. 

Solas  gun  chrioch  do'n  chomunn  chaomh, 
A  dhùisg  dhomh  m'  aobhneas  ait  nach  piil, 
A's  beannachd  do  t-anams'  a  ruin, 
A  nighean  chiiiin  nan  cuach-chiabh  grinn. 

'Ndo  threig  thu  mi  aisling  nam  buadh? 
Pill  fathast — aon  cheum  beag — pill ! 
Cha  chluinn  sibh  mi  Ochoin  !   's  mi  truagh. 
A  bheannaibh  mo  ghi'aidh — slàn  leibh. 


Sl.in  l«r  citmiiiin  caoinh  na  h-òig«', 
A'h  oighfaniiati  bòi<ihi>a(-li,  Nlàii  leibh, 
Cha  leir  dhomh  MÌbh,  dliiiilihM;  tha  Humhradh, 
Ach  dhomsa  geamhradh  a  cliaoidb, 

O  !  cuir  mo  chluas  ri  fuaim  Ean-mùr 
Ìa'.  chrònan  a'  tearnadh  on  chn'ig. 
iii'dh  emit  agus  sligu  ri'm  tliaoith, 
'S  an  sgiath  a  dhian  mo  tthinnsir  na'  chath. 

Thig  le  càirdeas  thar  a  chuain, 
Osag  inhiti  a  ghliiais  gu  iriall. 
Tog  mo  cheù  air  isgiath  (h)  luathais, 
'S  imich  grad  gu  eilean  fhlaitheis. 

Ear'm  beil  na  laoich  a  dh-fhalbh  o  sheau, 
An  cadal  troin  gun  dol  1«  ceòl, 
Fosglaibh-sa  thalla  Oisein  a's  Dhaoil, 
Thig  an  oidhche  's  cha  bhi'm  bard  air  bhrath. 

Ach  o  m'an  tig  i  seal  m'an  triall  mo  cheò, 
Gu  teach  man  bard,  air  àr-bheinn  as  nach  pill. 
Fair  cruit  's  mo  shlige  dh-iunnsaidh  'n  ròid, 
An  sin ;  mo  chruit,  's  mo  shligeghraidh,  slan  leibh. 

Note. — This  is  a  curious  and  valuable  relic  of  antiquity. 
It  affords  internal  evidence  that  the  doctrines  of  Chris, 
tianity  were  either  wholly  unknown  to  ihe  poet,  or  had  no 
place  in  his  creed.  The  Elysium  of  bards  upon  Ardven, 
the  departure  of  the  poet's  shade  to  the  hall  of  Ossian  and 
Daol,  his  last  wish  of  laying  by  his  side  a  harp,  a  shell  full 
of  liquor,  and  his  ancestors'  shield,  are  incompatible  with 
the  Christian  doctrine  of  a  future  state. 

That  it  is  a  composition,  however,  long  subsequent  to 
the  times  of  Ossian,  is  evident  from  the  change  which  the 
manners  of  the  Caledonians  had  in  the  interim  undergone ; 
for  in  the  poems  of  that  bard  there  is  scarcely  an  allusion 
to  the  pastoral  state.  At  any  rate,  the  art  of  taming  and 
breeding  cattle  was  certainly  not  practised  by  the  Fingal- 
ians.  Hunting  and  war  seem  to  have  been  their  sole  occu- 
pations.  Our  aged  bard,  however,  lived  in  the  pastoral 
state  of  society  ;  a  state  which  many  poets  have  made  the 
subject  of  that  species  of  poetry  denominated  pastoral. 

Our  bard  exhibits  tender  senses,  and  describes  happy 
situations.  He  paints  the  beauties  of  nature  with  the  hand 
of  a  master,  and  expresses  the  warmth  of  his  feelings  in 
glowing  numbers.  His  style  is  nervous,  his  manner  chaste. 
His  fancy  wears  the  native  garb  of  purity  and  simplicity  : 
and  true  taste  will  recognise  his  composition  as  the  genuine 
offspring  of  nature — as  real  poetry. 

The  poet  has  enumerated  those  rural  occupations  which 
afforded  him  delight  in  the  vigour  of  life.  He  has  arranged 
and  drawn  forth  to  view  rural  objects,  attended  by  such 
circumstances  as  had  made  the  most  pleasurable  and  last- 
ing impression  upon  his  own  mind;  and  he  seems,  at  the 
same  time,  to  have  been  highly  sensible  of  the  beauties  of 
nature,  and  capable  of  producing  those  strokes  of  fancy 
which  evince  poetic  merit. 

This  poem  shows  that  men  leading  a  pastoral  life  are 
capable  of  refined  feelings  and  delicate  sentiments,  and 
may  be  actuated  by  the  best  affections  of  the  heart;  that 
long  posterior  to  the  days  of  Ossian,  the  Christian  religion 
had  not  perhaps  been  heard  of  by  the  Caledonians  ;  and 
that  they  were  of  opinion  that  the  soul  was  an  airy  substance 
capable  of  existing  in  a  state  of  separation  from  the  body, 
and  of  enjoying,  in  the  region  of  the  clouds,  those  agree- 
able occupations  which  had  given  it  pleasure  upon  earth. 


A'  CHOMHACIIAG. 
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A'   CIIOMIIAClfAG/ 


A  Chomhacliag  bhoclnl  na  Sròine, 
A  nochd  is  biòiia(;h  do  Inabaidh, 
Ma  bha  thu  aiiri  li  linn  Donna^haill, 
Cha'n  ioghnadh  ge  trom  leat  t-aigneadh. 

"  'S  co'-aoise  mise  do'n  daraig, 
Bha  na  taillean  aiin  sa'  choinntich, 
'S  iomadh  linn  a  chuir  mi  romharn, 
'S  gur  mi  comha<;hag  bliochd  na  Sròine. 

Nise  bho  na  thà  thu  aosda, 
Deun-sa  t-t"haosaid  ris  an  t-shagart, 
Agus  innis  dhà  gun  euradh, 
Gach  aon  sgeula  ga'm  beil  agad. 

"  Cha  d'  rinn  mise  braid'  no  breugan, 
Cladii  na  tearmann  a  bhristeadh 
Air  m'  fhear  fein  cha  d'  roinn  mi  iomluas, 
Gur  cailleach  bhochd  ionraig  mise. 

Chunnacas  mac  a  Bhrltheimh  chalnia, 
Agus  Feargus  mor  an  gaisgeach, 
As  Torradan  liath  na  Sròiiie, 
Sin  na  laoich  bha  domhail,  taiceil." 

Bho  'na  thòisich  thu  ri  seanachas, 
A's  èigin  do  leaninhuinn  ni's  faide, 
Gu  'n  robh  'n  triuir  bha  sin  air  foghnadh, 
Ma  'n  robh  Donnaghall  ann  san  Fhearsaid. 

"  Chunnaic  mi  Alasdair  Carrach, 
An  duin'  is  allaile  bha  'n  Albainn, 
'S  minig  a  bha  mi  ga  eisteachd, 
'S  e  aig  reiteach  nan  torn  sealga. 

Chunnaic  mi  Aonghas  na  dheigh, 
Cha  b'  e  sin  raghainn  bu  taire, 
'S  ann  's  an  Fhearsaid  a  bha  thuinidh, 
'S  rinn  e  muillean  air  Allt-Larach," 

*  This  poem  is  attributed  to  Donald  Maodonald  better 
known  by  the  cognomen  of  Dovt/inull  mac  Fhiullnidh  nan 
Dan — a  celebrated  hunter  and  poet.  He  was  a  native  of 
Lochaber  and  flourished  before  the  invention  of  fire-arms. 
According  to  tradition,  he  was  the  most  expert  archer  of  his 
day.  At  the  time  in  which  he  lived,  wolves  were  very 
troublesome,  especially  in  Lochaber,  but  Donald  is  said  to 
have  killed  so  many  of  them,  that  previous  to  his  death, 
there  was  only  one  left  alive  in  Scotland,  which  was  shortly 
after  killed  in  Strathglass  by  a  woman.  He  composed 
these  verses  when  old,  atul  unable  to  follow  the  cliase  ;  and 
it  is  the  only  one  of  his  compositions  which  has  been 
handed  down  to  us. 

The  occasion  of  the  poem  was  this  :  He  had  married  a 
young  woman  in  his  old  age,  who  as  miglil  have  been 
expected,  proved  a  very  unmeet  helpmate.  When  he  and 
his  dog  were  both  worn  down  with  the  toils  of  the  chase, 


Bu  lionmhor  cogadh  a's  creachadli, 
Blia'n  an  Lochabar  'san  uair  sin 
C'àite  'm  biodh  tusa  ga  t-flialach, 
Eoin  bhig  na  mala  gruamaich. 

"  'S  ann  a  bha  cuid  mhor  do  m'  shinnsiry 
Eadar  an  Innse  a's  an  Fhearsaid, 
Bha  cuid  eile  dhiu'  ma'n  Dèaghthaigh  ; 
Bhiodh  iad  ag  eigheach  'sa'n  fheasgar. 

'N  uair  a  chithinnse  dol  seachad, 
Na  creachan  agus  am  fuathas, 
Bheirinn  car  beag  far  an  rathaid, 
'S  bhithinn  grathunn  sa'  Chreig-ghuanaich." 

Creag  mo  chridhe-s'  a  Chreag  ghuanach, 
Chreag  an  dh-fhuair  mi  greis  de  m'  àrach. 
Creag  nan  aighean  's  nan  damh  siùbhlach, 
A  chreag  ùrail,  aighearach,  ianach. 

Chreag  ma'n  iathadh  an  fhaoghait, 
Bumhiann  learn  a  bhi  ga  taghal, 
'N  uair  bu  bhinn  guth  gallain  gaodhair, 
A'  cur  graidh  gu  gabhail  chumhainn. 

'S  binn  na  h-iolairean  ma  bruachan, 
'S  binn  a  cuachan,  's  binn  a  h-eala, 
A's  binne  na  sin  am  blaoghan, 
Ni  an  laoghan  meana-bhreac,  ballach. 

A's  binn  learn  toraman  na'n  dos, 
Ri  uilinn  nark  corra-bheann  cas, 
'S  an  eilid  bhiorach  is  caol  cos, 
Ni  lois  f'o  dhuiileich  ri  teas. 

Gun  de  cheil  aic'  ach  an  damh, 
S  e  's  muime  dh'i  feur  a's  cneamh, 
Mathair  an  laoigh  mheana-bhric  mhir, 
Bean  an  t'hir  mhall-rosgaich  ghlain. 

and  decrepit  with  age,  his  "crooked  rib"  seems  to  take 
a  pleasure  in  tormenting  them.  Kear,  rather  than  respect 
might  possibly  protect  Donald  himself,  but  she  neither 
feared  nor  respected  the  poor  dog.  On  the  contrary,  she 
took  every  opportunity  of  beating  and  maltreatmg  him. 
In  fact,  "  like  the  goodman's  mother,"  he  "  was  aye  in  the 
way."  Their  ingenious  tormentor  one  day  found  an  old 
and  feeble  owl,  which  she  seems  to  have  thought  would 
make  a  tit  comjianion  for  the  old  man  and  his  dog;  and 
accordingly  brought  it  home.  The  poem  is  in  the  form  ot 
a  dialogue  between  Donald  and  the  owl.  It  is  very  un- 
likely that  he  had  ever  heard  of  yEsop,  yet  he  contrives  to 
make  an  owl  speak,  and  that  to  good  purpose.  On  the 
whole  it  is  an  ingenious  performance  and  perhaps  has  no 
rival  of  its  kind  in  the  language.  Allusion  is  made  to  his 
"  half  marrow,"  in  the  òTth  stanza. 
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SAR  OiiAlU  NAM   BAUD   (JAKLACH. 


'S  NÌùbhlach  a  dh'-flialhhas  o  raon, 
Cndal  clia  dean  e  sa'n  Niiiùir, 
IV  (Uenvv  Icis  iia  plaide  lo'  tliaobit, 
13ùrr  ail  tiiiaoich  hliadaiiaicli  iiir. 

Gur  àliiìiin  si;t'aiiih  an  daiinli  dliuinii, 
'Tlieariias  o  sliircadli  nam  licatin, 
IMac  iia  li-cildt*  I'ls  an  t-.Hh(iiiii, 
Much  du  chi'oin  lu  ^pìd  a  clifaiiii. 

Kilid  bliiiiiirach,  mheai'^ant,  bliallacli, 
Odliar,  eaiiijacli,  indid  ri-idli  àrd, 
Dainh  togalach,  croic  clicaiiiiacli,  sgiainhac.h, 
Crònanach,  ceaiiii-riabiiach,  dearg. 

Giir  gasd'  a  ruithoadh  tii  stias, 
Ri  leac.hdiiinn  chruaidh  a's  i  cas, 
jMoladli  gach  aon   iieacli  an  cù, 
Ach  inulains'  'ii  triip  tha  dul  as. 

Croag  mo  cbride-sa  chreag  mhor, 
'S  iniiiiihuinn  an  Ion  tha  fo  ceann, 
'S  anus'  an  lag  a  th'  air  a  cul, 
Na  machair  a's  mùr  nan  gall. 

IVr  annsachd  beinn  sheasgaicb  nam  fuaran, 
An  riasgach  o'n  dean  an  damh  ranan, 
Chuireadh  gadhar  is  glan  nuallan, 
Feidh  na'n  ruaig  gu  Inbhir-Mheorain. 

B'  annsa'  leam  na  dùrdan  bodaich, 
Os  ccann  leic  li  earamdh  sii, 
Dùireaii  an  daimh  'in  bi  ghnè  dhuinnead, 
Air  leacann  beinne  's  e  ri  sin. 

'N  uair  bhùras  damh  Beinne-bige, 
'S  a  bheiiras  damh  Beinn-na-craige, 
Freagraidh  na  daimh  ud  da  cheile; 
'S  thig  feidh  a'  Coirre-na-snaige. 

Bha  mi  o'n  rugadh  mi  riabh, 
Ann  an  caidridh  fhiadh  a's  earb', 
Ch'an  fhaca  mi  dath  air  bian, 
Ach  buidhe,  riabhach,  a's  dearg. 

Cha  mhi-fhin  a  sgaoil  an  comunn, 
A  bha  eadar  mi  'sa  Chreag-ghuanach, 
Ach  an  aois  ga'r  toirt  o  cheile, 
Gur  grathuun  an  fheil'  a  fhuaras. 

•'S  i  creag  rao  chridhe-s'  a  Chreag-ghuanach, 
A  chreag  dhuilleach,  bhiolaireach,  bhraonach^ 
Na  'n  tulach  ard,  àluinn,  fiarach, 
Gur  cian  a  ghabh  i  o'n  mhaorach. 

Cha  mhinig  a  bha  mi  'g  eisdeachd, 
Re  seideadh  na  muice-mara, 
Ach  's  trie  a  chuala  mi  mòran, 
De  chrònanaich  an  daimh  allaidh. 


Cha  do  chiilr  mi  duil  naii  iusgacb, 
Blii  ga  iarraidh  1(>ìm  h  mhadhar, 
'8  inor  gu'in  b'  aniiHa  li-ain  am  (iadlLirb, 
'S  hhi  air  liilbh  nan  sliabh  a^-t-niajL;har. 

'S  eibbinn  an  obair  an  t-sbcalg, 
S  ait  a  cuairt  an  aiid  gii  b«;achd, 
Gill'  biniio  a  b-ai^bfar  'm  a  luiiii 
Na  long  a's  i  dul  to  bheairt. 

Fad  'sa  bbithinn  bcù  no  maireaan, 
IJeù  dhe  'ii  anani  an  aio  cborp, 
Db-rbanainri  am  tbcbar  an  fiieidh. 
Sin  an  spreidb  an  robh  mo  tboirt. 

C'àit'  an  cualas  ccòl  bu  bbinne, 
Na  mothar  gadhair  mhoir  a'  teachd, 
Daimh  sheannga  na'  ruitb  le  gleaiin, 
Miol-cboin  a  dul  annt  a's  ast*. 

'S  truagh  an  diugh  nach  beò  an  fheogbainn, 
Gun  anil  ach  an  ceo  de'n  bhuidheann, 
I^eis  'm  bu  mbiannach  gloir  nan  gadhar, 
Gun  mbeoghail,  gun  òl,  gun  bbruidhiun. 

Bratach  Alasdair  nan  Glcann, 
A  sròl  fathrumacb  li  crann, 
Suaicheantas  sboilleir  sbiol  Chuinn, 
Nach  do  chuir  suim  an  clann  gball 

'S  ann  an  Cinn-Ghiubhsaich  na  laidbe, 
Tha  nàmbaid  na  graidhe  deirge, 
Lamb  dbeas  a  mbarbbadh  a  bbradain, 
Bu  mhath  e  'n  sabaid  na  feirge. 

Dh-fbag  mi  san  Ruaidhe  so  shios, 
Am  fear  a  b'  olc  dhoms'  a  bhas, 
'S  trie  a  chuir  e  '  thagradh  an  cruathas, 
Ann  cluais  an  daimh  chabruich  an  sas 

Raonull  Mac-Dhomhnuill  gblais, 
Fear  a  fhuair  fòghlum  gu  deas, 
Deagh  Mhac-Dhomhnuill  a  chuil  cbais, 
Ni'm  beò  neach  a  cbòmhraig  leis. 

Alasdair  cridhe  nan  gleann. 
Gun  c  bhi  ann  mor  a'  cbreach, 
'S  trie  a  leag  thu  air  an  torn, 
Sliochd  nan  sonn  leis  a  chu  ghlas. 

Alasdair  mac  Ailein  mhoir, 
'S  trie  a  mbarbb  sa'  bbeinn  na  feidh, 
'S  a  leanadh  fad  air  an  tòir, 
Mo  dhoigh  gur  DomhnuUach  treun. 

A's  DomhnuUach  thu  gun  mhearacbd, 
Gur  tu  buinne  geal  na  cruagbach, 
Gur  càirdeach  thu  do  Chlann-Chatain, 
S  gur  h-e  dalt  thu  do'n  Chreig-ghuanaich. 
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Ma  dh-fliàgadh  DotiihnuH  a  inuigh, 

'S  buan  an  comunn  gun  bhristeadh, 

Na  aoiiar  a'  taigli  na'  llttagh, 

Bha  eadar  mise  'a  an  t-ui»ge  ; 

S  gearr  a  bhios  gucasj  air  bhuil, 

Sùgli  nam  uiur  bheann  gun  aihiage, 

Luclid  a  chruidh  bi'dh  ìad  a  staigb. 

'S  mise  ga  òl  gun  trasgadh. 

Mi*m  shuidh  air  sìth-bhruth  nam  beanri, 

'S  ann  a  bha  'n  coinmunn  bristcach, 

A  colmhead  air  ceann  Lo(;ba-Trjig, 

Eadar  mise  's  a  Clireag-slieilich, 

Creag  ghuanach  atn  biodh  an  t-shealg, 

Mise  gu  bràth  cha  diiich, 

Grianan  ard  am  biudh  na  fcidh. 

Ise  gu  dilinn  cha  tcirinn. 

Chi  mi  na  Dù-]ochain  bliuam, 

On  labhair  mi  umaibh  gu  leir, 

Chi  mi  Chruach,  a's  Beinne-bhreac, 

Gabbaidh  mi  fheiti  dibh  mo  chead. 

Chi  mi  Srath-Oisein  nam  Fiann, 

Dearmad  cha  dean  mi  s  nti  am. 

Chi  mi  ghrian  air  Meall-nan-leac. 

Air  fiadhach  ghleann  nam  beann  beag. 

Chi  mi  Beinn-Neamhais  gu  h-àrd, 

Ccad  is  truaighe  ghabhadh  riabh, 

Agus  an  càrn-dearg  ri  bun, 

Do  'n  fhiadhaich  bu  mhòr  mo  thoil, 

A's  coire  beag  eile  ri  taobh, 

Cha  'n  fhalbh  le  bogiia  fo  m'  sg'jith. 

Chìt'  as  monadh  faoin  a's  muir. 

'S  gu  là-bhràth  cha  leig  mi  coin. 

Gur  rìmheach  an  coire  dearg, 

Tha  blaidh  mo  bhogha  'n  am  uchd, 

Far  'm  bu  mhiannach  leinn  bhi  sealg, 

Le  agh  maol,  odhar  is  ait, 

Coirre  nan  tulaichean  fraoich, 

Ise  ceanait  's  mise  gruamach. 

Innis  nan  laogh  's  nan  damli  garbh. 

'S  cruaigh  an  diugh  nach  buan  an  t-s!ilat. 

Chi  mi  braidh  Bhtdcan-nan-dòs, 

Mis'  a's  tusa  ghadhair  bhàin. 

'N  taobh  so  bhos  do  Sgurra-lìdh, 

'S  tùrsach  air  turas  do  'n  eiiean, 

Sgurra'Chòinntich  nan  damh  seang— 

Chain  sinn  an  tathunn  a's  an  dan, 

lonmhuinn  leam  an  diugh  na  chì. 

Ge  d'  bha  sinn  grathunn  ri  ceaiuil. 

Chi  mi  Srath  farsuinn  a  chruidh, 

Thug  a  choille  dhlot-s'  an  earb', 

Far  an  labhar  guth  nan  sonn, 

'S  thug  an  t-ard  dbiom-sa  na  fcidh, 

A's  Coire  creagach  a  mhaim, 

Cha  n  eil  nàire  dliuinn  a  laoich, 

A'  minig  a  thug  mo  lamh  toll. 

O'n  laidh  an  aois  oirnu  le  cheil'. 

Chi  mi  Garbh-bheinn  nan  damh  donn, 

'Nuair  a  bha  mi  air  an  da  chois, 

Agus  Slat-bheinn  nan  tom  sith, 

'S  moch  a  shiubhlain  bhos  a's  thall, 

Mar  sin  agus  an  Leitir  dhubh. 

Ach  a  nis  on  thuair  mi  tri, 

'S  an  trio  a  rinn  mi  fuil  na'  frith. 

Cha  ghluais  mi  acii  gu  min,  mall. 

Soraidh  gu  Beinn-allta  bhuam, 

Aois  cha  n'eil  thu  dhunn  meachair 

O'n  's  Ì  fhuair  urram  nam  beann, 

Ge  nach  feudar  leinn  do  sheachnadh, 

Gu  slios  Loch- Earrachd  an  fheidh, 

Cromaidh  tu  'n  duine  direach, 

Gu'm  b'ionmhuinn  leam  fein  bhi  ann. 

A  dh'  fhàs  gu  mileanta  gàsda. 

Tho»r  soraidh  uam  thun  an  Loch", 

Giorraichidh  tu  air  a  shaoghal. 

Far  am  faicte  'bhos  a's  thall, 

Agus  caochlaidhidh  tu  '  chasan, 

Gu  uisge  Leamhna  nan  lach, 

Fagaidh  tu  cheann  gun  deudach, 

Muime  nan  laogh  brcac  's  nam  meann. 

'S  ni  thu  eudann  a  chasadh. 

'S  e  loch  mo  chridhse  an  loch. 

A  Shinead  chas-aodannach,  plieallach, 

An  loch,  air  am  biodh  an  lach. 

A  shream-shuiieach,  odhar,  eitidh, 

Agus  iomadh  eala  bhàn, 

Cia  ma  'n  leiginn  leat  a  lobhair  ? 

'S  bh'idh  iad  a  snàmh  air  ma  seach, 

Mo  bhogha  toirt  dhiom  air  eiginn. 

Olaidh  mi  a'  Treig  mo  theann-shàth, 

O'n  's  mi-fiiin  a  b'  fliearr  an  airidh. 

Na  dheidh  cha  bhi  mi  to  mhulad, 

Air  mo  bhoglia  ro-math  iubhair, 

Uisge  glan  nam  (iiaran  fallari, 

No  thusa  aois  bhotiiar,  sgallach. 

O'n  seang  am  fiadh  a  ni  'n  langan. 

Bhios  aig  an  teallach  ad  shuidiie. 

2o; 
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Labhnir  an  anis  a  ritliist ; 
"  *S  iDO  's  riii<;liiiiii  tha  lliii  hMiitaiiiti. 
Ivis  a  bhoj^ha  nìii  a  ^hiùlati, 
*S  {jur  HUM-  l)u  cimibltc  dluit  bàta.' 

(ìabb  tbtisa  btiiiaiiisa  'm  bAta, 
Aois  graiida  chairtidh  na  pli'idc, 


Chu  luiginn  mo  bhn^^ha  Icatsn, 
Do  mhatbas  no  <1'  ar,  (M^iii. 

"  '  S  iomadh  laoch  a  b'  fbearr  no  thiisa, 
Dh-n»ù{(  tnisc  Kii  tuisU-acb  aiifbann, 
'N  dc-is  t'baobbarbadb  as  a  slicasarnh, 
liha  rioinhe  na  t'hleaHgach  meainnacli." 


MAIRI  NIGHEAN  ALASDAIR  RUAIDH. 

The  real  name  of  this  poetess  was  Mary  INI'Leod,  though  she  is  more  gencrallv 
known  among  her  countrymen  by  the  above  appellation.  She  was  born  in  Roudal,  in 
Harris,  in  the  year  1569,  and  was  the  daughter  of  Alexander  M*Leod,  son  of  Alasdair 
Jiuad/i,  who  was  a  descendant  of  the  chief  of  tliat  clan.* 

It  does  not  appear  that  Mary  had  done  any  thing  in  the  poelic  way  till  she  v/as 
somewhat  advanced  in  life,  and  employed  as  nurse  in  the  family  of  her  chief:  neither  is 
there  any  evidence  that  she  could  write,  or  even  read.  Her  first  production  was  a  song 
made  to  please  the  children  under  her  charge. 

*^  An  Talla  'm  hu  ghnà  le  Mac-Leùid'"  was  composed  on  the  Laird  being  sick  and 
dying.  He  playfully  asked  Mary  what  kind  of  a  lament  she  would  make  for  him  ? 
Flattered  by  such  a  question,  she  replied  that  it  would  certainly  be  a  very  mournful 
one.  "  Come  nearer  me,"  said  the  aged  and  infirm  chief,  **  and  let  me  hear  part  of  it." 
Mary,  it  is  said,  readily  complied,  and  sung,  ex  tempore,  that  celebrated  poem. 

"  Hithill  uthill  ugus  ho"  was  composed  on  John,  a  son  of  Sir  Norman,  upon  his 
presenting  her  with  a  snuff-mull.  She  sometime  after  gave  publicity  to  one  of  her  songs, 
which  so  provoked  her  patron,  M'Leod,  that  he  banished  her  to  the  Isle  of  Mull,  under 
the  charge  of  a  relative  of  his  own. 

It  was  during  her  exile  there  that  she  composed  "'*S  mi  'm  shuidJi  air  an  Tulaich,'" 
or  "  Luinneag  Mhic-Leòidr  On  this  song  coming  to  M'Leod's  ears,  he  sent  a  boat 
for  her,  giving  orders  to  the  crew  not  to  take  her  on  board  except  she  should  promise  to 
make  no  more  songs  on  her  return  to  Skye.  Mary  readily  agreed  to  this  condition  of 
release,  and  returned  with  the  boat  to  Dunvegan  Castle. 


*  There  was  another,  though  inferior  poetess,  of  the  family  of  Alasdair  Ruadh,  who  is  some- 
times confounded  with  our  authoress.  Her  name  was  P'lora  M'Leod.  In  Gaelic  she  is  called 
Fionaghal  Nighean  Alasdair  Ruaidh.  This  poetess  lived  in  Troterness,  and  was  a  native  of  Skye. 
She  was  married,  and  some  of  her  descendants  are  still  in  that  country.  All  that  we  have  been 
able  to  meet  with,  of  Flora's  poetry,  is  a  satire  on  the  clan  Mac-Martin,  and  an  elegy  on  M'Leod 
of  Dunvegan.  We  have  the  authority  of  several  persons  of  high  respectability,  and  on  whose 
testimony  we  can  rely,  that  Mary  MLeod  was  the  veritable  authoress  of  the  poems*  attributed  to 
her  in  this  work. 
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Soon  after  this,  a  son  of  the  Laird's  had  been  ill,  and,  on  his  recovery,  Mary  com- 
posed a  song  which  is  rather  an  extraordinary  composition,  and  which,  like  its  prede- 
cessors, drew  on  her  devoted  head  the  displeasure  of  her  chief,  who  remonstrated  with 
her  for  again  attempting  song-making  without  his  permission.  Mary's  reply  was,  '*  It  is 
not  a  song  ;  it  is  only  a  crdnaii," — that  is,  a  hum,  or  **  croon." 

She  mentions,  in  a  song  which  we  have  heard,  but  which  was  never  printed,  that  she 
had  nursed  five  lairds  of  the  M'Leods,  and  two  of  the  lairds  of  Applecross.  The  song 
ends  with  an  address  to  Tòrmod  nan  tri  Tòrmod.*  She  died  at  the  advanced  age  of 
105  years,  and  is  buried  in  Harris.  She  used  to  wear  a  tartan  tonnag,  fastened  in  front 
with  a  large  silver  brooch.  In  her  old  days  she  generally  carried  about  with  her  a 
silver-headed  cane,  and  was  much  given  to  gossip,  snuff,  and  whisky. 

Mary  M'Leod,  the  inimitable  poetess  of  the  Isles,  is  the  most  original  of  all  our  poets 
She  borrows  nothing.  Her  thoughts,  her  verse,  her  rhymes,  are  all  equally  her  own. 
Her  language  is  simple  and  elegant ;  her  diction  easy,  natural,  and  unaffected.  Her 
thoughts  flow  freely,  and  unconstrained.  There  is  no  straining  to  produce  effect :  no 
search  after  unintelligible  words  to  conceal  the  poverty  of  ideas.  Her  versification  runs 
like  a  mountain  stream  over  a  smooth  bed  of  polished  granite.  Her  rhymes  are  often 
repeated,  yet  we  do  not  feel  them  tiresome  nor  disagreeable.  Her  poems  are  mostly 
composed  in  praise  of  the  M'Leods  ;  yet  they  are  not  the  effusions  of  a  mean  and  mercen- 
ary spirit,  but  the  spontaneous  and  heart-felt  tribute  of  a  faithful  and  devoted  dependant. 
When  the  pride,  or  arbitrary  dictate  of  the  chief,  sent  her  an  exile  to  the  Isle  of  Mull, 
her  thoughts  wandered  back  to  "the  lofty  shading  mountains," — to  "the  young  and 
splendid  Sir Tòrmdd.*'  During  her  exile  she  composed  one  of  the  finest  of  her  poems: 
the  air  is  wild  and  beautiful ;  and  it  is  no  small  praise  to  say  that  it  is  worthy  of  the 
verses.  On  her  passage  from  Mull  to  Skye  she  composed  a  song,  of  which  only  a  frag- 
ment can  now  be  procured :  we  give  a  few  stanzas  of  it : — 


"  Theid  mi  le'm  dheoin  do  dhùthaich  Mhic-Leòid, 
M'  iuìl  air  a  mhòr  luachach  sin, 
Bu  choir  dhomh  gum  bi  m'  eòlas  san  tlr 
Leòdach,  mar  jnll  cruadal  mi, 
Siubhiaidh  mi  'n  iarr,  tro  dhùlaclid  nan  sian, 
Do'n  tùr  g'am  bi  triall  thuath-cheathairn  ; 
On  cliualas  an  sgeul  buadiiach  gun  bhreug, 
Rinn  acain  mo  chieibh  fhuadacliadh. 

"  Chi  mi  Mac-Leòid  's  priseil  an  t-òg, 
Rìml)each  gu  mòr  l)uadhalach, 

Bho  Oliaghairnan  lann  chuireadh  sròlaibh  ri  crann  ; 
'S  Leòdaich  an  dream  uamharra. 
Eiridh  na  fuinn  ghlcusd  air  na  suinn, 
'S  feumail  ri  am  cruadail  iad, 
'Na  fiuranaibh  gliarg  an  am  rusgadh  nan  arm, 
'S  cliutach  an  t-ainm  fhuaras  leibh. 


"  Siol  Tòrmoid  nan  sgiath  foirmealach  fial, 
Dli'  eireadh  do  shluagh  luatii-lamhach  ; 
Deàlradh  nam  pios,  tòrman  nam  piob, 
'S  dearbh  gu'm  bu  leibh  'n  dualachas  ; 
Thainig  teachdair  do'n  tir  gu  macanta  min, 
'S  ait  learn  gach  ni  chualas  leam, 

O  Dhun-bheagan  nan  steud  's  am  freagair  luchd-tlieud, 
Bheir  greis  air  gach  sgeul  buaidh-ghloireach. 

"  'Nuair  chuireadh  na  laoich  loingheas  air  chad, 
Turas  ri  gaoith  ghluaiste  leibh, 
O  bharraibh  nan  crann  gu  tarruinn  nam  ball, 
Teannachadh  teann  suas  rithe, 
lomairt  gu  leoir  mar  ri  Mac-Lcòid, 
Charaich  fo  shròl  uain-dhait'  i, 
Bho  àrois  an  fhion  gu  talla  nam  pios, 
Gu'm  beannaich  mo  Righ  'n  tuasal  ud." 


*  We  knew  an  old  man,  called  Alexander  M'Rae,  a  tailor  in  INIellen  of  Gairloch,  whom  we 
have  heard  sing  many  of  Mary's  songs,  not  one  of  which  has  ever  been  printed.  Some  of  these 
were  excellent,  and  we  had  designed  to  take  them  down  from  his  recitation,  but  were  prevented  by 
his  sudden  death,  which  happened  in  the  year  1833.  Among  these  was  a  ratlier  extraordinary 
piece,  resembling  M*  Donald's  *'  JBiiluin,"  composed  upon  occasion  of  John,  son  of  Sir  Norman, 
taking  her  out  to  get  a  sail  in  a  new  boat. 
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'Nailc  cbiinna'  ini  iiair, 

1 

FUAIM  AN  T-SIIAIMII. 

S  giari   an  hkHadii  hUn  d'  ghruaidh, 

Rl  fu:iim  an  t-shìiìnih 

Fo  ghruaig  chleuchdnich  nan  dual  àr-bhuidh, 

'S  iiaì^MM'ac-li  HH)  ^ln-aii, 

Fo  ghniaig,  chh'adidaich,  &c. 

Btia  luis'  uair  iiacli  h'e  ami  m'  àbliHÌst, 

Bha  niis'  uair,  &c. 

P'ear  direach  deas  treun, 
Bu  ro  fhirinneach  bcus, 

1     Aoli  plol)  iuiallaiiach  mhòr, 

'S  e  gun  inhi-;;hcan,  gun  chcum  trailleil. 

Bheìreailh  buaidli  alr  gach  ceòl, 

'S  e  gun  mhi-ghean,  &c. 

'Nuair  fjJiluaist'  i  le  ineolr  Piiàdruig.* 

'Nuairt  ghliiaist'  i,  &c. 

Ue'n  linne  a  b'fhearr  buaidh, 
Tha  's  iia  criochailih  uiu'ri  cuairt, 

Gur  inairg  a  bheir  geiU 

Clann  fhirinneach  Kuairi  làin-mhoir. 

Do'n  t-saoglml  gu  leir, 

Clann  fhirinneach,  &c. 

'S  trie  a  diaocliail  e  cheum  gabhaidh. 

'S  trie  a  cliuochail  e,  &c. 

Cha'n  eil  cleachdadh  mhic  righ, 

No  gaisge,  no  guiomh, 

1 

Gur  lionmhoire  chùrs 

Nach  eil  pearsa  mo  ghaoil  Ian  deth. 

Na'ri  dealt  air  an  driuchd, 

Nach  eil  pearsa,  &c. 

Ann  am  madainn  an  tùs  raaighe. 

Ann  an  treirip,  's  ati  liigh, 

Ann  am  madain,  &c. 

! 

Ann  an  ceutaidh  's  an  cliCi, 

i    ■ 

Ann  am  feil'  's  an  gnuis  nàire. 

1 

i     Cha'n  fhacas  ri  m'  re. 

1 

1                                                                                              ' 

Ann  am  feil,  &c. 

i 

;     Aon  diiine  fo  'n  ghrein, 

Nach  tug  e  ghreis  fein  dha  sin. 

Ann  an  gaisge,  's  an  gniomb, 

1 

Nach  tug  c,  &c. 

'S  ann  am  pailte  neo-chrion, 

Ann  am  maise,  's  am  miagh  àillteachd. 

Beir  an  t-soghraidh  so  buam. 

Ann  am  maise,  &c. 

Gu  talla  nan  cuach, 

Far  'm  biodh  tathaich  nan  truadh  dàimhail. 

Ann  an  cruadal,  's  an  toil, 

Far  'm  biodh,  &c. 

Ann  am  buaidh  thoirt  air  sgfoil, 
Ann  an  uaisle  gun  chron  càileachd. 

! 

Thun  an  taighe  nach  gann, 

Ann  an  uaisle,  &c 

Fo  'n  leathad  ud  thall, 

Far  beil  aighear  as  ceann  mo  mhànrain. 

Tuigs-fhear  nan  teud, 

Far  beil  aighear,  &c. 

Purpas  gach  sgeil, 
Susbaint  gach  ceill  naduir. 

Sir  Tormod  mo  run, 

Susbaint  gach,  &c. 

OUaghaireach  thii, 

Gu'm  bu  chubhaidh  dhut  sid, 

Foirmeil  o  thus  t-abhaist. 

• 

Mar  a  thubhairt  iad  ris, 

Foirmeil  o  thus,  &c. 

Bu  tu  'n  t-ubhal  thar  meas  aird  chraoibh. 
Bu  tu  'n  t-ubhal,  &c. 

A  thasgaidh,  's  a'  chiall, 

'S  e  bu  chleachdadh  dhut  riamh. 

Leodaich  mo  run, 

Teach  farsuinn  's  e  fial  fàilteach. 

Seorsa  fhuair  cliCi, 

Teach  farsuinn,  &c. 

Cha  bu  thoiseachadh  ur  dhaibh  Sir. 
Cha  bu  thoiseach,  &e. 

Bhiodh  tional  nan  Cliar, 

Re  tamul,  a's  crari, 

Bba  fios  CO  sibh 

Dh-fhios  a  bhaile  'ni  biodh  triall  cbairdean. 

Ann  an  iomartas  righ. 

Dh-fhios  a  bhaile,  &c. 

1 

'Nuair  bu  mhulaidich  stri  Thearlaich,* 
'Nuair  bu,  &c. 

1 

*  The  celebrated  Padiii'icj  mòr  Mac  Cruimein,  one  of 

1      the  family  pipers  of  MacLeod  of  Dunvegan. 

»  King  Charles  11. 
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Slan  Ghàeil  no  Ghaill 
Cha'  dh-fhuaras  oirbh  foil  I, 
Dh-aon  bhuaii'fadh  ^'u  U'riiin  ur  iiainhaid. 
Dit-aon  bhuireadh,  &c. 

Lochluintiich  threun 
Toiswach  ur  sj{**il, 

Sliochd  solta    bho    fVeumh  Mhànuis. 
Sliochd  »uita,  &c. 

Thug  Dia  dhut  mar  ghiblit, 
Bhi  gn  morghalach  glic, 

Ciiriusd  deonaich'  dlia  d'shliochd  bhi  àdhmhor 
Chriosd  deonaich',  &c. 

Fhuair  thu  fortan  o  Dhia, 
Bean  bu  shocraiche  ciall, 
*S  Ì  gu  foisteitieach  fial  nàrach. 
'S  i  gu  fuisteiiieach,  &c. 

Am  beil  cannach  a's  cliù, 
'S  i  gun  mhilleadh  na  cùìs, 
'S  i  gu  h-iriosal  ciuin  cairdeil. 
'S  i  gu  h-iriosal,  &c. 

I  gun  dolaidh  fo  'a  ghrèin, 
Gu  toileachadh  treud, 
'S  a  h  olachd  a  reir  ban-righ. 
'S  a  h-òlachd,  &c. 

'S  trie  a  riaraich  thu  cuilm, 
Gun  fhiabhras  gun  tuilg, 
Nighean  Oighre  Dhun-Tuilin,  slan  dut. 
Nighean  Oighre,  &c. 


ORAN 

DO  DH*  IAIN  MAC  SHIR  TORMOD  MHIC-LECID.» 
LUINNEAG. 
H -it  hill  It  thill  ogus  Ò, 

H-ithill  t)  h-oireannan 
H-i thill  uthill  agus  o, 

H-ithill  o-h-o  h-òireannan 
H-ithill  V thill  agus  ò 

H-ithill  Ò  h-òriunnan 
Faillill  Ò  h-ullill  Ò, 

H-Ò  ri  ghealladh  h-i-il-an. 

Ge  do  theid  mi  do  m'  leabaidh 

Cha'n  è  cadal  is  miannach  learn, 
Aig  ro  mheud  na  tuile, 

'S  mo  mhuilean  gun  iarann  air, 
Tha  mholtair  ri  paidheadh, 

Mur  cailltear  am  bliadhna  mi, 
'S  gur  feumail  donih  faighinn, 

Ge  do  ghabhainn  an  iasad  i. 
H-ithill,  eye. 

*  For  the  air,  see  the  Rev.  Patrick  Macdonald's  CoUec- 
tion  of  Highland  Airs,  pages  28—163. 


Thu  mo  chion  air  a  chiachair, 

Kirin  m'aign«-8a  riarachadh, 
Fear  mor,  a  bheoil  mhcadiair, 

Ge  tosdach,  gur  briatlirac^h  tiiii, 
Gu'm  faighitiri  air  in'  iliacal 

Na  caisteil  ged  iarrainn  lad  ; 
Cheart  aiiideoin  mo  stuta, 

Gun  chàraich  sud  (iachan  orm. 
H-ithill,  Òfc. 

Ged  a  thuirt  mi  riut  clachair. 
Air  m'fharal  cha  b'fhior  dhomh  e, 
Gur  riogliail  do  shloiiincadh 

'S  gur  soilleir  ri  ianaidh  e, 
Fior  Leòdach  ùr,  gasda, 

Foinnidli  beachdail,  glic.fialaidh  thu, 
De  shliochd  nam  fear  flat  hail, 

Bu  mhath  an  ceann  chliaranach. 
H-ithill,  §c. 

Ach  a  mhic  ud  Shir  Tòrmod, 

Gu'n  soirbhich  gach  bliadhna  dhut, 
Chuir  buaidh  air  do  shliochd-sa, 

Aguspiseach  air  t-iarmadan  ; 
'S  do'n  chuid  eile  chloinn  t-athar, 

Anns  gach  rathad  a  thriallas  iad, 
Gu'n  robh  toradh  mo  dhurachd 

Dol  nan  run  mar  bu  mhiaiinach  leam. 
H-ithill,  §'c. 

'Nuair  a  theid  thu  do'n  fhireach, 

'S  ro  mhath  chinneas  an  fhiadhach  leat, 
Le  d'  lothain  chon  ghleusda 

Ann  ad  dheigh  'nuair  thrialladh  tu, 
Sin,  a's  cuilbhear  caol,  cinnteach, 

Cruaidh,  direach,  gun  fhiaradh  ann  ; 
Bu  tu  sealgair  na  h-eiiid, 

A  choilich.  's  na  liath-chirce. 
H-ithill,  Sfc. 

Tha  mo  chion  air  an  Ruairidh, 

Gur  luaineach  mu  d'  sgeula  mi, 
Fior  bhoinne  geal  suairc'  thu, 

Am  beil  uaisle  na  peacaige, 
Air  an  d'fhas  an  cùl  dualach, 

'S  e  na  chuachagan  teud-bhuidhe, 
Sin  a's  ùrla  glan,  suairce, 

Cha  bu  tuairisgeul  breugach  e. 
H-ithill,  8fc. 


Slan  iomradh  dhut  Iain, 

Gu  mu  rathail  a  dh'  eireas  dut, 

'S  tu  mac  an  deagh  athar, 

Blia  gu  mathasach  meaghrachail, 

BLa  gu  furbhailteac-h,  daonnachdach, 
Faoilteachailf  deirceachail, 

ik 
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Sàr  cht'iiniiiird  air  tii)f>  thn, 
biii'u  cuirte  U'iit  tVmu  orni. 
U-ithill,  Sfc. 

Gur  àliiinii  am  innr<-a(-li 

Air  each  an  glaic  diollaid  tliii, 
'S  til  ciiinail  do  ]>li('ars* 

Ann  an  cli'achdadli,  inav  dh'  iarraiiiii  dtit, 
Thit^oadh  siid  aim  ad  laiinti-sa 

Lann  spaintcach,  gliorni,  dliias-fiiada, 
A's  paidhir  niliath  phiostal 

Air  ci'ios  nam  ball  suiuinhunnch. 
H-ithill,  òfc. 


AN  TALLA  'M   HU  GIINA  LE 
MAC-LEO  ID. 

Rich  !  gur  muladach  '  tha  mi, 

'S  mi  gun  mhire  guti  mhànraii, 

Anns  an  talla  'm  bu  gnà  le  IMac-Leòid. 


Uigh !  gur,  &c. 

Taigh  mor  macnasach,  mcaghrach, 
Nam  macaibh  's  nam  maighdean, 
Far  'm  bu  tartarach  gleadhraich  nan  cbrn. 
Taigh  mor,  &c. 


..  ^^' 


Tha  do  thalla  mor  priseil, 
Gun  fhasgadh  gun  dian  air, 
Far  am  facadh  mi  'm  fion  bhi  'ga  òl. 
Tha  do  thalla,  &c. 

Och  nao  dhiobhail  mar  thachair, 
Thainig  dìl'  air  an  aitreabh, 
'S  ann  a's  cianail  leam  tachairt  na  coir. 
Och  mo  dhiobhail,  &c. 

Chi  mi  'n  chliar  a's  na  dàimhich, 
A'treigsinn  na  fardaich. 
On  nach  eisd  thu  ri  failte  luchd-ceoil, 
Chi  mi  'n  chliar,  &c. 

Shir  Tormad  nam  bratach. 
Fear  do  dhealbh-sa  bu  tearc  e, 
Gun  sgeilm  a  cbulr  asad  no  bòsd. 
Shir  Tòrmaid,  &c. 

Fhuair  thu  teist,  a's  deagh  urram, 
Ann  am  freasdal  gach  duine, 
Air  dheiseachd  's  air  uirighioll  beoil. 
Fhuair  thu  teist,  &c. 

Leat  bu  mhiannach  coin  lugh-mhor, 
Dol  a  shiubhal  nan  stiic-bheann, 
'S  an  gunna  nach  diultadh  re  h-òrd. 
Leat  bu  mhiannach,  &c. 


'S  i  do  Innih  nadi  roltli  tiiÌNleach, 
Dol  u  ('liaitht-adh  a  clnispair, 
lied'  bhogha  cruaidh,  ruiteuch,  deagh-neoil. 
'S  i  do  lauih  nach,  ^c. 

Olac  throm  air  do  HhliaHaid, 
An  dnigh  u  snaithi'adh  gun  fbiaradh, 
'S  barr  dosrach  do  sgialban  an  coin. 
Gluc-thorm,  &c. 

Hhiodh  cc'ir  ris  na  crannaibh, 
lin  iieo-c'is]<-aiia<-)i  tarniiiiti, 
'Nuir  a  leuinadh  an  t-saighcad  o  d'  uiiicoir. 
Bhiodh  ccir  ris,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  leigte  bho  d'  laimh  i, 
Cha  bhiodh  oirleach  gun  bhathadh, 
Eadar  corran  a  gàine  's  an  smeòirn. 
'Nuair  a  leigte,  &c. 

'Nam  dhut  tighinn  gu  d'  bhaile, 
'S  tu  bu  tighearnail  gabhail, 
Nuair  shuidheadh  gach  caraid  mu  d'  bhòrd. 
'Nam  dhut  tighinn,  &c. 

Bha  thu  measail  aig  uaislean, 
'S  cha  robh  beagan  mar  chruathas  ort, 
Sud  an  cleachdadh  a  fhuair  thu  t-aois  òig. 
Bha  thu  nr«asail,  &c.  V^/»>»niV£ 


y-eotA( 


u  'm  biodh  farum  air  thaileasg,  l^^^l^vJ( U<^^^^ 
gus  fuaim  air  a  chhirsaich,  J      V  »    ! 

JVlar  a  bhuineadh  do  shàrtjnhac  Mhic-Leoid.     ^  I 
Gu  'm  biodh    farum,   &c. 


G 

Ag 


Gur  h-e  b'  eachdraidh  'na  dheigh  sin, 
Greis  air  uirsgeul  na  Feinne, 
'S  air  cuideachda  cheir-ghil  nan  croc. 
Gur  h-e  b'  eachdraidh,  &c. 


CUMHA  DO  MHAC-LEOID. 

Gur  e  naidheachd  so  fhuair  mi, 

A  dh-fhuadaich  mo  chlall  uam. 

Mar  nach  bitheadh  i  agam, 

'S  nach  fhaca  mi  riamh  i ; 

Gur  e  Abhall  an  lis  so, 

Tha  mise  ga  iargann  ; 

E  gun  abuchadh  meas  air, 

Ach  air  briseadh  fo  chiad  bharr. 

Gur  e  sgeula  na  creiche, 
Tha  mi  nise  ga  eisdeachd, 
Gach  aon  chneadh  mar  thig  oirn', 
Dol  an  tricead,  san  deinead, 
Na  chunnaic,  's  na  chualas, 
'S  na  fhuaradb  o'n  cheud  la. 


MAlllI  NIGIIEAN  ALASDAIR  RUAIDH. 


Creach  nid  an  t-seobhaic, 
Air  a  sgathu  ri  aoii  uair. 

Ach  a  Chlami  an  fhir  allail, 
Bu  neo  nihalartair-h'  beusan, 
Ann  an  Lnnnuinn,  's  am  Pài'ÌH, 
Thug  hibh  ban*  air  na  ceudan, 
Chaidh  n-ur  cliù  tharais 
Tiiar  talainb  na  h-Eipbit, 
Cbeann  uidbe  luchd  euhiidli, 
'S  a  leannan  na  feileachd. 

Ach  a  fhriamhaich  nan  cuiaidh, 

'S  a  chuilein  nan  leoghan, 

A's  ogha  an  da  sheanar, 

13u  chaithreamaich'  loistean  ; 

C'àit'  an  rol)h  e  ri  fhaotuinn 

Air  an  taobhs'  an  Koinn-Eòrpa, 

Cha  b'  I'hurrasd  ri  fhaighinn 

Anns  gach  rathad,  bu  dòigh  dhuibh. 

Ach  a  Rnairidh  mhic  Iain, 

'S  goirt  learn  fhaighirin  an  sgeul-s'  ort, 

'S  e  mo  chreach-sa  mac  t-atbar, 

IJbi  na  laidhe  gun  eiridh, 

Agus  Tormod  a  mhac-sa, 

A  thasgaidh  mo  cheille  ! 

Gur  e  aobhar  mo  ghearain, 

Gu'n  chailleadh  le  ch^il'  lad. 

Nach  mòr  an  sgeul  sgriobhaidh, 
S  nach  iotighnadh  leibh  t'ein  e, 
DuilK;ach  na  craoibhe, 
Nach  do  sgaoileadh  am  meanglan, 
An  robh  cliù,  agus  onair, 
Agus  moladh  air  deagh-bheairt, 
Gu  daonachdach,  carthannach, 
Beannachdach,  ceutach. 

Ge  goirt  leam  an  naidheachd, 
Tha  mi  faighinn  air  Ruairidh, 
Gun  do  chorp  a  bhi  'san  Dùthaich, 
Anns  an  tuama  bu  dual  dut  ; 
Sgeul  eile  nach  fusadh, 
Tha  mi  claistinn  san  uair  so, 
Ged  nach  toir  mi  dha  creideas, 
Gur  beag  orm  ri  luaidh  e. 

Gur  ro  bheag  a  shaoil  mi, 
Ri  mo  shaoghal  gn'n  eisdinn. 
Gun  cluinneamaid  Leòdaich, 
Bhi  ga'm  fogradh  o'n  oighreachd, 
'S  a'n  còraichean  glana, 
'S  a'm  fearann  gun  dcigh  air 
'S  ar  ranntanan  farsuinn, 
Na'u  racli-te  'n  am  feum  sud. 


\LA^DAII 
Gu'n  eir* 
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t*eadh  na  t-aol>har 

Clanu-Raonuill,  's  Clann-DòmhnuiU, 

Agus  taigh  INlhic 'Illcuin, 

Bha  daingheann  'n-ur  seòrsa, 

Agus  fir  Ghlinne-Garaidh, 

Nail  tharais  a  Cnù'deart, 

iMar  sud,  a's    Clann   Chama-Shroin, 

O  champ  Inbhir-Lòchaidh.     . 

'S  beag  an  t-ionghnadh  Clann-Choinnich, 

Dheaiiadh  eiridh  ri  d'  ghuaik-an, 

'S  gu'n  robh  thu  na'm  fineachd. 

Air  t-fhilieadh  tri  uairean, 

'S  e  mo  chreach  gu'n  do  Chiimeadh 

Bhi  ma  chruinneachadh  t-uaghach, 

No  glaodh  do  mhna  muinntir 

'S  nach  cluinntear,  's  an  uairs'  i. 

Tha  mo  cheist  air  an  oighre, 
Th'a  stoidhle  's  na  h-Earadh, 
Ged  nai  h  deach'  thu  san  tuam'  ud, 
Far  bo  dual  dut  o  d'  sheanair. 
Gur  iomadh  fuil  uaibhreach, 
A  dh-fhuairich  ad  bhullaibh, 
De  shloinncadh  nan  righrean, 
Leis  na  chiosaicheadh  Manainn. 

'S  e  mo  ghaols'  an  sliocbd  foirmeil, 

Bh'air  sliochd  Ollaghair,  a's  Ochraidh, 

O  bhailo  na  Boirbhe, 

'S  ann  a  stoidhleadh  thu'n  tòiseach  j 

Gur  io ma  fuil  mhorgha, 

Bha  reota  sa  chorp  ud, 

De  shliochd  armunn  Chinntire, 

larl'  ir,  agus  Kois  thu. 

Mhic  Iain  Stiubhairt*  na  h-Apunn, 
Ged  a's  gasd'  an  duin'  òg  thu, 
Ged  tha  Stiubhartaich  beachdail, 
lad  tapaidh  'n  am  foirneart, 
Na  ghabhsa  meanmadh,  no  aiteas, 
A's  an  staid  ud,  nach  coir  dhut, 
Cha  toir  thu  i  dhaindeoin, 
'S  cha'n  thaigh  thu  le  deòin  i. 

C'uim'  an  tigeadh  fear  coigreach 
A  thagradh  ur'n  Oighreachd  ; 
Ged  nach  eil  e  ro  dhearbhta, 
Gur  searbh  e  ri  eisdeachd, 
Ged  tha  sinn'  air  ar  creachadh 
Mu  chloinn  mhac  an  fhir  fheilidh, 
Sliochd  Ruairidh  mhoir  allail, 
'S  gur  airidh  lad  fein  oir. 

*  Stewart  of  Appin  was  married  to  a  daughter  of  Mac. 
Lecul  of  Dunvegan,  which  made  the  Jlac-I-oods  a.ra.d 
that  he  should  claim  a  right  to  the  estate,  ou  account  ol 
MacLeod  having  left  no  male  heir. 
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IMAIinil-RANN 

DO    DII-KHKAU  NA   COMUAICH. 

Thil  miae  air  l<>nglia(lh  le  hròii, 
O'li  l.i  «ni-riij,'  tliii  '.s  riath  Im'Ò, 
Mil  111'  niinnm  raighidiicuoh,  coir, 
Uusal,  Hi^licai-iicli,  òg, 
*S  hhìmIc  slmidlx'  imi  Idiòrd, 

IMo  clircacli  t-lliaiginn  gu'n  tieòir  eii'idh. 

'S  tu'ii  laoch  <jiiii  Iftijjse,  jruii  leòri, 
Macau  niin-geal  gun  sgleò, 
B'  flicarail,  Miiealt  an  t-òjj, 
l)t!  slili()c-li(l  nam  lear  niòr, 
D'a  bn  dual  a  blii  coir, 

'S  gu'ni  b'lliiii  taiteal  do  hheoil  eisdeaclid. 

'S  tu  clilann  na  h-ireinn  a  b'fhearr, 
Glan  an  riainh  as  an  d'fliàs, 
Cairdeas  righ  as  gach  ball, 
Bha  sud  sgriobt'  leat  am  bainn, 
Fo  laimh  duine  gun  mheang, 
Ach  thu  lion-te  de  dh-ardan  euchdach. 

A  ruairidh  aigeantaich  aird, 

O  Chomraich  ghreadhnaicli  an  àidh, 

Mhic  an  fhir  bu  mhor  gàir, 

Nan  latin  guineach,  cruaidh,  garg, 

Oi't  <;ha  d'fliuaradh  riamh  cearb, 

lar-ogha  Uilleam  nan  long  breid-gheal. 

Fhuair  noi  m'  ailleagan  ùr, 
*S  e  gun  smal  air  gun  smùr, 
Bu  bhreac  min  deaig  do  ghnuis, 
Bu  ghorm  laoghach  do  shuil, 
Bu  ghlan  sliasaid,  a's  glùn, 

Bu  deas,  dainghean,  a  lub  ghleust  thu. 

A  lub  abhoil  nam  buadh, 
*S  mairg  a  tharladh  ort  uair, 
Mu  ghlaic  Fhionnlaidh  so  sbuas. 
Air  each  crodhanta  luath, 
Namhaid  romhad  na  ruaig, 
Air  dhaibh  buille  cha  b'uair  cis  e. 

Ach  fhir  a's  curranta  lamh. 
Thug  gach  duine  gu  cràdh, 
'S  truagh  nach  d'l'huirich  thu  slan, 
Ri  uair  cumaisg  no  blair, 
A  thoirt  cis  dheth  do  nàmh, 
Bu  leat  urram  an  la  cheudaich. 

Bu  tu'n  sgoileir  gun  diobradh, 

Meoir  a's  grinne  ni  sgriobhadh, 

Uasal  faighidneach,  cinnteach,  • 

Bu  leat  lagh  an  taigh  sgriubhaidh, 

'S  tu  nach  muchadh  an  fhirinn, 

Sgeul  mo  chreiche  !  so  shil  do  chreuchdan. 

Stad  air  m'aighear  an  de 
Dh'fhalbh  mo  mharcanta  fein, 


Chuir  mi'n  ciste  nan  teud, 
Dliiult  an  gubha  <lhonih  ^l^us, 
Dbiult  Nud  uii  's  garb  leighe 

'S  chaidli  m'onair,  's  nio  righ  dh'eug  tliu. 

Tliuit  a  chraobh  thnn  a  Lhlàir, 
Rois  an  graine  gu  làr, 

Lot  thu    n  cinni'adli  aN  cluàdh,  j/ 

Air  an  robb  thu  mar  bbarr, 
Ga'n  dionadh  gach  la, 
'S  mochreach  !  bhuinig  am  bàs  trcun  ort. 

'N  am  suidlio  na  d'  Nbeoinar, 

Chaidh  do  bliuidh«*an  an  òrdugh, 

Cha  b  ann  mu  aighear  do  phòsaidh, 

Le  nighean  larla  Clilann- Dòmhnuill, 

As  do  dheigh  mar  bu  choir  dh'i, 

'S  ann  chaidh  do  thasgaidh  san  t-sròl  ghlc-gheal. 

Ach  gur  mis'  tha  bochd  truagh, 
Fiamh  a  ghuil  air  mo  ghrudidh, 
*S  goirt  an  gradan  a  fhuair, 
Marcach  deas  nan  each  luath, 
Sàr  Cheannard  air  sluagh, 

Mo  chreach,  t-fhagail  ri  uair  m'fheime. 

Ach  fhuair  mi  m'àilleagan  òg. 
Mar  nach  b'abhaist  gun  cheòl, 
Saoir  ri  caradh  do  bhòrd, 
Mnai  ri  spionadh  an  fheoir, 
Fir  gun  tàilisg,  gun  cheòl, 

Gur  bochd  fulang  mo  sgeoil  eisdeachd. 

'Nuair  a  thionail  an  sluagh, 

'S  ann  bha'n  tioma-sgaradh  cruaidh, 

Mur  ghiiir  sheillean  am  bruaich, 

An  deigh  na  meala  thoirt  uath, 

'S  ann  bha'n  t-eireadh  bochd  truagh, 

'S  iad  ma  cheannas  an  t-sluaigh  threubhaich. 


MARBHRANN  DO  DH'  IAIN  GARBH 

MAC'ILLECHALUM  BARSAIDH.* 

Mo  bheud,  's  mo  chràdh, 
Mar  dh'-eirich  dha 
'N  fhear  ghleusda,  ghraidh, 
Bha  treun  san  spàirn, 
'S  nach  taicear  gu  bràth  thu'  n  Rarsa. 


Bu  tu  'm  fear  curanta,    mor, 
Bu  mhath  cumadh,  a's  treoir, 
O  t'  uilean  gu  d'  dhorn, 
O  d'  mhullach  gu  d'  bhroig, 
Mhic  Muire  mo  leon, 
Thu  bhi  'n  innis  nan  ròn, 
'S  nach  faighear  thu. 


U 


*  This  celebrated  hero  was  drowned  while  on  a  voyage 
between  Stornoway  and  Kaasa. 


MAIIII  NIGIIEAN  ALASDAIU  IIUAIDII. 
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'S  math  lùbadh  tu  pic 

O  uhul-tliaubh  do  chiiiii, 

'Nam  rusgadh  a  >;hill, 

Le  iuriiisaidli  nach  pill, 

'S  air  mo  laiinh  gu'in  bucinnteach  saighead  uat. 

Bu  tu  sealgair  a  gheoidh, 
Lamh  gun  deannad,  gun  leon. 
Air  *in  bu  shuarach  an  t-òr 
Tboirt  a  bhuanaciid  n  cbeòil, 
'S  gu'n  d't'huair  tl)u  na  's  leoir, 
'S  na  chaitlieadii  tu. 

Bu  tu  sealgair  an  fbeidh, 
Leis  an  deargta  na  buin  ; 
Bhiodh  coin  earbsacli  air  eill 
Aig  an  Albaiiach  threun  ; 
C'ait'  am  t'aca  mi  tein 
Aon  duine  to  'n  ghrein, 

A  dheanadh  riut  euchd  flathasach. 

Spealp  nach  dibreadii, 
An  cath,  nan  stri  tbu, 
Casan  direacb,  fad'  tincalt, 
jVIo  chreach  dhiobhail 
Chaidh  thu  dhith  oirn,  le  neart  sine, 
Lamh  nach  dibreadh  caitheadh  on*'. 

*S  e  db-t'hag  silteach  mo  shuil, 
Faicinn  t'  fhearainn  gun  surd, 
'S  do  bhaile  gun  smùid 
Fo  charraig  nan  sixgh, 

Dbeagh  mhic  Chalum  nan  tCir  a  Ilarsa. 

Och  !  m'  fheudail  bhuam, 
Gun  sgeul  sa'  chuan, 
Bu  ghle  mhath  snuadh, 
Ri  grein,  's  ri  luachd, 
'S  e  chlaoidh  do  shiuagh, 

Nach  d'  fheud  thu  'n  uair  a  ghabhail  orr'. 

Mo  bhèud,  's  mo  bhròn, 
Mar  dh'  eirich  dhò 
Muir  beucach,  mor, 
Ag  leum  mu  d'  bhòrd, 
Thu  fein,  *s  do  sheoid 
'Nuair  reub  'ur  seòil, 
Nach  d'fiiaod  sibh  treoir 
A  chaitheadh  orr. 

'S  e  an  sgeul'  crai teach 

Do'n  mhnaoi  a  d'l'hag  thu, 

'S  do  t-aon  bhrathair, 

A  shuidh  na  t'aite, 

Diluain  Càisge, 

Chaidh  tonn  bait  ort, 

Craobh  a  b'  aird'  de  'n  abhal  thu. 


CIIUMHA  MHIC-LEOID. 

Cha  surd  cadail, 
An  runs  air  in'aigneadh, 
Mo  shuil  frasach, 
Gun  surd  macnais, 
'S  a'  chùirt  a  chleachd  mi  :  — 
Sgeul  ur  ait  ri  eisdeachd. 

'S  trom  an  cùdthrom  so  dhruidh, 
Dh-lhag  mo  chiislein  gun  lù^h, 
'S  trie  snigh'  mo  shuil, 
A  tuiteam  gu  dlu  ; 
Chail  mi  iuchair  mo  chuil  : 
Ann  a  cuideachd  lùchd-ciui), 
Cha  teid  mi. 

Mo  neart  's  mo  threoir, 

Fo  thasgaidh  bhord, 

Sàr  mhac  'Ic-Leòid, 

Nan  bratach  sròil, 

Bu  phailt'  ma'n  or, 

Bu  bhinn-caismeachd  sgeoil ; 

Aig  lùchd-astair 

A's  ceòil  na  h-Eireann. 

Co  neach  ga'n  eòl, 
Fear  t-l'hasain  beò. 
Am  blasdachd  beoil, 
'S  am  maise  neoil, 
An  gaisge  glois, 
An  ceart  san  coir; 

Gun  airceas  na  sgleò  fèile. 

Dh-fhalbh  mo  solas, 
Marbh  mo  Leodach, 
Calama,  cròdha, 
Meanamnach  rò-ghlic, 
Dhearbh  mo  sgeoil-sa, 
Seanachas  eolais ; 
Gun  chearb  foghluim, 

Dealbhach  ròghlan  t-eagaisg. 

An  troas  la  de'n  Mhàirt, 
Dh'  Ihalbh  m'aighear  gu  bràth, 
Bi  sùd  saighead  mo  chraidh, 
Bhi  'g  amharc  do  bhàis, 
A  ghnuis  t'hlathasach  àilt ; 
A  dheagh  mhic  rathail, 
An  armuinn  euchdaich. 

Mac  Ruairidh  reachd-mhoir, 
Uaibhreich,  bheachdail, 
Bu  bhuaidh  leatsa, 
Dualchas  t'arsuinn, 
Snuadh-ghlaine  pearsa ; 

Cruadail  's  smaclid  gun  eucoir. 
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'UaiU  as  aitcis, 

Ri  la  tasgaidh, 

'8  an  hliuat  f^u  faiglitc, 

('ha  'n  fhàth  aitfÌH, 

Hi  uaii*  cfartai.s, 

Do  'd  (^liairdiiiM  t-1'liaicinn 

l'iias<;la(lli  (acail  ,' 

l'ò  «;hl;ir  f^laisdc, 

Gun  {>hi-uain  gu  luMati  ; 

Mu  thruaidh  !   chreach  an  t-eug  sinn. 

Gil  siiuircc,  siiaislc,  rcusaiit. 

Inghinn  Shtutmais  nan  crùn. 

I'o  liluVird  tia  cistc. 

Bean  cheilidh  ghlann  iir, 

Cliaidli  f;rùtMiil  a  ^liliocais, 

Thug  Ì  ceud  ghiadh  ga  run, 

1   Ft-ai'  fill  Julian  t,  niisoal, 

Bu  mhòr  a'  h-aobbar  ri  Hiiiirid, 

Cnilineach,  ijilifril, 

Niiair  a  shealladh  i'n  gbnuis  a  c6ile. 

An  vohU  cliù  f;uii  bhrisea<lli ; 

Chaidh  ùir  to  lie  air  m'  eudail. 

Si  fhras  nach  ciuin, 

A  thai  nig  a^s  iir, 

Gnùis  na  glaiiine, 

A  shrac  air  si  ail, 

Cliiiireadh  silnnd  air  fearaibli, 

Sa  bhrist  ar  stiùir, 

«i     Air  each  rrùidlieach  ceaiin-ard, 

'S  ar  cairt  mhath  iuil. 

'S  lànn  ùr  than  ort, 

S  ar  taice  cùil ; 

Am  heart  dhlu  dhaiti<ihinn  : 

'S  air  caidridh  ciùil, 

Air  cull  nan  clunn-l'halt  teùd-bhuìdh. 

Bhiodh  againn'nad'thùr  eibhinn. 

*S  iomadh  fear  aineoil, 

'S  mor  an  iiinndrain  tha  bhuainn, 

Is  aoidh  's  luchd  eallaidh, 

Air  a  dùnadh  's  an  uaigh, 

IJheir  turnais  tamul, 

Air  cuinneadh  's  ar  buaidh  ! 

Air  or  Clin  a  mhalairt, 

Air  curam  's  ar  'n  ùaill  ; 

Air  iuil  's  air  ainne, 

'S  ar  sugradh  gun  ghruaim 

13u  chluith  gun  aithreis  bhreug  e. 

'S  fad  air  chuimhne 

Na  fhuair  mi  fein  deth. 

B  tu  'n  sith-thamh  charid, 

Ri'  am  tigh'n  gu  bail, 

Ol  dion  aig  fearabh, 

Gun  stri  gun  charraid, 

LUINNEAG   MHIC-LEOID. 

'S  bu  mhiam  leat  mar  ruit, 

'S  mi 'm  shuidh' air  an  tulaich',                        j 
Fo  mhulad  's  fo  ime-cheist ; 

Luchd  inns'  air  annas  sgeula. 

'S  mi  coimhead  air  lie. 

Bu  trie  aoidh  chairdean, 

'S  ann  de'm  ionghnadh  san  am  so. 

Gu  d'  dhùn  àdhmhor, 

Bha  mi  uair  nach  do  shaoil  mi, 

\/   Suilbhear,  fàilteach, 

Gus  'n  do  chaochail  air  m'  aimsir ; 

Cuilm-mhor  stàtoil, 

Gu'n  tiginn  an  taobh  so. 

Gun  bhuirb  gun  àrdan  : 

A  dh'  amharc  luraidh  a's  Sgarbaidh, 

Gun  diultadh  air  màl  dheirceach. 

/  h-urahh  u,  i  h-oiriunn  d, 

Thù  shliochd  Ollaghair 

I  h-urahk  h,  i  h-oiriunn  ò  ; 

Bha  mor  morgha, 

I  h-nrahh  ò,  h-ogaidh  ho-  ro. 

Nan  seol  corra-bheann, 

H-i-rl-ri  rithihh  h-o-i  ug  Ò. 

'S  nan  corn  gorm-ghlas, 

Nan  ceòl  òrghan 

Gun  tiginn  an  taobh  so, 

'S  nan  seòd  bu  bhorb  ri  eiginn. 

A  dh'  amharc  luraidh,  a's  Sgarbaidh  : 

Beir  mo  shoraidh  do'n  dùthaich, 

Bha  leath  do  shloinnidh, 

Tha  fo  dhubhar  nan  garbh-bheann. 

Ri  siol  Cholla, 

Gu  Sir  Tòrmod  ùr,  allail, 

Nan  cise  tromadh, 

Fhuair  ceannas  air  armailt  ; 

'S  nam  pios  soilleir, 

'S  gun  caint'  ann  's  gach  fearann. 

Bho  choig-amh  Coinneach, 

Gum  b'  airidh  feai'  t-ainm  air. 

Bu  lion-mhor  do  luingeas  breid-gheal 

I  hurabh  o,  ^c. 

'S  iomadh  gair  dalta, 

Gun  caint'  ann  's  gach  fearann, 

'S  mnài  bhàs-bhuailt, 

Gum  b'  airidh  fear  t-ainm  air  ; 
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Fear  do  choille,  's  do  ghliocais, 
Do  mliisriich,  's  do  mli»;ar»inainn. 
Do  chriiadail,  's  do  ghaisge, 
o  dhrt'ach,  's  do  dliealblja; 
J\gus  t^achd  as  t-uaisle, 
Cha  bii  shuaracii  ri  leanmhuiiin. 
1  h-urabli  o,  ^'c. 


Agus  t-òlachd,  as  t-uaisle, 
Cha  bu  shuarauh  ri  learimhuinn  ; 
Dh-fliuil  direach  righ  Lochluinn  ; 
15'  H  sid  toiseach  do  sheai)achais. 
Tha  do  chairdeas  so-iarraidh, 
Ris  gach  larla  tha  'n  Albuiiin  ; 
'S  ri  uaislean  na  h-Eireann, 
Cha  breug.  ach  sgeul  dearbt'  e. 
I  h-urahh  o,  Ifc. 

'S  ri  uaislean  na  h-Eireann, 
Cha  bhreug  ach  sgeul  dearbht'  e  ; 
A  inhic  an  fhir  chliutich, 
13ha  gu  fiCighantach  aiiiineil. 
Thug  barrachd  an  gliocas, 
Air  gach  Ilidir  bha  'n  Albuinn  ; 
Ana  an  cogadh  's  an  sio'-chainnt, 
'S  ann  an  dioladh  an  airgeid. 
/  h-urabh  o,  8^c. 

Ann  an  cogadh  's  an  sio'-chainnt, 
'8  ann  an  dioladh  an  airgeid  ; 
'S  beag  an  t-ionghnadh  do  mhac-sa, 
Bhidh  gu  beachdail  mor,  ineanmnach. 
Bhidh  gu  fiughant',  fial,  farsuinn, 
O'n  a  ghlachd  sibh  mar  shealbh  e; 
Claim  lluairidh  nam  bratach, 
'S  e  mo  chreach-sa  na  dh-fhalbh  dhiu'. 
I  h-ttrabh  o,  8fc. 

Clann  lluairidh  nam  bratach, 
'8  e  mo  clueach-sa  na  dh-fhalbh  dliiu'  ; 
Ach  an  aon  fhear  a  dh'  fhuirich, 
Nir  chluinnean  sgeul  marbh  ort. 
Ach  eudail  de  dh-fhearaibh  ; 
Ge  do  ghabh  mi  bh'uat  tearbadh  ; 
Fhir  a  chuirp  's  glan  cumadh, 
Gun  uircasaidh  dealbha. 
/  h-urabh  o,  Sfc. 

Fhir  a  chuirp  's  glan  cumadh, 
Gun  uireasaidh  dealbha; 
Cridhe  I'arsuinn,  fial,  fearail ; 
'S  math  tiiig  geal  agus  dearg  ort. 
Suil  ghorm  's  glan  sealladh, 
Mar  dhearcaig  na  talmhuinn  ; 
Lamh  ri  gruuidh  ruiteach, 
Mar  mhucaig  na  feara-dhris. 
J  h-nrubh  o,  §-c. 


Lamh  ri  gruaidh  ruiteach. 
Mar  mhucaig  na  feara-dhris, 
Fo  thagha  na  gruaij;!*, 
Cul  duiilach,  nan  cama-liil). 
Ghcibhte  sid  ann  a  t-fhardaich, 
An  caradli  air  ealachuinn  ; 
Miosair  a's  adharc, 
Agus  raogha  gach  armachd  ; 
/  h-ùruhh  0.  §"c. 

Miosair  a's  adharc, 
Agus  raogha  gach  armachd  ; 
Agus  lanntainnean  tana, 
O'n  ceannaibh  gu  'm  baira-dheis. 
Gheibhte  sid  air  gach  sliosdhiu, 
Isneach  a's  cairbinn  ; 
Agus  iubhair  chruaidh,  fhallain, 
Le  'n  tafaidin  cainbe. 
/  h-urabh  o,  S^c. 

Agus  iubhair  chruaigh,  fhallain, 
Le  'n  tafaidin  cainbe, 
A's  cuilbheirean  caola, 
Air  an  daoirid  gu'n  ceannaicht'  iad. 
Glac  nan  ceann  liobhta, 
Air  chuir  sios  ann  am  balgaibh  ; 
O  iteach  an  fhii'-eoin, 
'S  o  shioda  na  Gaille-bheinn'. 
/  h-urabh  o,  S^c, 

O  iteach  an  fhir-eoin, 
'S  o  shioda  na  Gaille-bheinn' ; 
Tha  mo  chion  air  a  churaidh, 
Mac  INIhuire  chuir  sealbh  aii". 
'S  e  bu  mhiannach  le  m'  leanabh, 
Bhi  'm  beannaibh  nan  sealga ; 
Gabhail  aighear  na  fridhe, 
'S  a  direadh  nan  garbh-ghlac. 
1  h-urahh  o,  Sfc. 

Ghabhail  aighear  na  frithe 
'S  a  direadh  nan  garbh-ghlac; 
A  leigeil  na'n  cuilein, 
'S  a  furan  na'n  seanna-chon. 
'8  e  bu  deireadh  do'n  fhuran  ud, 
Fuil  thoirt  air  chalgaibh, 
O  luchd  nan  ccir  geala  ; 
S  nam  falluinnean  dearga. 
/  h-urabh  o,  §'C. 

O  luchd  nan  ceir  geala, 
'S  nam  falluinnean  dearga, 
Le  d'  chomhlain  dhaoin'  uaisle, 
Uachadh  cruaidh  air  an  armaibh. 
Luchd  aithneachadh  latha, 
'8  a  chaitheamh  na  fairge, 
'8  a  b'urainn  ga  seòladh, 
Gu  seòl-ait'  an  tarruinnte'  i. 
/  hurubh  o,  4'C« 


so 
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AN   C  RON  AN. 

An  iiai^licarlid  no  'ii  do 
AigtuMinu'.ii  i, 
IVIoladh  do  *ii  Icii;!), 
Til  11^  iiiuil«>ai't  d'aiii  ch6il 

'Nis  traniiaidli  mi  t'ciu  ri  crònan, 
NÌM  tcaiiiiaidli  Oic. 

I3ennnachd  do  'ii  blioul, 
Dh-aithiis  an  sgciil 
Cha  ghcaraiii  mi  Ìciu 
Na  ctiiiillt-adl)  's  iia  dh-oiig 
'8  mo  leaiiabh  iia  dheidh  comb-shlaa 
'S  mo  leaiiabii,  &c, 

Nam  biodh  ngamsa  fion 
Gum  b'ait  loam  a  diiiol, 
Air  (ilaiiiiite  do  thighiiiii, 
Gud  chaii'dean  's  gud  tbir, 
INIbic  àrmuinn  mo  ghaoil, 
Be  m'  nrdan  's  mo  ]>hi'is, 
Alach  mo  ligh  thogbbail 
Alach  mo  righ,  &c. 

'S  fàth  mire  dhuinn  fein, 
'S  do'n  cbinneadh  gu  leir, 
Do  philleadh  on  eug, 
'S  milis  an  sgeul, 

'S  binne  no  gleus  òrgain, 
'S  binne  no  glus,  &c. 

'S  e  m'  aiteas  gu  dearbh, 
Gu'n  glacair  grad  shealbh, 
An  caisteal  nan  arm 
Leis  a  mbacan  da'n  alnm  Tòrmod, 
Leis  a  mhacan,  &c. 

Tha  modhuils'ann  an  Dia, 
Guir  muirneach  do  thriall, 
Gu  Dun  ud  nan  cliar, 
Far  bu  duthchas  do  'm  tbriath, 

Bhiodh  gu  fiughantach  fìall  foirmeil, 
Bhiodh  gu  fiugbeautacb  tiali,  &u. 

Gu  Dun  turaideach  àrd, 
Be  sud  innis  nam  bard, 
'S  nam  filidb  ri  dan, 
Far  bu  mbinig  an  tàmh, 

Cha  b'ionad  gu'n  bhlàs  daibh  sud, 
Cha  b'ionad  gu'u  bhlathas,  &c. 

Gu  àros  nach  crion 
Am  bidh  gàiaich  nam  piob 
'S  nan  clàrsach  a  ris 
Le  dearsadh  nam  pios 
A'  cuir  sàradh  am  fion 

'S  ga  leigeadh  an  gniomh  òr-cheaird, 
'S  ga  leigeadh  an  gnoomh,  &c. 


Buagbarh  am  mar, 
Uasal  an  t-slat, 
Dha'n  dual  a  bhi  ceurt, 
Cruadalacli  pailt, 
Duais-nihor  am  boacbd 

liuaineach  an  neart  Leodauh 
liiiaincach  an  neart,  &c. 

Fiùran  a  cliliiaiii, 

Diiisg  san  di-agb  iiair,  ^ 

'8  dù  <lliut  (lol  .-suas, 

'N  riìù  'h  anil  am  biiaidh, 

'S  diichas  do'm  luaidli, 

Bbidh  gu  fiughantach  suaire  ceol-bhinn 
Bhidh  gu  fiughantach  suaire,  ^{c. 

Fasan  bu  dual, 
Fantahich  buari, 
Socrach  ri  tuath, 
Cosgail  ri  cuairt, 
Cosunla  cruaidh, 
A'm  brosnachadh  sluaidh, 

A  mosghidh  an  uair  t'oirneart. 
A  mosgladli  an  uair,  &c. 

Leansa  's  na  treig, 
Cleachdadh  a's  beus, 
T-aiteam  gu  leir, 
Macanta  seimh, 
Pailt  ri  luchd  theud,        *' 
Gaisgeil  am  feum, 

Neart-mhor  an  deigh  tòireachd 
Neart-mhor  an  deigh,  &c. 

Siochd  Ollaghair  nan  lann, 
Thogadh  sroiltean  ri  crann, 
Nuaira  thoisich  iad  ann, 
Cha  bu  lionsgaradh  gann,  V^ 

Fir  a  b'  fhirinneach  bann, 
Priseil  an  dream, 

Rioghail  gun  chall  còrach. 
liioghail  gun  chall,  &c. 

Tog  colg  ort  a  ghaol, 
Bi  ro-chalma  's  gu'm  faod, 
Gur  dearbhta  dhut  laoich, 
Dheth  na  cbinneadh  nach  faoin, 
Thig  ort  as  gach  taobh  gad  chònadb, 
Thig  ort  as  gach  taobh,  Hcc. 

Uasal  an  treud, 

Deas,  cruadalach,  treun, 

Tha'n  dual'chas  dhut  tein, 

Theid  ma  d'  ghuaillibh  ri  t-fheum, 

De  shliochd  iiuairi  mhoir  fheil, 

Cuir  sa  suas  a  IMhic  Dhe  an  t-og  High, 
Cuir  sa  suas  a,  &c. 
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Tha  na  Gaiiil  gu  leir, 
Cho  cuirdeach  dhut  i'uin, 
'S  gur  A'iiird  thu  gu  t-fhcum, 
Sir  Domhnull  u  Sleibht, 
Ceannai'd  nan  ceud, 
Ceannsgalach  treun  ro  ghlic, 
Ceaniisgaiach  trcun,  &c. 

'S  math  mo  bhaireil  's  mo  bheachd, 

Air  iia  fiurain  as  leat, 

Gu  curanutach  ceart, 

'S  anil  de  bharrachd  do  neart, 

Mac-'lc-Ailein  's  a  mhac 

Thig  le  farum  am  feachd, 

Gud  charaid  a  chasg  t-fhoirneart. 
Gud  charaid  a  chasg  t-fhoirneart,  &c. 

A  Gleann  Garadh  a  nuas, 
Thig  am  barantas  sluaidh, 
Nach  mealladh  ort  nair, 
Cha  bu  churantas  fuar 

Na  fir  sin  bho  chluaiii  Chnòideirt. 
Na  fir  sin  bho  chluain,  &c. 

*S  leat  Mac-Shimidh   on  Aird, 
'S  Mac  Choinnich  Chinntail, 
Thèìd  'nad  t-iomairt  gun  dail, 
Le  h-iomadaidh  gràidh, 
Cha  b'ionghantach  dhaibh, 
'S  gur  lioiimhor  do  phairt  dhaibh  sin. 
'S  gur  lionmhor  do  phairt,  &c. 

'S  goirt  an  naigheachd  's  gur  cruaidh, 
Mac  'lllean  bhi  bhuainn, 


Gun  a  thaigheadeaK  nuas. 
Bha  do  rheanglial  ris  buan, 
T-ur.sainri-chal)ia  ri  uair  deuchainn. 
T-ursainn-chutlia  ri  uair,  &c. 

B'iomadh  gasan  gun  chealg, 
I3u  deas  faicinn  to  arm, 
Uheireadh  ceartachadh  garbh, 
Is  iad  a  chlaistinn  ort  fearg, 
Kadar  Bri'icadal  thall  as  Brolas. 
Eadar  Bracada],  &c. 

Tha  mi  'g  acan   mo  chall, 
lad  a  thachairt  gun  cheann, 
Fo  chasan  nan  Gall, 
Gun  do  phearsa  bhi  ann. 
Mo  chruaidh-chds  nach  garin, 
Thu  bhi  anns  an  Fhraing  air  fògradb. 
Thu  bhi,  &c. 

A  Chrosd  cinnich  thu  fein, 
An  spiunnadh  's  an  ctiill, 
Gu  cinneadail  treun, 
'N  ionad  na  dh'  cug, 
A  Mhic  an  fhir  nach  d'  fhuair  boum, 
'Sa  ghineadh  o'n  chre  rò-ghlan. 
'Sa  ghineadh  o'n  chre,  &c. 

A  Righ  nan  gràs, 
Bidh  fein  mar  gheard, 
Air  feum  mo  ghràidh, 
Dean  oighne  slàn 
Do'n  Teaghlaich  àigh, 
Da'n  robh  caoimhtieas  air  bharr  sòlais, 
Da'n  robh  caoimhneas  air  bharr,  Jwc. 
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IAIN  lom; 


OR, 


JOHN  MACDONALD,  THE  LOCHABEU  POET. 

This  oclebrutcd  iiuUv'uluul,  a  poet  of  j^reat  merit,  as  well  as  a  famous  politician,  was 
commonly  called  Iain  Lom,  literally,  bare  John  ;  but  so  named  from  his  aciiteness,  and 
severity  on  some  occasions.*  He  was  sometimes  called  Iain  Manntach,  from  an  impedi- 
ment in  his  speech.  He  was  of  the  Keppoch  family;  lived  in  the  reigns  of  Charles  I. 
and  n.,  and  died  at  a  very  advanced  age  about  the  year  1710. 

We  know  little  of  the  early  education  of  the  Lochaber  bard.  Of  him  it  might  be  said, 
*' poeta  nascitw'  nonfit;^  but  from  his  descent  from  the  great  family,  Claim- Raonaill  na 
Ceapach,  a  sept  of  the  McDonalds,  he  must  have  seen  and  known  more  of  the  men  and 
manners  of  those  times  than  ordinary.  His  powers  and  talents  soon  rendered  him  a  dis- 
tinguished person  in  his  native  country ;  and  subsequent  events  made  him  of  importance, 
not  only  there,  but  likewise  in  the  kingdom. 

The  first  occurrence  that  made  him  known  beyond  the  limits  of  Lochaber,  was  the 
active  part  he  took  in  punishing  the  murderers  of  the  heir  of  Keppoch :  the  massacre 
was  perpetrated  by  the  cousins  of  the  young  man,  about  the  year  1663.  The  poet  had 
the  penetration  to  have  foreseen  what  had  really  happened,  and  had  done  all  he  could  to 
prevent  it.  He  perceived  that  the  minds  of  the  people  were  alienated  from  the  lawful 
heir  in  his  absence:  he  and  his  brother  being  sent  abroad  to  receive  their  education  dur- 
ing their  minority,  and  their  affairs  being  intrusted  to  their  cousins,  who  made  the  best 
use  they  could  of  the  opportunity  in  establishing  themselves  by  the  power  and  authority 
thus  acquired  in  the  land.  Although  he  could  not  have  prevented  the  fatal  deed,  he  was 
not  a  silent  witness.  He  stood  single  handed  in  defence  of  the  right.  As  he  failed  in 
his  attempt  to  awaken  the  people  to  a  sense  of  their  duty,  he  addressed  himself  'to  the 
most  potent  neighbour  and  chieftain  Glengarry,  who  declined  interfering  with  the  affairs  of 
a  celebrated  branch  of  the  great  Clann-Dughaill ;  and  there  was  no  other  that  could  have 
aided  him  with  any  prospect  of  success.  Thus  situated,  our  poet,  firm  in  his  resolution, 
and  bold  in  the  midst  of  danger,  was  determined  to  have  the  murderers  punished.  In 
his  ire  at  the  reception  he  met  from  Glengarry,  he  invoked  his  muse,  and  began  to  praise 
Sir  Alexander  M'Donald. 

Nothing  can  give  us  a  better  idea  of  the  pow'er  of  the  Highland  clans,  and  of  the  state 
of  the  nation  at  this  period,  than  this  event,  which  happened  in  a  family,  and  among  a 
people,  by  no  means  inconsiderable.  M'Donald  of  Keppoch  could  bring  out,  on  emer- 
gency, three  hundred  fighting  men  of  his  own  people  ;  as  brave  and  as  faithful  as 
ever  a  chieftain  called  out  or  led  to  battle,  that  would   have  shed  the  last   drop   of 

*  Some  say  he  was  called  Iain  Lom  because  he  was  bare  in  tlie  face,  and  never  had  any  beard. 


IAIN  LOM.  33 


their  blood  in  his  cause,  and  yet  he  had  not  an  inch  of  land  to  bestow  upon  them.  The 
M'Donald  of  Keppoch  always  appeared  at  the  head  of  his  own  men,  although  only  a 
branch  of  the  great  clan.  He  might  have  got  rights,  as  he  had  just  claims  to  land  for 
signal  services :  but  **  would  he  care  for  titles  given  on  sheep  skin?*  he  claimed  his  rights 
and  titles  by  the  edge  of  the  sword  !" 

The  kingdom  of  Scotland,  as  well  as  other  nations,  often  suffered  from  the  culamitics 
that  have  been  consequent  on  minorities.  The  affairs  of  Keppoch  must  have  been 
in  the  most  disordered  state,  when  a  people,  warlike  and  independent  in  spirit,  were 
trusted  to  the  care,  and  left  under  the  control  of  relations— selfish,  and,  as  they  proved, 
unworthy  of  their  trust.  The  innocent,  unsuspicious  young  men  were  sacrificed  to  the  am- 
bitious usurpation  of  base  and  cruel  relatives.  Our  poet  alone  proved  faithful ;  and,  after 
doing  what  he  could,  it  was  not  safe  for  him  to  rest  there.  The  cause  he  espoused  was 
honourable  ;  and  he  was  never  wanting  in  zeal.  Confiding  in  the  justice  of  his  cause,  and 
his  own  powers  of  persuasion,  (and  no  man  better  knew  how  to  touch  the  spring  that 
vibrated  through  the  feelings  of  a  high-spirited  and  disinterested  chieftain,)  he  succeeded. 
Being  favourably  received  by  Sir  Alexander  M'Donald,  he  concerted  measures  for  pun- 
ishing the  murderers,  which  met  his  lordship's  approval,  and  indicated  the  judgment  and 
sagacity  of  the  faithful  clansman. 

A  person  was  sent  to  North  Uist  with  a  message  to  Archibald  M'Donald  (An  Ciaran 
Mubach,)  a  poet  as  well  as  a  soldier,  commissioning  him  to  take  a  company  of  chosen 
men  to  the  mainland,  where  he  would  meet  with  the  Lochaber  bard,  who  would  guide 
and  instruct  him  in  his  future  proceedings. 

The  usurpers  were  seized  and  beheaded.  They  met  with  the  punishment  they  so  richly 
deserved  ;  but  the  vengeance  was  taken  in  the  most  cruel  manner;  and  the  exultation  and 
feelings  of  the  man  who  acted  so  boldly,  and  stood  so  firmly  in  the  defence  of  the  right, 
have  been  too  ostentatiously  indulged,  in  verses  from  which  humanity  recoils.  How  dif- 
ferent from  his  melting  strains,  so  full  of  sympathy  and  compassion  for  the  innocent  young 
men  whose  death  he  avenged ! 

The  atrocious  deed  has  been  palpably  commemorated,  in  a  manner  repugnant  to  huma- 
nity, by  "  Tobar  nan  Ceann^ 

Sometime  thereafter  the  poet  and  Glengarry  were  reconciled.  The  chief  well  knew 
the  influence  of  the  "  man  of  song"  in  the  country,  and  had  more  policy  than  to  despise 
one  so  skilled  in  the  politics  of  the  times — who  made  himself  of  more  than  ordinary  conse- 
quence by  the  favour  shown  him  by  Sir  Alexander  M'Donald.  No  one  of  his  rank  could 
command  greater  defFerence.  There  might  have  been  found  votaries  of  the  muses  that 
poured  out  sweeter  strains,  but  he  was  second  to  none  in  energy  and  pathos,  in  adapting 
his  art  to  the  object  in  view,  and  in  producing  the  desired  effect.  He  was  born  for  the 
very  age  in  which  he  lived.  To  the  side  he  espoused  he  faithfully  stood,  and  exerted  all 
the  energies  of  his  mighty  mind  in  behalf  of  the  cause  which  he  adopted.  We  shall  not 
say  that  he  was  always  in  the  right :  in  the  one  already  related,  he  undoubtedly  was  ;  in 
a  subsequent  and  greater  cause  he  made  one  of  a  party.      A  poet  is  often  led  away  by 

*  Alluding  to  vellum, 
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feeliiifr,  by  passion  and  prejudice,  wlioii  not  left  to  cool  reflection,  or  to  the  exercise  of  a 
better  judjjment.  lint  Iain  Lorn  entered  on  his  enterprise  witli  heart  and  zeal.  A  widrr 
scene  of  action  opened  to  i\is  view.  Usurpation,  f'aiuily  fends,  and  intestine  troubles, 
gave  way  to  civil  war ;  and  the  viurilant  seer  became  an  active  a;,'ent  in  the  wars  of 
Montrose. 

One  trait  in  the  character  of  our  poot,  thou^j^h  not  common,  yet  is  not  singular,  and 
may  be  worthy  of  a  remark  or  two.  lie  was  no  sohher,  and  yet  wouUl  set  every  two  by 
the  ears.  Men  of  influence  in  the  country,  as  well  as  chieftains  at  a  distance,  knew  this, 
and  dreaded  him.  An  instance  will  put  this  in  clear  light.  In  the  active  scenes  of  those 
intestine  troubles,  a  great  politician  and  a  famous  bard  was  a  person  not  to  be  neglected. 
He  became  an  useful  agent  to  his  friends,  and  he  received  a  yearly  pension  from  Charles 
II.  as  his  bard. 

The  Lochabcr  poet  was  the  means  of  bringing  the  armies  of  Montrose  and  the  Argyle- 
shire  men  together,  at  Inverlochay,  where  the  bloody  battle  that  ensued  proved  so  fatal     j 
to  so  many  brave  men,  the  heads  of  families  of  the  Campbell  clan. 

It  will  be  unnecessary  to  follow  here  a  history  so  well  known.     The  Argyleshire  men, 
on  learning  the  intentions  of  their  enemies  to  make  a  second  descent  on  their  country,     ' 
marched  north  in  order  to  divert  their  course,  and  save  Argyleshire  from  another  devas-     , 
tation.     John  McDonald's  eyes  were  open  to  all  that  was  passing.     He  hastened  to  the     \ 
army  of  Montrose  with  the  intelligence  that  the  Campbells  were  in  Lochaber.    Mr  Alex- 
ander M'Donald,  (better  known  by  his  patronimic,  Alasdair  Mac  Cholla,)  who  commanded 
the  Irish  auxiliaries,  took  John  as  guide,  and  went  in  search  of  the  Campbells.     He, 
after  search  was  made,  and  finding  no  trace  of  them,  began  to  suspect  the  informer  of  some 
sinister  motive;  and  declared,  "  if  he  deceived  him,  he  would  hang  him  on  the  first  tree     j 
he  met."    "  Unless,"  answered  the  poet,  who  was  well  informed  of  the  fact,  **  you  shall  find 
the  Campbells  all  here,  for  certainly  they  are  in  the  country,  before  this  time  to-morrow,     i 
you  may  do  so."     The  enemy  at  length  appeared,  and  they  prepared  to  give  them  battle. 
"  Make  ready,  John,"  says  the  commander  to  the  poet,  "  you  shall  march  along  with  me     i 
to  the  fight."     The  poet,  as  has  been  asserted  of  the  greatest  of  orators,  was  a  coward  ;     i 
yet  he  too  well  knew  his  man  to  have  altogether  declined  the  honour  he  offered  him  ;     I 

for  Mr  Alexander  was  not  the  man  to  be  refused.     The  other  was  at  his  wits  end.     A     | 

I 

thought  arose  quicker  than  speech  ;  and  it  was  fortunate  for  him.  "  If  I  go  along  with 
thee  to-day,"  said  the  bard,  "and  fall  in  battle,  who  will  sing  thy  praises  to-morrow? 
Go  thou,  Alasdair,  and  exert  thyself  as  usual,  and  I  shall  sing  thy  feats,  and  celebrate  thy 
prowess  in  martial  strains."  "  Thou  art  in  the  right,  John,"  replied  the  other ;  and  left 
him  in  a  safe  place  to  witness  the  engagement. 

From  the  castle  of  Inverlochay,  the  poet  had  a  full  view  of  the  battle,  of  which  he  gives 
a  graphic  description.  The  poem  is  entitled  The  Battle  of  Inverlochay.  The  natives 
repeat  these  heroic  verses,  as  most  familiar  and  recent  ones.  So  true,  natural,  and 
home-brought  is  the  picture,  that  all  that  had  happened,  seem  to  be  passing  before  their 
eyes.  The  spirit  of  poetry,  the  language,  and  boldness  of  expression,  have  seldom  been 
equalled,  perhaps  never  surpassed;  yet,  at  this  distance  of  time,  these  martial  strains  are 
rehearsed  with  different  and  opposite  feelings. 
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The  changes  which  afterwards  took  place  produced  no  change  in  the  politics  of  our  bard. 
He  entered  into  all  the  turmoils  of  the  times  with  his  whole  heart,  and  with  a  boldness 
which  no  danger  could  daunt,  nor  power  swerve  from  what  he  considered  his  duty. 
He  became  a  violent  opi)Oscr  of  the  union,  and  employed  his  muse  against  William  and 
Mary.  It  mattered  little  to  him  of  what  rank  or  station  his  opponents  were  if  they 
incurred  his  resentment.  He  treated  his  enemies  with  the  same  freedom  and  boldness 
whether  on  the  throne,  at  the  head  of  an  army,  or  in  the  midst  of  a  clan  on  whose 
fidelity  the  chief  might  always  depend.  But  his  friends  who  were  of  the  party  which  he 
espoused  were  spared,  while  he  made  the  nicest  distinction  between  the  shades  and  traits 
of  character.  How  ingeniously  he  revenged  himself  on  Glengarry  in  the  praises 
bestowed  on  Sir  Alexander  M'Donald!  Yet,  would  he  suffer  a  hair  of  the  head  of  any 
of  his  clan  to  be  touched  ?     No  truly. 

But  how  severe  was  he  against  a  neighbouring  clan  that  was  always  in  opposition  to  his 
own.  The  Campbells  he  always  lashed  with  the  sharpest  stripes  of  satire.  The  marquess 
of  Argyle,  who,  on  the  score  of  heroism  might  have  shaken  hands  with  himself,  felt  the 
influence  of  the  satire  and  ridicule  of  the  popular  bard  and  politician  so  much,  that  he 
offered  a  considerable  reward  for  his  head.  The  conduct  of  M'Donald  on  this  occasion, 
indicates  well  the  manner  in  which  the  character  of  a  bard  was  respected  and  held 
sacred. 

The  poet  repaired  to  Inverary,  went  to  the  castle,  and  delivered  himself  to  the  mar- 
quess, demanding  his  reward.  We  have  already  given  an  instance  of  his  cowardly  spirit. 
No  one  would  accuse  him  of  rashness ;  for  he  proved  his  prudence,  caution,  and  foresight, 
from  the  long  experience  and  trials  he  had  in  troublesome  times.  It  was,  therefore,  on 
the  safety  granted  to  the  office  of  hardship  that  he  depended.  Nor  did  he  trust  too  much. 
He  was  perfectly  safe  in  the  midst  of  his  enemies ;  even  in  the  very  castle  of  their  chief 
who  offered  a  reward  for  his  head.  The  marquess  received  him  courteously,  and  brought 
him  through  the  castle ;  and  on  entering  a  room  hung  round  with  the  heads  of  black 
cocks,  his  Grace  asked  John  : — ''Am  fac  thu  riamh  Iain,  an  uiread  sin  de  cJioilich 
dhubha  an  aon  àiteP — '' Chunnaic,^'  ars  Iain.  "C'àite.f* — "An  Inhher-Lòchaidh." 
— ''A!  Iain,  Iain,  clia  sguir  thu  gu  brack  de  chagnadh  nan  caimbculach  f' — "'Se  '5 
duilich  leam^''  ars  Iain,  "  nach  urradh  mi  ga  slugad.h."  i.  e.  "  Have  you  ever  seen,  John, 
so  many  black  cocks  together?"  *' Yes,"  replied  the  undaunted  bard.  "Where?' 
demanded  his  grace.  *'  At  Inverlochay,"  returned  the  poet,  alluding  to  the  slaughter 
of  the  Campbells  on  that  memorable  day.  *'  Ah!  John,"  added  his  grace,  ''will  you 
never  cease  gnawing  the  Campbells?"  "  I  am  sorry,"  says  the  other,  "  that  I  could  not 
swallow  them." 

He  was  buried  in  Dun-aingeal  in  the  braes  of  Lochaber;  and  his  grave  was  till  of  late 

pointed  out  to  the  curious  by  the  natives.     Another  bard,  Alexander  IM'Donald  of  Glen- 

coe,  composed  an  elegy  to  him  when  standing  on  his  grave,  beginning  thus : — 

"  Na  shineadh  an  so  fo  na  pluic, 

Tha  gaol  an  leoghainn  's  fuath  an  tuire,  &c." 

Iain  Lorn  composed  as  many  poems  as  would  form  a  considerable  volume,  the  best  of 
which  are  given  in  this  work. 
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MOIIT  NA  CEAPACII. 

'S  tearc  an  diii<;l»  ino  cìiùis  ghàire, 
Tigh'ft  nu  raideaii  so  'iiiar  ; 
'G  Hinharc  i'ouu  liibhcr-làire, 
'N  dt'i^Ii  u  stràrhdadli  le  biol  ; 
Tha  Clieapach  iia  iàsach, 
Gun  aoii  aird  uirre  'a  iiach  ; 
'8  leir  ri  ftiaiciiin  a  bhràìllirran, 
Gar  troiii  a  biiàrc  uiriin  an  t-siun. 

'S  anil  oirniie  thainig  an  diombuain, 
'Sa  'n  iuinaghuin  };licui'  ; 
JMiir  tba  claidheainh  ar  finne, 
Cho  iniiiig  n'  ar  deigh  ; 
Paca  Thurcach  gun  sireadh, 
Jilti  a  pinneadli  ar  cleibh  ; 
Bhi  n'  ar  breacain  g'  ar  filleadb, 
Measg  ar  ciune  mor  fein. 

*S  gearr  o  chomhairl'  na  h-aoine, 
Dli'  thag  a  chaoidh  sinn  fo  sprochd  ; 
O  am  na  feill-ÌNJìcheil, 
Ge  b'e  nith  rinn  mo  lot  ; 
Dh'  I'hag  sud  n'  ar  miol-mhùir  sinn 
'S  na'  r  f  uigheall  spuirt  air  gach  port  ; 
'Nuair  theid  gach  cinneadh  ri  cbeile, 
Bidh  sinne  sgaoilte  mu  'n  chnoc. 

'S  ann  di-sathuirne  gearr  uainn, 
Bhuail  an  t-earrcliall  orna  spot  ; 
'S  mi  caoidh  nan  corp  geala, 
Bha  call  na  fala  fo  'm  brot ; 
Bha  mo  lamhansa  croabhach, 
'N  deigh  bhi  taosgadh  'ur  lot; 
Se  bhi  ga  'r  cuir  ann  an  ciste, 
Turn  as  miste  mi  uochd. 

B'  iad  mo  ghraidh  na  cuirp  chiiraidh, 
Anns  'm  bu  dlù  chur  na'n  sgian  ; 
'S  iad  na  'n  sineadh  air  ùrlar, 
'N  seomar  ur  ga  'n  cur  sios ; 
Fo  chasan  shiol  Dùghaill 
Luchd  a  spuilleadh  na  'n  cliabh  ; 
Dh'  fhag  àlach  am  biodag 
Mur  sgàile  ruidil  'ur  bian. 

C  aite  'n  robh  e  fo  'n  adhar, 
A  sheall  n'ur  bhathais  gu  geur, 
>Jach  tugadh  dhuibh  athadh, 
A  luchd  'ur  lubhairt  's  'ur  bheus  ; 


IMach  o  chlaiitn  bhrathair  n-albar, 
Chaidh  'in  bainu  an  aibliisti-ir  threin  ; 
Ach  niu  rinn  iad  bliur  lolsa. 
'8  troin  a  rusad  dhaibh  fein. 

'J'ha  sildi  'n  cadal  tiiaigh  duinte, 
Gun  sniuid  dcth  gun  chi-ò  ; 
Far  'n  d'  fhuair  sibh  'n  garbh  dhù^^gndh, 
'J'haobh  'ur  cbiiil  a's  'ur  beoil  ; 
Ach  nu  'm  faiglu-adh  sibh  ùine 
()  luchd  ur  uilii-rùin  blii  beo  ; 
Cha  bu  bhailc  gun  surd  e, 
Biudh  air'  air  niùirn  's  air  luclid-ceoil. 

A  leithid  de  mhort  cha  robh  'n  Albuinn, 
Ged  bu  bhorb  iad  na  'm  beus  ; 
'S  bochd  an  sgeul  eadar  bhraithr*'an, 
E  dhol  an  lathair  mhic  Dhe  ; 
Mur  am  bat  air  an  linne, 
Ge  b'e  shireadh  na  deigh  ; 
Cha  tain'  a  leithid  do  mhilleadh, 
Air  ceann-cinnidli  fo  'n  ghrcin. 

Tha  mulad  air  m'  inntinn 
Bhi  'g  innscadh  bhurbeus 
'S  ann  a  ghabh  iad  am  fath  oirbh 
'N  uair  chuaidh  'ur  fagail  leibh  fein 
'Sa  chuir  sibh  cungaidh  'ur  càsaibh, 
Ann  an  Aros  na  'n  tend  ; 
*S  'ur  buachaillean  bàth-chruibh, 
Ann  an  garadh  nam  peur. 

'S  ann  an  sin  a  bha  'n  cinneadh, 
Bh'  air  am  milleadh  o  'n  ceill  ; 
Chaidh  a  ghlacadh  droch  spioraid, 
Ann  an  ionad  fiamh  Dhe  ; 
Sin  am  fath  mu  'n  robh  sginean, 
Cho  minig  'n  'ur  deigh  ; 
'S  a  'neach  nach  do  bhuaileadh, 
Bhi  ga  bhuain  anns  a  bhreig. 

Ach  a  Mhoir-fhear  Chlann-Domhnuill 
'S  fad  do  chomhnuidh  measg  Ghall, 
Dh'  fhag  tha  sinne  n'ur  breislich, 
Nach  do  fhreasdail  Ihu  'n  t-am  ; 
Nach  do  gleidh  thu  na  h-itean, 
Chaidh  gun  fhios  dut  air  chall ; 
Tha  sinn  corrach  as  t-aogais, 
Mur  cholainn  sgaoilte  gun  cheanu. 

Gur  h-iom'  t.ganach  sgaiteach, 
Lub  bhachlach,  sgiath  chrom  ; 
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Eailar  drochaid  Allt  Eire, 

'S  liugha  Shleibhtc  iiati  tunn  ; 

A  dheaiiadh  leat  eiiidh 

Mu  'in  liiudh  do  ciireuchdaii  laii  thull  ; 

'S  a  rachadh  bras  ami  a  t-elrijj, 

Dheagh  Shir  Sheuinais  nan  lun^. 

Chuir  Dia  oirnn  craobh  shio-chaint, 
Bha  da  'r  diuiiadh  s^u  leoir  ; 
Da  'in  bu  chuir  dhuinn  bhi  strioohdadh, 
Fhad  'sa  'n  ciaii  bhiudhinaid  beu  ; 
Mas  sinn  flieiii  a  chuir  duh  oirr', 
B'  olc  an  diuhidh  sin  oiinn  ; 
Tuitidh  tuat^h  as  na  Haitheas, 
Leis  an  sgatiiar  na  ineuir. 

'N  glan  fhiuran  so  bh*  againn, 
'N  taobh  so  fhlaitheas  Mhic  Dhe  ; 
Thainijj  sgiursadh  a  biiàis  air, 
Chaill  sinn  thoirt  le  srachd  geur  ; 
'N  t-aon  t'hiuran  a  b'  àillidli, 
Bh'  anil  's  phairce  'n  robh  speis ; 
Mur  gu  'm  buaineadh  slbh  àilean, 
Leis  an  fhàiadair  geur. 

Tha  lionn-dubh  air  mo  bhualadh, 
'N  taobh  tiiathal  mo  chleibh  ; 
'S  mu  mhaireas  e  buan  aim, 
B'  fhearr  leain  uain  e  mur  cheud  : 
Gar  an  teid  mi  g'a  innseadh, 
Tha  mi  cinnteach  a'  m'  sgeul  ; 
Lu(thd  dheanadh  na  sithnu, 
Bhi  teadh  na  tire  gun  deigh. 


A  BHEAN  LEASAICH 

AN  STOP  DHUIN.* 

A  bhean  leasaich  an  stop  dhuinn, 

'S  lion  an  cupa  le  solas, 
Mas  a  branndai  no  beoir  i,  tha  mi  toileach  a  h-òl 

'N  deochs'  air  Captain  Chlann-Domhnuill, 
'S  air  ibir  Alasdair  òg  thig  on  chaol. 

'M  fear  nach  duirig  a  h-òl 

Gun  tuit  'n  t-shuil  air  a  bhord  as, 

Tha  mo  dhùrachd  do'n  òigear, 

Crann  curaidh  Chianii-Domhnuill, 

High  nan  dul  bhi  gad  chunadh  fhir  chaoimh. 

Greas  mu  'n  cuairt  feagh  'n  taigh  i, 

Chum  gun  gluaisinn  le  aighear, 
Le  sliochd  uaibhreach  an  athar, 

A  choisin  buaigh  leis  a  chlaidhcimh, 
Fior  ga  ruagadh  's  ga  'n  caitheamh  gu  daor. 

*  This  song  was  composed  on  account  of  the  laird  of 
Glengarry  refusing  liis  aid  in  apprehciuiing  the  Kcppoch 
murderers;  and  in  oider  to  provoke  the  chief,  the  poet 
began  by  singing  the  praises  of  Sir  Alexander  M'Donald 
of  Slate,  and  Sir  James  his  son. 


Sliochd  a  ghabhail  nan  steud  thu, 

Dh'  t'has  gu  Hathasach  fV^ile, 
Do  shiuchd  gasda  Chuiiin  cheutaich, 

'S  a  bha  taghaich  an  Eiriiin, 
Ged  a  fhuair  an  claidhe  's  an  tèug  oirbh  sgriob. 

Bhiodh  an  t-iubhar  ga  lubadh, 

Aig  do  nileasgaichean  ùra. 
Do!  a  shiiibhiil  nan  stùc-bheann, 

Ann  's  an  uighe  gun  churam, 
Leis  a  bhuidheann  ro  'n  ruisgte  na  gill. 

'S  tha  mo  dhuil  aim  's  an  Trianaid, 
Ged  thainig  laigsinn  air  t-thion  fhuil. 

Slat  den  chuillean  biia  ciatach, 
Dh'  fhas  gu  luianch  fialaidh, 

Sheasadh  duineil  air  bial-thaobh  an  righ. 

'S  an  am  dhut  gluasad  o  '  t-aitreamh, 
Le  d'  cheòl'cluais'  agus  caismeachd, 

O  thir-uasal  nan  glas-charn, 
Ga'n  robh  cruadal  's  gaisge, 

Gam  bu  shuaineas  barr  gaganach  fraoich. 

'Nuarathairte  (o  luchd  i, 

Bhi  tarruinn  suas  air  a  cupaill, 
Bord  a  fuaraidh  's  ruidh  chuip  air, 

Snaim  air  fuathail  a  fliucli  bhuird, 
'Sruth  mu  guailibh  's  i  suchta  le  gaoith. 

'S'nuar  a  chairte  i'o  seòl  i, 

Le  crainii  ghasda  's  le  corcaich, 
Ag  iomart  chleasan  's  ga  seoladh, 

Aig  a  comhlan  bu  bhoiche, 
Seal  m'an  togt'  oirre  ro-sheol  o  thir. 

Gu  Dun-Tuilm  nam  fear  fallain, 
P'ar  an  greadhnach  luchd  ealuidh, 

Gabhail  failte  le  caithream, 
As  na  clàrsaichean  glaiia, 

Do  mhnaoi  uig  nan  teud  banala  binn. 

Sliochd  nan  cuiridhean  talmhaldh, 
Leis  an  do  chuireadh  cath  garabhach, 

Fhuair  mi  urrad  gar  seaimai^ha.s, 
Gun  robh  an  turas  ud  ainineil,     * 

Gun  ro  taigh  's  leath  Alba  to'r  cis. 

'S  ioma  neach  a  fhuair  coir  naibh, 

Ann  sann  am  ud  le'r  gòraich, 
Ban  diu  Rothaich  's  Hòsaich, 

Mac-Choinnich  's  Diiin  Gordon, 
Mac-'llleain  o  Dreolain  's  Mac-Aoidh. 

Be  do  shuaicheantas  taitneach, 

Long,  's   leoghan,  's  bradan. 
Air  chuan  liobhara  an  aigeil, 

A  chraobh  fhigeis  gun  ghaiseadh, 
A  chuireadh  tion  di  le  pailteas, 

Lamh  dhearg  ro  na  ghaisgeach  nan  tim. 
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Niiiiir  bu  sifith  de  luchd-tlnMul  p, 

(ilu'ibhtc  Hiol)iill  ^11  h-ti^hadli, 
Lo  fior  clircidt'iunl)  h'h  coille, 

IMur  ii  dh'  ordiiicli  iiiitc  l)li6  dhuiltli, 
S  gheibhtu  teagasg  iia  Cioir'  imibli  le  HÌlh. 

Mhic  Shir  Seiimns  nam  bratnch, 

()  bbuti  Sleibhtu  nam  brudait, 
A  ghlac.  an  fiuMle  '.s  a  inhaiso, 

O  chi'aiin  cc-ile  do  lenpa, 
Cum  do  reite  air  a  caNan, 

Hi  gu  reusaiita,  niacanta,  min. 

Sliochd  nn  inilidh  's  nam  fearabh, 
Na  sròl  's  nam  pios  *s  nan  cup  geala, 

Tbogadli  sioda  ri  crannaibh, 
Nuair  bu  rioghal  an  tarruinn, 

Bhiodh  piob  rimheach  nam  meallan  da  seinn. 

Gum  bu  slàn  's  gum  a  h-iomlan, 

Gach  ni  ihix  mi  g-iomradh, 
Do  theaghlach  righ-Fionghall, 

Oighre  dligheach  Dhun-Tuilm  thu 
Olar  deoch  air  do  chuilm  gun  bhi  sgi. 


ORAN  DO  SHIOL  DUGHAILL.* 

'S  TROM  's  gur  eisleanach  m*  aigne, 
'N  diugh  gur  feudar  dhomh  aideach', 
O  *n  a  dh'  eigh  iad  rium  cabar  's  mi  corr. 
'S  trom  's  gur,  &c. 

Mi  ga  m'  fhogradh  u  Clachaig, 
'S  mi  gun  mhànus  gun  aitreabh, 
'S  nach  h-e  'mul  a  ta  fairtleachadh  orm. 
Mi  ga  m',  &c. 

Mi  ga  'm  fhogradh  a  m'  dhiithaich, 
'S  m'  fhearann  post'  aig  siol  DùghaiU, 
'S  iad  am  barail  gu  'n  ùraich  iad  coir. 
Mi  ga  m',  &c. 

Mi  ga  m'  fhogradh  gun  aobhar, 
'S  nach  mi  shalaich  mo  shaobhaidh, 
Mur  mhada-galla  'sa  chaonnag  m'a  shroin. 
Mi  ga  m',  &c. 

Mo  ni  a's  m'  earnais  feadh  monaidb, 
'S  mi  mar  ghearr  eadar  chonabh, 
Gun  chead  tearnadh  measg  loinidh  no  feoir. 
Mo  ni  a's,  &c. 

O  nach  d'  fhàs  mi  'm  fhear  morta, 
Gu  bhi  sathadh  mo  chuirce, 
Mur  bha  na  cairdean  curta  's  taigh  mhòr. 
O  Naeh  d'  fhas,  &c. 


»  After  the  murder  of  Keppcch,  the  Poet  was  persecuted 
by  the  murderer  :  this  song  was  composed  on  that  occasion. 


Fuil  a  tnosgadh  o  lotan, 
Dh  I'haoitc  tliogail  le  (-«»pan, 
Ruith  na  caochaii  ma  bliultaibh  urn  brùg. 
Fuil  u  tauHgadh,  Htc. 

A  Ruadh  ropac^h  nam  maodal, 
Ged  a  ropudh  tu  caolairi, 

Cha  ii'  c  do  chogadii  a  »huoil  mi  theiichd  orm. 
A  rugh  r(»pach, 

Cleas  na  binne  nach  maireann, 
Hha  'n  sgiie  Cille-ma-ciieallaig,* 
'Nuair  a  dhit  iad  an  gcarran  'sa  mhud. 
Cleas  u  bhinne,  &c. 

Lagh  cho  chearr  'sa  bha  'm  I^i'eatunn, 
Rinn  am  meariach  a  sheasainh, 
lihi  ga  thearnadh  o  leadairt  nan  curd. 
Lagh  cho,  &c. 

Cleas  dan  mnaoi  a  chruiteir, 
Mun  ghniomh  nàrach  rinn  musag, 
Thug  i  lamh  air  a  phluiceadh  le  dorn. 
Cleas  dana,  &c. 

A  bhean  choite  gun  obadh, 
IJu  choir  a  dochair  a  thogail, 
Thilg  a  chlach  anns  an  tobar  's  i  beo. 
A  bhean  choite,  &c. 

'Nuair  bha  a  bheisd  air  a  buaireadh 
Na  cionnta  fèin's  i  Ian  uabhair, 
Theid  an  eucoir  an  uachdar  car  seoil. 
'Nuair  bha,  &c. 

Faodar  cadal  gu  seisdeil, 
Aig  fadal  Shir  Sheumais, 
Leig  an  ladarnas  deistneach  ud  leo. 
Faodar,  &c. 

Ach  na  'm  faicinn  do  loingeas, 
'S  mi  nach  bristeadh  a  choinneamh, 
Na  'm  biodh  coiseachd  air  chomas  domh  beò. 
Ach  na  'm,  &c. 

Mire  shrutha  r'a  darach, 
Ga  cuir  an  uigheam  gu  h-aithghearr, 
Crainne  ghiubhais  fo  sparaibh  a  seoil. 
Mire  shrutha,  &c. 

*  Women  were  the  judges  in  this  case,  and  a  thief  who 
was  brought  before  them  for  stealing  a  horse,  was  allowed 
to  escape  while  the  horse  was  condemned  to  be  hanged. 
The  occasion  was  this  : — Some  time  before  the  present 
action  was  raised,  the  same  culprit  had  stolen  the  same 
horse  and  was  prosecuted  ;  but  bad  the  good  fortune 
to  get  off  in  consequence  of  its  being  his  first  offence.  It 
seems,  however,  the  hoise  had  found  the  thief  so  much  the 
better  master  that  he  soon  after  "  stole  himself"  away  and 
returned,  for  which,  poor  fellow  he  had  to  suffer  the  above 
reward.  This  story  is  often  referred  to  among  the  High- 
landers  when  law  and  Justice  are  evidently  different  things, 
they  say — '•  Cha  tugadh  an  CiUe-ma-cheallaig  breath  bu 
chlaoine.^' 


IAIN  LOM. 
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'Nuair  a  lagadh  a  ghaoth  oirriii, 
Bhiodh  seol  air  j)a.sf(a(lh  a  h-aodaich, 
'S  buidheanii  f(hasda  mo  gliaoil  ri  cuir  bhòd. 
'Nuair  a  lagadh,  &c. 

Uaimh  mil  'n  dunadh  na  l>asail)li, 
'S  iad  a  iubadh  air  bhacaibh, 
Sud  a  chùrsachd  o  'n  atadli  na  Icois. 
Raimh,  &c. 

Btiird  ùr  air  a  totaibh, 
'S  i  na  deaiin  than  na  cloiche, 
Muir  dbu-ghorm  a'  sgolltadh  in'a  bòrd. 
Butrd  Lir  air,  &c. 


AN  CIARAN  MABACH. 

Ged'  tha  mi  ra'  eun  fògraidh  san  tir-sa, 
Air  mo  ruagadh  as  na  criochan, 
Glòir  do  Dbia  's  do  dh'  Jarla  Shi-phort,* 
Cha  bhi  sinn  tuille  fo  'r  binnsc. 

O  rò  rò  seinn,  cò  nam  b'dil  leihh  9 
O  rò  rò  seinn,  cò  nam  b'ùill  leibli  9 
Call  ahhar-inn  o,  calman-codhail : 
Trom  orach  as  o,  cò  nam  b'àill  leibh  ? 

Sir  Seumas  nan  tiir  's  nam  baideal, 
Gheibb  luchd  muirne  cuirm  a'  t-aitreabh, 
Ge  do  rinn  thu  'n  dùsal  cadail, 
'S  eibhinn  learn  do  dhùsgadh  madainn'. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  S^c. 


*  "  After  the  murder  of  the  children  of  Keppoch 
Iain  Manntach,  the  poet,  had  to  flee  for  his  life  to  Uoss- 
shirc,  where  he  got  a  place  from  Seaforth  in  Glensheal, 
where  he  and  his  family  might  reside  till  such  time  as  the 
murderers  could  be  apprehended,  as  Seaforth,  at  the  poet's 
request,  had  petitioned  government  for  carrying  that  point 
into  effect.  This  happened  in  the  time  of  Sir  James 
M*  Donald,  sixteenth  baron  of  Slate,  anno  1663. 

"  The  government  finding  it  impracticable  to  bring  those 
robbers  to  justice  in  à  legal  way,  sent  a  most  ample  com- 
mission  of  fire  and  sword  (as  it  was  then  called)  to  Sir 
James  M' Donald,  signed  by  the  duke  of  Hamilton,  mar- 
quis of  Montrose,  earl  of  Eglinton,  and  other  six  of  the 
Privy  Council,  with  orders  and  full  powers  to  pursue, 
apprehend,  and  bring  in,  dead  or  alive,  all  those  lawless 
robbers,  and  their  abettors. 

"  This,  in  a  very  short  time,  he  effectually  performed: 
some  of  them  he  put  to  death,  and  actually  dispersed  the 
rest  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  whole  court,  which  contri- 
buted greatly  to  the  civility  of  those  parts. 

*'  Immediately  thereafter,  by  order  of  the  ministry,  he 
got  a  letter  of  thanks  from  the  earl  of  Rothes,  then  Lord 
High  Treasurer  and  Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal  of  Scotland, 
full  of  acknowledgments  for  the  singular  service  he  had 
done  the  country,  and  assuring  him  that  it  should  not  pass 
unrewarded,  with  many  other  clauses  much  to  Sir  James' 
honour. 

"  This  letter  is  dated  the  15th  day  of  December,  1665, 
and  signed  llothes.  Sir  James  died  anno  KuS."— Extracted 
from  an  unpublished  Historical  MS.  of  the  M' Donalds. 


Slàn  fo  d'  thriall,  a  Chiaruin  mhabaich, 
Sbiubbladb  sliabh  gun  bbiatlh,  gun  chadal  ; 
J-raocb  I'o  d'  shin'  gun  bbùsd,  gun  bbagradh  ; 
Cbuir  thu  CCÒ  lo  'n  ròiseul  bbradacb. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  ^c. 

llinn  tbii  mhoch-eiridh  Di-dùmbnaich, 
Cba  b'  ann  gu  'n  aitreabh  a  cbòmlidach, 
Tboirt  a  macb  nan  cas-cheann  doite, 
Chur  sradag  fo  bhraclaich  na  feòla. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  SjC. 

Mboire  's  buidbeach  mis'  a  Dhia  ort, 
Cuid  de  'n  athciiuing'  bba  mi  'g  iarraidh, 
'N  grad  spadadh  le  glas  lannaibh  liatha, 
Tarruinn  ghad  air  fad  am  tiacal. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  8fc. 

Di-ciadainn  a  chaidh  tbu  t-uidheam, 
Le  d'  blirataich  aird  's  do  gbiliean  dubha, 
Sgriob  Ghilleaspuig  lluaidh  a  Uithist, 
Bhuail  e  meall  'an  ceann  na  h-uighe. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  8fc. 

Cha  d'iarr  thu  bàta  no  long  dharaicb, 
Ri  am  geamhraidh  'n  tiis  na  gaillinn, 
Triubhas  teann  feadh  bheann  a's  bhealach, 
Coiseachd  bhonn  ge  trom  do  mhealag. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  ^c. 

Ach  na'n  cuireadh  tu  gach  cùis  gu  àite, 
Mu  'n  sgaoil  thu  t-itean  air  sàile, 
'Nuair  dh-eitich  thu  Inbher-làire, 
B'  fheird  do  mheas  e  measg  nan  Gael. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  Sfc. 

'S  ann  leam  nach  bu  chruai'  an  ghaoir  ud, 
Bh-aig  mnaibh  galach  nam  fait  sgaoilteach, 
Bhi  'gan  tarruinn  mar  bheul-snaoisein, 
Sealg  nam  boc  mu  dhos  na  maoilseach. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  §c. 

'S  mairg  a  rinn  fhòghlum  san  droch-bheirt, 
'N  deigh  am  plaosgadb  fhuair  bhur  ploicueadh, 
Claigneann  'g  am  faoisgneadh  a  copar, 
Mar  chinn  laoigh  'an  deigh  am  plotadh. 
O  ro  ro  sin,  Sfc. 


ORAN  AIR  CRUNADH 

HIGH  TEAKEACH  II. 

IMi  'n  so  air  m'  uilinn, 
An  ard  ghleann  munaidh, 
'S  mor  fath  mo  shulas  ri  gàire. 
Mi  'n  so  air,  &c. 

'S  ge  fad  am  thosd  mi, 
JMa  's  e  's  olc  leibh, 
Thig  an  sop  a  m'  bbraghad. 
'S  ge  fad,  &c. 
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()  'n  blm  shraniis'  oriiin  n  cliliiinntinn, 
(jed  (tit  ttMiiri  11  liliii  cliuiiiK  oirnn  ; 
Gu  'ii  do  tl>ion(];ii'  a  cliuiulile  iiiar  b'aill  leinii. 
O  'ii  bliii,  &c. 


Chn  robh  uidhir  nan  cairtean, 
Nach  I'oltii  tidiiiida'  ini-cbfait  urr', 
lihik  inu  Hhuileaii  i^n  nri  iaiciiiii  an  ti'ath  ud. 
Chii  robh,  &c. 


All  cruin  so  air  choi.s«>ach<l, 
Le  III'  bhata  'm  le  in'  (iboca, 
'Sa  'n  Ininh  ga  stopudli  gu  siiT-mhnth. 
An  ceuni,  &.c. 

Giir  h-olc  nn  nith  dhuinn, 
13bi  Mtad  am  priosan, 
'N  uin  theacbd  an  ri<;h  g'a  ùite. 
Gur  h-olc,  &c. 

Thug  Dia  dhuinn  furtachd, 
As  iia  diabiian  driiidte, 
'Nuair  dh'  iarr  sinn  iuc.hair  a  gharaidh. 
Thug  Dia  dhuinn,  &o. 

'Sa  Thearlaich  oig  Stiubhairt, 
]Mn  chaidhe  an  cruii  ort, 
Dia  na  fliear  stiuiridh  air  t-fhardaich, 
'Sa  Thearlaich,  &c. 

Ma  chaidh  thu  'sa  chathair, 
Gun  aon  bhuille  claidheimh, 
*N  aiiiin  an  athar  's  an  ard  Righ. 
iNIa  chuaidh,  &c. 

'S  thu  thigh'n  dhachaigh  gu  d'  rioghachd 
Mur  a  b'  oil  le  d'  luchd  mi-ruin 
'N  coinneamh  ri  mile  ciad  làilte. 
'S  thu  thigh'n,  &c. 

'S  ioma  Subseiff  mhor  mhisgeach, 
'S  measa  run  dut  na  mise, 
Tha  cuir  staigh  am  petisean  an  drasda, 
'S  ioma,  &c. 

Luchd  nan  torra-chaisteal  Hatha, 
Air  an  stormadh  le  iarunn, 
B'  olc  na  lorgairean  riamh  ann  do  gheard  iad. 
Luchd  na  'n,  &c. 

Cha  b'  fhas'  an  dusgadh  a  cadal, 
Na  madadh-ruadh  chuir  a  braclaich, 
'Nuair  a  fhuaradh  thu  lag,  ach  bhi  t-aicheadh. 
Cha  b'  fhas,  &c. 

Na  mearlaich  uile  chuaidh  dh'  aon-taobh, 
Ghearr  muineal  Mhoir-fhear  Hunndaidh, 
'S  math  choisinn  le  bunndaisd  am  pàigheadh. 
Na  mearlaich,  &c. 

Learn  is  eibhinn  mur  thachair, 
Mur  dh'  eirich  do  'n  bhraich  ud, 
Bha  gach  ceann  d'  i  na  bachlagan  bana. 
Learn  is,  &c. 


'S  olc  an  Ifasan  diciadaiii, 
INJur  a  I'urtaich  tiiu  Dhia  air, 
A  ta  feitheainh  an  larla  neo  bhuidhcil. 
'S  olc  an  leasan,  &c. 

'N  am  rusgadh  a  cholair, 
Tiieid  an  ci^aiiii  dctii  o  choluinn, 
Giùir  agus  nioladh  do  'n  aid- High. 
'N  am,  &c. 

Le  maighdeinn  sgorr-3hui leach  smachdail, 
Dh'  fhagas  giallan  gun  iniieartuinn, 
Dhuineas  fiairas  a  Mharcuis  mhi-chuirdeil.     ^ 
Le  maighdeann,  &c. 

'S  ged  's  e  thus  cha  'n  e  dheireadh. 

Do  luchd  dhusgadh  an  teine, 

'S  mar  mo  run  do  'n  chuid  eile  da  chairdean. 

'S  ged  's  e,  &c. 

Mur  bha  Lusifer  tamull, 
'N  deigh  air  thus  bhi  na  Aingeal, 
Chaidh   sgùrsa'    le    an-iochd  a  Pbarais.* 
Mur  bha,  &c. 

Bidh  tu  nis  ann  ad  dheomhain, 
Dol  timchioU  an  domhain, 
Bhrigh  coltais  toirt  comh-fhillteachd  dhasan. 
Bidh  tu  uis,  &c. 

'S  mor  a  b'  fhearr  dhut  na  moran. 
No  na  chruinnich  thu  stòras, 
Bhi  tional  an  otraich  gud'  ghàradh. 
'S  mor  a  b'  fhearr,  &c. 

Na  thu  fhein  's  do  gheard  misgeach, 
Bhi  'n  ait  as  nach  tig  sibh, 
Mur  sgaile  pliictuir  'sa  'n  sgathan, 
Na  thu  fhein,  &c. 

Na  farabhalaich  bhreaca, 
Bha  tarruinn  uainn  ar  cuid  beartais, 
Chuir  an  righ  mach  a  Whitehall  dhuinn. 
Na  farabhalaich,  &c. 


*  This  poet  was  of  the  Roman  catholic  perauasion.  It 
is  said  that  he  could  not  read  himself  j  but  that  he  was 
acquainted  with  the  whole  of  the  historical  parts  of  Scrip* 
tare,  his  poems  are  a  clear  demoixstration. 
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LATHA  INlillER-LOCHAIDII.* 

LUINNEAO. 

H-i  rim  h-ìi-rò,  h-ò-rù  leaf /in, 
H-i  rim  h-ìi-rà,  h-ò-rò  leut/id, 
Hi  rim  h-0-rù,  h-ò-rò  leathn, 
Chaidh  an  latha  le  Clann-Dùmhnuill. 

As  cunhi'  siblise  'n  tionndndh  duineil, 
Thu;;  an  camp  bha  'n  Cille-Clmimein  ; 
'S  fad  chaidh  ainin  air  an  iomairt. 
Thug  iad  as  an  naiinhdean  ioinain. 
H-i  rim,  8fe. 

Dhirich  mi  moch  madainn  dhòmhnaicK, 
Gu  barr  cali-teil  Inbher-Lochaidh, 
Chunna'  mi  'n  t-arm  a  dol  an  ordugh, 
'S  bha  btiaidh  an  la  le  Clanii-Dombnuill. 
H-i  rim,  <^'C. 

Direadh  a  mach  glun  Chuil-eacliaidh, 
Dh'  aithnich  mi  oirbh  surd  'ur  tapaidh  ; 
Ged  bha  mo  dhuthaich  na  lasair, 
'S  eirig  air  a  chùs  mar  thachair. 
H-i  rim,  fyc. 

Ged  bhiodh  larlacbd  a  bhraghaid, 
An  seachd  bliadhna  so  mar  tha  e, 
Gun  chur,  gun  chliathadh,  no  gun  aiteach, 
'S  math  an  riadh  bho  'm  beil  sinn  paighte. 
H-i  rim,  ^-c. 

Air  do  laiilihse  Thighearna  Lathair, 
Ge  mor  do  bhosd  as  do  chlaidheamh  ; 
*S  ioma  oglaoch  chinne  t-athar, 
Tha  'n  Inbher-Lochaidh  na  laidhe. 
H-i  rim,  fyc. 

'S  ioma  fearr  goirseid  agus  pillein, 
Cho  math  'sa  bha  riamh  dheth  d'  chinneadh, 
Nach  d'  i'hoad  a  bhutai'.n  thoirt  tioram, 
Ach  I'aoghlum  snàmh  air  Buu-Neimheis.f 
H-i  rim,  8fC. 

Sgeul  a  b'  Site  'nuair  a  thigeadh, 
Air  Caim-beulaich  nam  beul  sli>,'neach, 
H-uile  dream  dhiu  mur  a  thigeadh, 
Le  bualadh  lann  au  ceann  ga  'm  bristeadh. 
H-i  rim,  8)-c. 

*  This  battle  was  fought  between  the  M'Donalds  and 
the  Camptiells,  on  Sunday,  February  2,  J()t5. 

t  When  the  Campbells  were  routed,  they  endeavoured 
to  cross"  tlie  river  at  the  above-mentioned  ford.  To  their 
astonishment,  however,  the  task  proved  more  iiksomcthan 
they  had  anticipated  ;  for,  some  of  them  losing  their  foot- 
ing, their  bonnets  were  carried  down  by  the  current.  This 
event  delighted  and  amused  the  poet ;  and,  in  order  to 
make  it  at  the  same  time  ludicrous  in  itself,  and  galling  to 
the  poor  Tampbclls,  he  began  to  address  them  as  follows  : 
—"A  Dhuimhncacha  Dhuimhncacha,  cuimUnichibh  'ur  boin- 
eidean," 


'N  latha  sin  shaoil  h'o  dhol  h-otha, 
'S  ann  Itha  laoich  ga  'n  ruith  air  reothadh, 
'S  ioma  siaodanach  mor  odhar, 
Bha  na  sliineadh  air  ach'-un-tuthair. 
//-/  rim,  SfC. 

Ge  be  dhireadh  Toin-na  li-aire, 
Bii  Honor  spog  ur  ann  air  dhroch  shailleadh, 
Neul  marbh  air  an  suil  gun  anam, 
'N  deigh  an  sgiùrsadh  le  lannan. 
H-i  rim,  4*c. 

Thug  sibh  toiteal  teith  ma  Lochaidh, 
Bhi  ga  'm  buahulh  ma  na  srònati, 
Bu  lion'()r  claidheamh  ciais-ghorm  comhnard, 
Bha  bualadh  an  lamhan  Chlauu-Dòmhnuill. 
H-i  rim,  ^c. 

Sin  'nuair  chruinnich  mor  dhragh  na  fhalachd, 
'N  am  rusgadh  na  'n  greidlein  tana, 
Bha  iongnan  nan  Duimhneach  ri  taiamh, 
An  deigh  an  luithean  a  ghearradh. 
H-i  rim,  ^c. 

'S  lionmhor  corp  nochte  gun  aodach, 
Tha  na  'n  sineadh  air  chnocain  Ihraoiche, 
O  'n  bhlar  an  greaste  na  saoidhean, 
Gu  ceann  Leitir  blar  a  Chaorainu. 
H-i  rim,  S)C. 

Dh'  innsinn  sgeul  eiie  le  firinn, 
Cho  math  'sa  ni  cleireach  a  sgriobhadh  ; 
Chaidh  na  laoich  ud  gu  'n  dicheall 
'S  chuir  iad  maoim  air  luchd  am  mi-ruin. 
H-i  rim,  ^'c. 

Iain  Mhuideartaich  nan  seol  soilleir, 
Sheoladh  an  cuan  ri  la  doillear, 
Ort  cha  d'  f  huaradh  briste  coinnidh, 
'S  ait'  learn  Barra-breac  fo  d'  chomas. 
H-i  rim,  4"C. 

Cha  b'  e  sud  an  siubhal  cearbach, 
A  thug  Alasdair  do  dh'  Albainn, 
Creachadh,  losgadh,  agus  marbhadh  ; 
'S  leagadh  leis  coileach  Strath-bhalgaidh. 
H-i  rim,  4'c. 

An  t-eun  dona  chaill  a  cheutaidh. 
An  Sasunn,  an  Albainn,  's  'n  Lirinn, 
Is  it  e  a  curr  na  sgeithe, 
Cha  miste  learn  ged  a  gheill  e. 
H-i  rim,  8)'c. 

Alasdair  nan  a  geur  lann  sgaiteach, 
Gheall  thu  'n  de  a  bhi  cuir  as  daibh. 
Chuir  thu  'n  retreuta  seach  an  caistoal, 
Seoladh  gle  rahath  air  an  leantuinn. 
H-i  rim,  ^-c. 
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Alasdiiii*  Mail  ^t'ur  lunii  <;u!iiea(;h. 
Nn 'n>  biodii  ai^ad  aniuiiiiii  Mliuilt!; 
Thug  thu  air  na  dh'  t'halbh  dhiii  futreach, 
'S  rctrrut  air  |)rài)ar  an  diiileis;^. 
ll-i  rim,  «!^c. 

Alsdair  INIhic  Cliolla  gbasdu, 
I^aiiili  (IhcaM  a  sgoltadli  nan  caistoa)  ; 
Chuir  thu  'ii  I'liaig  air  (Jiiallaibh  giasa, 
'S  ma  dh-ol  iad  càl  gun  chuir  thu  asd'  e. 
Jl-i  rim,  ^c. 

'M  b'  aithne  dhuibhse  'n  Goirtean-odhar, 
'S  math  a  blia  e  air  a  thothar, 
Cha  'a  iniu'ir  chauracli,  no  fjhobliar  ; 
Ach  fail  Dhuimhneach  nu  deigh  reuthadh. 
H-i  rim,  c^-c. 

Bhur  sgrios  mu  's  truagh  learn  'ur  caradh, 
'G  eisdeachd  au-shocair  'ur  paisteau 
Caoidh  a  phannail  bh'  ann  's  'n  àraich 
Doniialaich  bhan  Earragha'til. 
Jl-i  rim,  SfC. 


LATIIA  THOM-A-PHUBAILL* 

LUINNEAG. 

Hò-rò  's  fada,  's  gur  fada, 
'  5  cian  f(ida  gu  leoir, 
O  'n  a  chai'lh  thu  air  thuras, 
Do  hhaile  Lunnainn  nan  cleoc  s 
Na  'n  cluinneadh  tu  fathunn, 
Le  rabhadh  an  eoiti  ; 
'  S  gu  'n  taoghladh  tu  '»  rathad, 
*  S  mi  nach  gahhadh  dheth  bran  ! 

Air  leith-taobh  Beinne-buidhe, 
Sheas  a  bhuidheann  nach  gann  ; 
Luchd  dhearcadh  an  iubhair, 
'Sa  chur  siubhal  fo  chrann  ; 
'S  diorabach  mise  d'  ur  saothair, 
'Nuair  a  dh'  aom  slbh  a  nail, 
Nach  deach  a  steach  air  Glean n-Aora, 
Ghearradh  braoisg  nam  beul  cam. 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  &fC. 

A  Mholi'-fhear  Chlann-Dòmhnuill, 
Chum  thu  chòdhail  gu  duineil ; 
'Nuair  a  shaoil  an  t-Iarl  Aorach, 
Do  chuir  gun  aobhar  a  Muile  ; 
Eha  thu  roimhe  'n  Dun-eideann, 
'S  dh'  fhagh  thu  leigheart  mu  choinne, 
'S  gun  aon  eisleiu  a'  t-aigne, 
Dh'  eisd  thu  chasaid  an  Lunnainn. 
So  ro  ^s  fada,  fyc. 

Ach  a  Mhoir-fliear  Chlann-Dòmhnuill, 
'S  fad  do  chomhnuidh  measg  Ghall ; 

*  This  battle  was   fouglil  between  the  Campbells 
Argyle  and  the  men  of  At  hoi. 


of 


A  laoich  nigeantnlch  phriseil, 
Oig  rimbeich  an  ài^b  : 
rba  maÌHi^  an  nnona, 
Ad  glu'uaidli  diroadh  an  àird  ; 
'S  tha  thu  .shliochd  nan  tri  Cholla, 
Ga  'm  l)io(lh  l<>ini;<>as  air  s.iil. 
7/(>  ro  'sfmlu,  c\c. 

'S  truagit  nach  robh  iad  na  ciadan, 
Do  luchd  sgaith  agus  lann  ; 
Do  na  h-oganaich  tbreubhach, 
Nach  ouradli  adbhans  ; 
Cha  bhi'mid  ag  eigheach, 
Co  da  'n  eireadh  an  call  ; 
'S  ann  aig  geat  Inbher-Aora, 
Ghabh  mo  laoich-sa  gu  camp. 
JIo  ro  's  fada,  ^-c. 

'M  bruadar  chunnaic  mi  'm  chadal, 
\y  fhearr  gu  'm  faicinn  e  'm  dhùisg  ; 
'S  mi  nach  fuireadh  ni  b'  fhaide, 
Ann  am  plaide  air  m'  ùigh, 
Sealladh  'n  sin  do  d'  ghniiis  aobhach, 
'Nuair  a  phlaosgadh  mo  shuil, 
B'  ionann  eiridh  do  m'  aigne, 
'S  leum  a  bhradain  am  burn. 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  4'C. 

Gur  mise  bha  tCirsach, 
'N  am  dhomh  dùsgadh  o  m'  bhruadar ; 
Bhi  faicinn  do  chursaibh 
Dol  a  null  air  Druim-uachdair  ; 
Bhi  gad  chuir  'sa  'n  tolla-dhubh, 
'S  gun  mo  dhuil  thu  thig'n  uaithe  ; 
Laidh  smal  air  mo  shugradh, 
Gus  an  duisgear  an  uaigh  dhomh. 
Ho  ro^s  fada,  4'C. 

Tha  pruip  air  do  chul-thaobh, 
'S  math  a  b'  fhiu  dhut  am  faighneachd  j 
Eoin  Abrach  o  'n  Ghiùbhsaich, 
Cha  toir  cubair  a  ghi'eim  deth  ; 
'S  Gilleasbuig  a  Bhraighe, 
Gu  latha  bhràth  nach  bi  'm  foill  dut; 
Mac  lain  'sa  chinneadh, 
Gu  'n  imicheadh  an  oidhch  leat. 
Ho  ro  'sfada,  8fc. 

'S  ioma  marcaiche  statail, 
Gar  an  air'  mi  ach  cuid  diu  ; 
Eadar  geata  bhraigh  Acuinn, 
Gu  slios  Blair  nam  fear  luidneach  ; 
Mur  ghabh  sud  a's  braigh  Ard-dhail, 
Agus  braighe  Bochuidir ; 
Ghabhadh  leigeadh  gu  statail, 
'N  elrig  la  Tom-a-phubaill. 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  fyc. 

'S  ioma  oganach  guineacb, 
Laidir,  duilich,  do-aithnicht ; 
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Eadar  bruigh'  uisge  Thurraid, 
'S  caol  Mhuile  nun  caiiuch  ; 
Ghearradh  beuin  le  'n  arm  guineach, 
Ga  'n  ioinain  du  'ii  fheainainii  ; 
Ann  an  eiiig  nam  muineal, 
Chaidh  a  chur  sa  'n  Aird-reanaich. 
Hu  ru  's  facia,  ijj^c. 

'S  fad  o'n  chuala'  mi  seanchas, 
'S  mi  'm  sheana-ghiullau  gòrach  ; 
Mu  'n  do  chuir  mi  crios-teilidh, 
Os  ceann  leine  no  còta  ; 
Bhi  ga  innse  gu  soilleir, 
Anns*  gach  coinnidh  a's  còdhail, 
Gu  'm  bii  chairdeach  an  sloinneadh, 
Siol  Mhoire  's  Clann-Domhnuill, 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  S^c. 

A  Righ  !  nach  robh  icid  an  geambairn, 
Lan  teampuill  do  shhiagh  ; 
Do  luchd  nam  beul  cama, 
'S  cha  b'  ainid  sud  itainn  ; 
'S  ioma  claidheamh  geur  guineach, 
Laidir  fulangach  cruaidh  ; 
Th'  aig  mo  chinneadli  ga  'm  feitheamh, 
'S  aig  Clann-'llleain  nam  buadh. 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  S^c. 

'S  b'  fhearr  gu  'n  tigeadh  iad  fhathasd, 
Clann  'llleain  nan  tuagh  ; 
*S  clia  bhiodh  sgian  ann  am  fraighe, 
No  claidheamh  an  truaill ; 
Bheirte  mach  na  h-airm  chatha, 
*S  cha  bhiodh  an  latha  sin  buan  ; 
'S  ged  bu  ghuineach  na  Uuimhnich, 
'S  iad  siol  Chuinn  a  bha  ^'uaidh. 
Ho  ro  's/ada,  i^c. 

Tha  mo  run  air  na  gillean, 
Leis  an  cinneadh  an  t-sealg  ; 
Dh-eireadh  fearg  orra  's  frioghan, 
Dhol  an  iomairt  nan  arm, 
Dhol  a  null  thar  an  linne, 
Le  gillean  na  Cairge  ; 
'S  ioma  marbh  bhiodh  ri  shireadh, 
Air  am  pilleadh  do  Chearara. 
Ho  ro  's  faduf  <^c. 


LATHA  AIRDE-IIEANAICH. 

Slan  gun  dith  dhut  a  Mharcuis, 
Direach,  maiseach,  gun  chromadh  ; 
Da  shuil  ghorm  fo  d'  chaol  mhala, 
Nach  d*  fhas  gu  balachail,  bronnach  ; 
Cheart  cho  chinnteach  'sa  'm  has, 
Ged  tha  thu  'n  dràsd  as  an  t-sealladh  ; 
Gu  'm  beil  mulad  fo  d'  chom  ort, 
Mu  bhas  Ghoud  larla  Moire.* 

♦  See  the  sixth  stanza  of  the  foregoing  Song. 


'S  ceart  'a  cho  cheart  mar  mo  dhurachd, 
Le  beachd  mo  shul  gur  uii  chunnuic  ; 
Cha  roljh  ai,'ainn  do  sgatliaii, 
Ach  greasad  trà  do  'n  taigh  gninnaich  ; 
«<  Aisling  caillich  mar  a  durachd," 
Gach  niio-riin  bha  do  'n  duin  ud  ; 
Ged  bu  ladiirna  'n  cul-ciiainnt, 
Stad  a  chuis  uir  an  iomall. 

Cha  b  e  aingeachd  na  tuatha, 
Gluais  am  marcus  le  dhaoine  ; 
Ach  togail  a  bhrataich, 
'G  iarraidh  smachd  air  luchd  aobhair ; 
Fhuair  thu  iuchair  na  còrach, 
Gu  t-ordugh  le  d'  dhaoine  ; 
Agus  fosgladh  gach  caisteil. 
Fad  slait  Inbher-Aora. 

Gheill  Dun-staf-innis  grad  dut, 
Inn  is  fharsuinn  nam  faochag  ; 
Ged  bu  daingheann  a  chlach  i, 
Fhuair  thu  steach  air  bheag  saoithreach  : 
Cha  robh  cuilibheir  caol  glaice. 
No  gunna  praise  gan  sgaoileadh  ; 
Eadar  Innis-Chonnain  nan  canach, 
Gu  ruig  bail'  Inbher-Aora. 

'S  ard  Liutenant  o  'n  righ  thu, 
Thug  thu  sgriob  do  dh'  Earr'ghàèl, 
Bu  leat  Tairbeart  's  Cinn-tire, 
'S  gach  aon  nith  bh'anns  an  ait  ud  ; 
Agus  lie  bheag  riabhach, 
Mu  'n  iath  a  mhuir  shàile  ; 
'S  goirt  a  chnead  a  ta'  m  chliabh-sa, 
Fhad  's  bha  'n  t-iasad  gun  phàigheadh. 

Thighearn  oig  Ghlinne-garaidh, 
Na  hi  falach  do  ruin  oirnn  ; 
Oighre  'n  duin'  thu  tha  maireann, 
Tha  thu  'd  charaid  dhuinn  dubailt; 
Cha  bheo  e  's  cha  mhairean, 
Na  ni  ar  sgaradh  o  d'  chul-thaobh, 
A  luchd  nan  ceanna-bhearta'  crabbaidh, 
Thionndaidh  falachd  a  chrùin  ruibh. 

'S  e  do  charaid  mor  dealaidh, 
INIac  'Ic-Ailein  a  Muideart, 
Sliochd  an  Alasdair  Gharaich, 
Luchd  tharruinn  nam  tiùran  ; 
Cha  do  chuir  cainb  shalach  ; 
Na  tafaid  ealamh  ri  d'  clml-chrann  ; 
Bheireadh  beum  air  a  h-athlorg, 
Fhad  sa  mhaireadh  a  tiudhaidh. 

Na  'm  biodh  Tighearn  na  Learguinn, 
Ann  an  Albainn  's  e  mar-riut  ; 
Agus  Tighearn  an  Tairbeirt, 
'S  iad  nach  tairgeadh  do  mhealladh; 
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Luchd  im  'in  ppl;;himu'«m  tiiltnbuidli, 
'S  til  till  riiiKidittili  «Mrl)s'  asd  ijii  (lai>;liL'aiiii  ; 
CliJi  'ii  eil  ia«i  boo  do  vshliitclitl  Cluilla, 
Nil  lii  'a  cuiiiuiiii  ud  uillii  is. 

Cjiir  a  h-ioinn  fVar  goirsrid, 
Guiiiia  stoilte,  's  luiiii  dii-glj<»im  ; 
Le  *n  guiiiinichean  caola, 
*S  na  dnorinuiiiii  fj^-.i  'n  ^iiilan  : 
IMac-Laoimiiiiii   s  Alac-Lacliuitm, 
'S  Mac-an-Ab  o  Gbh'ami- Docbart, 
iMac-Neacbduinn,  's  IMac-Dbiigliaill, 
'S  Mac- lain- Stiubbaiit  o  'n  Apuiiiii. 

Cba  'n  iungnadh  tbusa  bbi  fiamhacb, 
'N  taobb  sbios  do  Ubun-atba  ; 
Ged  tbeid  Duiinbtiicb  gu  'n  dicbeall, 
'S  gu  dideaim  a  cblaidheiinb  ; 
'S  leat  iia  tbubbairt  mi  cbiatiainb, 
Ceai't  cbo  direacb  ri  saigbead  ; 
'S  leat  Mac-Ioiimbuiiiu  an  t-Stratha 
Agus  da  Mbac-'lJleain. 

'S  fearr  learn  fhaicinn  na  chluinntinn, 
Gu  'ii  do  stad  a  cbuimh  air  am  muliieal  ; 
Nis  o  'n  thiorindaidb  a  cbuibble, 
'S  fad  bbios  Duimbiiicb  gun  urram  ; 
Ged  a  Sbaoil  le  Mac-Cailein, 
E  bbi  na  bbarraicb  air  Muile  ; 
B'  fbearr  dba  cbumail  na  bh'aige, 
Na  bbi  'g  agradh  air  tuille. 

Na  'm  biodb  fear  a  bbeoil  mhoir  ann, 
O  nach  doirteadb  gloir  bbreamais  ! 
Naile  cbailleadb  sibb  geoigb  ris, 
Nacb  b'  fbiach  an  rostadh  ri  teallaich  : 
Fbuair  sibb  sgapadb  nan  caorach, 
Na  'm  biodb  a  dhaoine  air  an  talamh  ; 
*S  ged  a  gblac  sibb  le  foill  e, 
B'  e  fheiu  an  saigbdear  bu  ghlaine. 

Gur  mairg  a  dh'  earbadb  a  cairdeas, 
Neach  a  db-fbas  dbeth  an  t-sloinneadh, 
Na  'm  biodb  cuimbn'  air  an  lath'  ud, 
P'buair  iad  t-atbair  fo  'n  comas  ; 
Chuir  iad  smuid  ri  tur-arda, 
Cbaisteil  Bblair  gu  gle  sboilleir  ; 
'S  beag  bba  dbòcbas  an  la  sin, 
Gu  'm  biodb  iad  pàighte  na  'n  com;iinn. 

'S  mor  tba  eadar  dha  latba, 
Ged  bba  e  gratbunn  gun  ti;^binn  ; 
Cbaidb  tbu  'n  cuirt  na  bu  leatba, 
'N  deigb  t-atbar  a  mbilleadb  ; 
Gun  aon  bhuille  claidbeamb, 
Gun  satbadb  biodaig  no  sgine  ; 
Mur  gu  'm  batbadb  tu  coinnlean, 
Chain  e  'n  oighreachd  'sa  'a  cinneach. 


'S  beajj  a  b'  fbiacii  do  .Mliac  MJioiricb, 
Dboi  n'  ur  (-oiiirifainb  ac.b  ainiiL-amb  ; 
Na  gbabbail  mar  (Imiripacb, 
Ar.li  fear  (bi  'n  ^j-ailt'  bbi  na  cbaraid  ; 
'N  (bd^'b  a  Cboin.iHdair  Sliiibbairt, 
Tbain'  (tibb  'n  tUH  air  le  b  an-iocbd, 
'I'bugadh  an  ceann  detb  gun  xgrubadh, 
Ann  an  lir  Ludi/  Murray. 

Buail  an  tpud  sin  gu  snalbbacb, 
'S  na  dean  scarbh  i  gun  bbinneasi  ; 
'S  nu  toir  t-nt;liaidb  neo-cbcarbbach, 
Do  'n  fbear  nacb  earb  tbu  <lo  sblinnein  ; 
Ma  cbuir  an  rigb  an  t-slat  sgiùrsaidb, 
'N  glaic  do  dhuirn  gun  a  sireadh  ; 
Uair  mu  seacb  air  an  fbiiriiais, 
Mur  bhuiir  iiird  air  an  iunein. 

Gloir  do  'n  High  th'  air  a  cbathair, 
'S  mairg  a  gbabbadb  mun  chluinneadb  ; 
No  gbuidbeadb  na  bbreig  e  ; 
Gach  ni  db-eiricb  sa  chnnnaic  ; 
Mu  's  ann  le  drocb-bbeart  ludais, 
Dh-fbuaigh  tbu  cbliid  air  an  Lunnaiiin  ; 
Chain  tbu  'n  luireach  's  na  breidean, 
'S  gach  aon  eideadh  bba  umad. 

'N  cuala'  sibhse  'sa  'n  dutbaich, 
'N  ranntar-btith  bb'  aig  na  lucbau  ; 
'S  iad  a  trusadb  ri  cbèile, 
Na  'n  droch  reisemeid  churta  ; 
'Nuair  bba  eagal  a  cbait  orr' ; 
Cbaidb  droch  sgapadb  an  cuid  diu  ; 
'Sa  bbeisd  mhor  'sa  'n  robh  phlaigb  dhiu, 
Sgrios  gun  agh  oirr'  mar  fhurtacbd. 

Sin  'nuair  labhair  Dubh-na-h-amrai, 
A  bbeisd  gbrannd  'sa  chrain  mhuUaich  ; 
Cba  robh  an  sabbal  nan  àtb  dhiu, 
Beisd  le  'n  àl  nach  do  chruinnich, 
Nuair  bba  'm  mod  ga  'r  cruaidb  sbarach' 
'S  na  cuird  a  fasgadh  ma  'r  muineil ; 
'S  ann  an  sud  a  bba  'n  gàtur, 
Co  a  chàradh  iad  umaibh. 

B'  ionann  sin  sa  'm  bun  rutha, 
Cba  'n  eil  iad  buidheach  da'  r  'n  an-iochd  ; 
Mar  chlacb  an  ionad  an  uibhe, 
Na  'm  biodb  luitheacbd  na  *n  teangaidh  ; 
B'  ionann  sin  's  do  sbliocbd  Dbiurmaid, 
Obi  ga  'r  biadhadh  an  an-iochd  ; 
Math  an  agaidli  an  uilc, 
Chuir  mi  luchd-sa  'n  Aird-reanaich. 

'Nuair  bba  'n  ad  oirbh  n-uiridh, 
Bba  sibb  urranta  mòdbar  ; 
Am  blaidbna  chaill  sibb  an  currachd, 
'S  eiginn  fuireach  gle  shamhach : 
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Chain  an  t-Iarl  air  'ur  tiiras, 
Mht'ud  'sa  bhuinig  e  mhàl  oirbh  ; 
Gar  am  b'  i'hiac.h  leis  an  duiii'  ud, 
£hi  ri  cruiniiuachadh  cnùinhaig. 

B'  olc  a  b'  fhiach  do  dhinc-AtlioIl, 
Dholl  an  cuinne  riut  Eardsaiilh, 
'N  deigh  latiia  lioinii-Liutliiinti  ; 
Thug  sibh  ioc-shlaiiit  mar  eariitia, 
IVIheall  sibh  null  thar  an  abhuinn, 
Marcus  Atholl 'sa  bhiatliair  ;  '-^ 

Chuirsibh  'n  laimh  an  toU-dubh  iad, 
'S  loisg  sibh  duthaich  iarl  Earlaidh.''^ 

Tha  thu  'd  mharcus  am  bliadhna, 
*S  ad  shàr  iarl  air  Tulaich-bheardaiun  ; 
'S  ged  a  dheaiiadli  iad  diuc  dhiot, 
'S  ro  mhath  b'  fhiu  thu  an  t-aite  ; 
Tha  do  thiota)  cho  lioiior, 
Chuinail  dioii  air  do  chairdean  ; 
Geard  an  righ  fo  d'  smaclid  orduidh, 
'S  tha  thu  d'  mhòir-fhear  Baile-mhanaidh. 


ORAN  Aia  RIGH  UILLEAM 

AGUS  BAN-RIGH  MAIKI. 
LCNNEAG. 

Ui-rinn  h-d  rinn,  ho  ro  h-o  hha  ho, 
Hi-rinv  h-d  rinn,  ho  ro  h-o  bha  ho, 
Biodh  gach  duine  agaibh  bronach, 
Air  son  Joirneart  mo  righ. 

'N  DiuGH  chuala'  mi  naidheachd, 

Air  alt  nach  b'aimhealach  leinn, 
'N'an  cumadh  e  chasan — 

'S  gu  boidh  an  t-ath-egeul  cho  binii— 
Righ  Seumas  le  f'arum, 

Cur  a  dharaich  na  still ; 
O'n  's  leat  uachdar  na  mara, 

Gluais  a's  taruinn  gu  tir. 
Hi-linn,  ^c. 

Mhic  Mhuire  na  h-òighe, 

Coimhead  foirneart  mo  righ  ; 
Co  b'urrainn  da'r  smàladh — 

Ach  do  lamhans'  bhi  leinn  : 
Faic  a  nis  prionns  Orans', 

Cur  na  coir  os  a  citin  ; 
Ach  as  do  chobhair,  a  Shlan-'ear, 

Thig  furtachd  a's  slain t  air  gach  tinn. 
Hi-rinn,  &c. 

A  Righ  chumhaclidaich,  fheartaich, 

Ga  'm  beil  beachd  air  gach  ni, 
Cum  air  aghaidh  an  ceartas— 

An  lagh  seachranach  pill : 

*  A  title  formerly  in  Stratlimore,  now  extinct. 


Faic  luclid  nam  brcid  dàite, 

I3hi  gun  dealt  ann  ri'n  linn  ; 
'S  ma  tlia  'n  eucoir  nan  aigrjeadh, 

lieum  do  slilat  os  an  cinn. 
Hi-rimi,  ^c. 

'N  uair  a  thainig  thu  Shasunn, 

'S  tu  rinn  aiseag  a  blireamais; 
Sheilbh  choir  tlioirt  air  eiginn, 

O  athair  ceile  thug  bean  dut. 
Cha  hi  reull  nan  dùilean, 

Bha  deanadh  iuil  dut  'san  ain-eol; 
Mar  bha  roimh  na  tri  righrean, 

'N  uair  bha  losa  na  leanabh. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

Thug  thu  'm  foUais  an  t-Slàn'ear, 

Sgeula  grain  do  luclid  teagasig  ; 
'S  gur  ujòr  am  fa  nàire, 

'S  an  coig  àintean  a  bhriseadb. 
A  nighean  fhein,  's  mac  a  pheathar, 

'N  aghaidh  labhairt  an  Sgriobtuir, 
Mar  bhreun  ghearran  'sa  chathair, 

'S  nach  b'fhear-taighe  da  'n  sliochd  e. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

'S  fior  mhallaichte  'n  lanan. 

Chum  an  Spain  anns  an  roinn  ud  ; 
Seilbh  choir  thoirt  a  dh-aindeoin, 

Le  mùtha  malairt  an  t-slaighteir  : 
Ged'  a  stadadh  an  claidheamh, 

Gun  bhuille  chaith'  ach  na  rinn  e, 
Bi'dh  gach  f'uil  'g  eigheach  am  flaithcas, 

A  d'  dhi'igh  a  latha  's  a  dh'  oidhche. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

'S  mairg  a  chreideadh  droch  naidheachd, 

Thig  tro  amhaich  a  nàmhaid, 
Chuireadh  f  udar  na  ghreadan, 

An  grund'  na  h-eaglaise  gnàthaicht  ; 
'S  lionor  lunn  tha  na  teine, 

'S  a  ghrund  'n  do  spealadh  an  grain-shop 
Ach,  chi  sinn  fhathasd  sud  diolte, 

Mas'  a  fior  a  ta  'n  fhàistinn. 
Hi-rinn,  Sj^c. 

'N  uair  chaidh  Whitehall  losgadh, 

Bu  mhall  do  choiseachd  gun  bhrogan  ; 
'S  mi  nach  rachadh  le  pairti. 

Air  mhire,  bhàthadh,  na  tòite. 
Mas'  a  daoine  rinn  suas  e, 

B'fhaoin  an  cruadal,  's  an  seoltachd  ; 
Cha  'n  eil  mi  gearan— mo  thruaighe  ! 

Ach  a  lughad  's  a  flmair  dhiu  an  ròstadh 
Hi-rinn,  &c. 

Cha  tig  ach  rucas  a's  cealgan, 

O  chruitean  cealgach  an  rabuill  ; 

Cuiribh  an  t-aibhisdear  saoil  ris 

Biodh  Dia  a's  daoine  ga  aicheadh. 
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Clea<<  end  bt'aii  a  clirulti'lr, 

Diiiair  a  (Mirsadli  'n  n^àth  pàraldh  ; 

Tliojf  iati  airsiiii  mar  iiirN^'cul, 

(ju  'ii  do  inhiirt  o  dhuai'blt-bhratluiir. 
//i-rinn,  iS^c. 

(ill  'in  bti  phrannda  na  s^ooil  HÌn, 

Tbofi  na  dconihaiti  pa  dbibrirt! 
'S  nacb  b'  tirr'  iad  pa  db<><u'bbadb, 

Acb  mar  bbiiilb*  scarbb  da  'n  liichd  mi-ruin  ; 
Gil  'n  ciiii'tc  iscan  a  rblambaiii, 

All  iiead  claniiach  an  I'liirouin  ; 
Mac  inuice  a  bhalaich, 

Slialclia  fala  nan  righrcan. 
JJi-rinn,  i^c. 

'S  mairg  righ  a  rinn  cleamhnas, 

Hi  Diiitseach  sliantach  gun  trocalr  ; 
Clia  b'e  'n  onair  bti  gbnàs  da, 

Ged'  's  tu  bratbair-mathair  an  rògair, 
Ged'  a  thug  thu  dha  IVIàiri 

Air  laimh,  chum  a  posaidh, 
Ghabli  e  t-oigl»reaclid  a  t-an-toil 

Thar  do  cheann,  a's  thu  d'  bheo-shlaint. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

Bha  mac  aig  righ   Daibhidh, 

'S  bu  deas  àill  air  ceann  sluaigh  e, 
Chaidh  e  'n  aghaidh  an  athar, 

S  am  fear  nacli  ciiir  da  bhuaireadh  ; 
'N  uair  a  sgaoileadh  am  blàr  sin, 

Thug  Dia  pàigheadh  na  dhuais  da  ; 
'S  o'n  bu  droch  dhuine  cloinn  e, 

Chroch  a  choill  air  a  ghruaig  e. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

Ach  buaidh  an  droch  sgeoil  sin, 

Do  phrionns  Grains  gun  diadhachd, 
Ged'  a  rachadh  do  bhàthadh, 

Cha  b'  ionann  has  dut  'sa  dh'  iarrainn  ; 
Ach  mo  suilean  bhi  t-fhaicinn, 

Edar  eachabh  ga  d'  stialladh  ; 
Dol  a  d'  smaladii  's  an  adhar, 

Mar  luaithe  dhaigte  ga  criathradh. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

Sgrios  gun  iarmad,  gun  duilleach, 

Cha  'n  iarruinn  tuille  am  dhàn  duibh  ; 
Gun  sliochd  a  dh-iathadh  mu  t'  uilinn, 

Do  ghniomh  broinne  droch  Mhàiri; 
Ged'  a  ghlacadh  na  theum  e, 

'S  farsuinn  beul  a  mhic-lamhaich  ; 
A  shean  staoile  bhi  'n  cunnart, 

Aig  na  rinn  thu  thrusadh  a  cràineig. 
Hi-rirm,  <|-c. 

Ach  seun  gun  tuisleadh  air  Mairi, 
'S  olc  an  Ian  tba  na  togsaid  ; 


'N  ar  fhaicear  Inogh  cArnid, 

Nuas  gu  iàr  as  a  pix'a. 
Ciia  blii  'n  Hi'iiu  fhacnil  claoite, 

Air  ncu  'm  ciaon  tht-id  a  tbopail  ; 
'I'iia  'n  da  shant  'h  an  drocli  nihiiaui  ud, 

'S  aniiNadh  *  *  *  h;  no  l)oban. 
Jli-rinn,  iSjc. 

Ach  na  *n  tigeadh  an  righ  sin, 

'S  a  miiac  dih'as  air  aidtiihcil, 
Ged'  a  tlieireadh  jtriorms  Orains, 

Nacli  h-i  clioir  a  lihi  againn, 
Cha  bu  mho  oria  Uilleam, 

Air  sràid  Liiniiaitin  an  Sasunn, 
'N  ceann  fliuadach  dt;th  inliuineal, 

Na  cluais  cuilein  an  radain. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

Prionns  Orains  a  mhl-rath, 

Mas'  toil  le  High  tlioirt  gu  creideamh, 
'S  coir  an  duilleag  so  thiondadh, 

Air  a  bhan-righ  nach  creid  e. 
Ma  shaoil  am  bith-shanntach  sanntach 

Na  mhac-samhla  ga  glioid  sud  ; 
Na  a  ruitheachd  Ic  lànnan, 

Air  nighean  Seanalair  Huitsein. 
Hi-rinn,  S[C. 

B'fhearr  gu  'in  buaileadh  e'n  staidse, 

Tus  a  bhàidse  bu  choir  dha, 
N'ana  bu  tuiteam  'sa  phla'gh  dhuinn. 

Mar  f  huair  righ  Pharo,  's  a  sheorsa  ; 
Mar  bha  chomhairle  bhreige, 

Chuir  righ  Seumas  air  fògradh  ; 
Aithris  cleas  nan  droch  righrean, 

Leis  'n  do  dliiteadh  Righ-hoam.* 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

Sgeul  buan  e  do'n  mhearcaid. 

'S  nach  tog  a  mac  a  cuid  oighrcachd  ; 
'S  ion  dith  cùram  a  ghabhail, 

Mu'n  dùinear  cathair  na  soills'  orr  ; 
Thoill  i  mallachd  a  h-athar, 

O'n  ghabh  an  t-aibhisteir  greim  dh'i ; 
'S  olc  an  duchas  a  lean  rith, 

Chuinnt  a  seanair  na  throiteir. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

'S  math  an  toiseach  ar  seannsa, 

Ma  rinn  am  Frangach  a  thapadh — 
Ma  ghlacadh  leis  Monsai,  , 

Cha  sgeul  tum-sgeul  ach  ceartas, 
Bu  mhath  gu'm  biodh  an  adbhansa. 

Air  a  tiondadh  gu  Sasunn  ; 
Na  gu  faicte  an  cunntar, 

Cho  ghrad  ri  tionda  nan  cairtean. 
Hi-rinn,  ^c. 

*  Rehoboam,  poetically. 
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Ach  ma  stad  air  an  diiic  sin, 

'S  nach  e  a  run  tigh'n  ni's  fhaide  ; 
Lei)?  e  cadal  do'n  chirein — 

Stad  a  sjjriob  mar  a  chleachd  e  ; 
Ma  leig  gach  saighdear  a  ghieiis  detli : 

'N  uair  tha  leigheart  nm'n  chaisteal, 
B'fhearr  gu'in  i'aicinn  an  coileach, 

No,  gu'n  gaircadh  a  chaismcachd. 
Ili-rinn,  ^c. 

Mu  tha  e'n  dan  dhut  teachd  dliachaigh, 

'S  nàr  dhut  t-fhaicinn  gun  speurad  ; 
Ged'  a  fhuair  thu  pairt  leonaidh, 

Ri  am  fògraidh  rìgh  Sheumais  ; 
Mu  tha  thu  cruaidh  air  an  raipeir, 

Seall  air  slachdan  a  ghleusaidh, 
Leis  an  do  spionadh  mo  sgròban. 

Ma's  fior  Tamas  an  Reumair. 
Jli-rinn,  ^c. 


AN  lORRAM  DHARAICH. 

DO  BHATA  SIR  SEUMAIS  MHIC-DOMHNILLL. 

MocH,  's  mi  'g  eirigh  sa  mhadainn, 
'S  trom  euslaln teach  m'aigne, 
'S  nach  eighear  mi'n  caidreamh  nam  braithrean, 
'S  nach  eighear  mi'n,  &c. 

Leam  is  aith-ghearr  a  cheilidh, 
Rinneas  mar  ris  an  t-Seumas, 
Ris  na  dhealaich  mi'n  dè  moch  la  Càisge. 
Ris  na  dhealaich  mi'n  de,  &c. 

Dia  na  stiuir  air  an  darach, 
A  dh'  fhalbh  air  tils  an  t-siuil  mhara, 
Seal  mu'n  tug  e  cheud  bhoinne  de  thràghadh. 
Seal  mu'n  tug  e  cheud  bhoinne,  &c. 

Ge  b'e  am  cur  a  choirc  e, 
*S  mi  nach  piiieadh  o  stoc  uat, 
'S  ann  a  shuidhinn  an  toiseach  do  bhàta. 
'S  ann  a  shuidhinn  an  toiseach,  &c. 

'Nuair  bhiodh  each  cur  ri  gniomhadh, 
Bhiodh  mo  chuid-sa  dheth  diomhain, 
G'  ol  nag    ucagan  tion'  air  a  fàradh. 
G'  ol  na  gucagan  fion,  &c. 

Cha  bu  mharcach  eich  leumnaich, 
A  bhuin'geadh  geall  reis  ort, 
'Nuair  a  thogadh  tu  breid  osceann  sàile. 
'Nuair  a  thogadh  tu  breid,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  thogadh  tu  tonnag, 
Air  chuan  meanmach  nan  dronnag, 
'S  ioma  gleann  ris  an  cromadh  i  h-earrach. 
'S  ioma  gleann  ris  an  cromadh,  &c. 


'Nuair  a  shuidheadh  fear  stiuir  oir', 
'N  am  bbi  fagail  na  dùthcba, 
Bumhcarriuth  arhuairi  du-ghlais  fo  h-earrlinn. 
IJu  mhear  riuth  a  chuain,  &c. 

Cha  b'  iad  na  Luch-armainn  mheanbha, 
Bhiodh  m'a  cupuill  ag  eileadh, 
'Nuair  a  dh'eircadh  mor  «hoirbheas  le  bàirlinn. 
'Nuair  a  dh'eireadii,  &c. 

Ach  na  fuirbirnich  threubhach, 
'S  deis  a  dh'iomradh,  *s  a  dh'eigheadh, 
Bheireadh  tulg  an  tùs  cle  air  ramh  bràghad. 
Bheireadh  tulg  an  tùs  clè,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  d'fhalaichte  na  buird  d'i, 
'S  nach  faighte  Ian  siuil  d'j, 
Bhiodh  luchd  taghaich  sior  lùbadh  nar  àlach. 
Bhiodh  luchd  taghaich,  &c. 

'S  iad  gu'n  eagal  gun  euslain, 
Ach  ag  Ireagradh  dh'a  cheile, 
'Nuair  thigeadh  muir  beucach  's  gach  aird  orr*. 
'Nuair  thigeadh  muir  beucach,  &c. 

Dol  tiomchioll  Rugha  na  Caillich, 
Bu  ro  mhath  siubhal  a  daraich, 
Gearradh  shrutha  gu  cairidh  Chaoil-Acuin. 
Gearradh  shrutha  gu  cairidh,  &c. 

Dol  gu  uidhe  chuain  fhiadhaich, 
Mar  bu  chubhaidh  leinn  iarraidh, 
Gu  Uist  bheag  riabhach  nan  cragh-ghcadh. 
Gu  Uist  bheag  riabhach,  &c. 

Cha  bu  bhruchag  air  meirg'  i, 
Fhuair  a  treachladh  le  h-eirbheirt, 
'Nuair  a  thigeadh  mor  shoirbheas  le  gabhadb. 
'Nuair  a  thigeadh  mor  shoirbheas,  &c. 

Ach  an  Dubh-Chnoideartach,  riabhach, 
Luchd-mhor,  avd-ghuailleach  dhionach, 
Gur  lionmhor  lann  iaruinn  m'a  h-earraich. 
Gur  lionmhor  lann  iaruinn,  &c. 

Cha  bu  chrann-lach  air  muir  i, 
Shiubhal  ghleann  gun  bhi  curaidh, 
'S  buill  chainbe  ri  fulagan  àida. 
Buill  chaineaba  ri,  &c. 

Bha  Domhnull  an  Duin  innt, 
Do  mhac  oighre  's  mor  curam, 
'S  e  do  stoile  fhuair  cliii  measg  nan  Gael. 
'S  e  do  stoile  fhuair  cliù,  &c. 

Do  mhac  Uisteach  gle-mhor, 
Dh'am  bu  chubhaidh  biii'n  Sleibhte, 
O'n  Rugha  d'an  eighte  Dun-sgathaich. 
O'n  Rugha  dan  eighte,  &c. 
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Og  mlsneachail  treun  thii, 
('S  bluth  im  brie  ort  shii  eudainn) 
Mur  mist'  tliii  r<i  inixMid  's  a  do  iiùir  innt. 
ÌMiir  mist'  tliii  ru  iiili<>iid,  &u. 

Giir  nior  mo  cliioii  (Viii  ort, 
Ged  nach  cuir  mi  an  reill  e, 
Mhic.  an  fiiir  leis  an  eiri-adli  na  Unii^helch. 
IMiiic.  an  fhir  leis  an  cirradh,  &c. 

Coist  nam  ban'  o  Loch-Trt-ig  tbu, 
'S  o  Sbrath  Oisein  nan  reidiilcan, 
Gbeibbte  broic,  agus  foidb  air  a  h-aruiiin. 
Gbeibhte  broic,  agus  foidb,  &c. 

Dh'eireadb  buidhean  o  Kuaidh  leat, 
Lùbadli  ìubbar  mu'n  guaillean, 
Thig  o  Hbrugliaicbean  fnar  Charn-na-Làìrge. 
'i'big  o  Biiriigbaicbean  I'uar,  &c. 

Dream  eile  dbe  d'  chinneadh, 
Clann  Iain  o'n  Einnean, 
'S  iad  a  racbadh  san  iomairt  neo-sgàthach. 
'S  iad  a  racbadh  san  iomairt,  &c. 

'S  iomadli  òganach  treubhacb, 
'S  glac-crom  air  chul  sgeith  air 
Thig  a  steach  leat  o  sgeith  meall-na-Lairge. 
Thig  a  steach  leat,  &c. 

*S  a  fhreagradh  do  t-eigheacb, 
Gun  eagal,  gun  easlain, 

'Nuair  chluinneadh  iad  fein  do  chrois-tàra.* 
'Nuair  a  chluinneadh  iad  fein,  &c. 


MARBHRANN 

DO  SHIR  SEUMAS  MAC-DHONUILL. 

GuR  fad  tha  mi  'm  thamh, 
Thuit  mo  chridhe  gu  lar, 
Righ  !  's  deacair  dhomh  tàmh  's  mi  beo. 
Gur  fad  tha,  &c. 

'Se  do  thuras  do  'n  Dun, 
Dh-fhag  snith'  air  mo  shuil, 
'Sa  bhi  faicinn  do  thùr  gun  cbeò. 
'Se  do,  &c. 

♦  "  Crois-fàrc,"  or  "  crann.tàra,"  was  a  piece  of  wood, 
half  burnt  and  dipt  in  blood,  sent  by  a  special  messenger 
as  a  signal  of  distress  or  alaim.  The  person  to  whom  it 
was  sent,  imrr.ediately  despatched  another  person  with  it 
to  some  one  else ;  and  thus  was  intelligence  passed  from 
one  to  another  over  immense  distances  in  an  incredibly 
short  time.  One  of  the  latest  instances  of  its  being  used, 
was  in  1745,  by  lord  Breadalbine,  when  it  went  round  Loch 
Tay,  the  distance  of  thirty-two  miles,  in  three  hours.  The 
above  method  was  used  only  in  the  day-time;  for  in  the 
night,  recourse  was  had  to  the  "  Sgorr.theine"  a  large  fire 
kindled  on  an  eminence.  See  Ossian's  "  Carrig-thura." 
The  last  mentioned  signal  is  spoken  of  by  Jeremiah  to  de- 
note  distress,  chap.  vi.  1. 


Tha  do  blmile  gun  speis. 
Gun  cich  ga  'm  modhadh  le  srein, 
])}i-fh;ill)b  gacli  fas, in  le  Scumas  og. 
'1  ha  do  liiiaih;,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  racbadh  tu  strl, 
Ann  an  arinailt  an  rigii, 
liiiiodh  do  (liiioilaid  air  mil-each  gorm. 
Nuair  a  racha',  &c. 

'Nuair  a  rachadii  tu  mach, 
W  ard  <i  chidiniite  do  Hinacbd, 
Bhiodh  Iain  JMuideartach  leat  's  Mac-Leoid. 
Nuair  a,  he. 

'S  leat  INIac  Pliarlain  na  'n  cliar, 
Bli-aig  fir  t-ait-sa  riamb, 
Mac-an  Aba  le  chiad  na  dhò. 
Fear  chann,  &c. 

Clann  Iain  a  nuas, 
'S  fir  a  bhraighe  so  shuas, 
'S  Mac  Ghriogairo  Ruadh-shruth  chnò. 
Chlainn  lein,  &c. 

Clann  Cham-Shroin  a  nail, 
O  bhraighe  nan  gleann, 
Chuireadh  iubhar  le  srann  am  feoil. 
Clainn,  &c. 

'S  leat  Mac-Dliomhnuill  a  ris. 
Na  'm  bratach  's  na  'm  piob, 
Crunair  gasda  na  'n  righ  bhrat  sròil. 
'S  leat,  &c. 

Gu  'm  faiceadh  mo  Dhia, 
Do  mbac  air  an  t-sliabh, 
Ann  an  duthaich  nan  cliar  's  mi  bed. 
Gu  'm  faiceadh,  &c. 

Thig  a  AthoU  a  nios, 
Comhian  gliasda  gun  sgios, 
Ceannard  rompa  's  e  finealt  og. 
Thig  a  AthoU,  &c. 

Coinnlean  geaia  de  'ri  cheir, 
'S  iad  an  lasadh  gu  geur, 
Urlar  farsuinn  mu  'n  eighte  'n  t-òl, 
Coinnlean,  &c. 

Bhiodh  do  ghillean  mu  seach, 
A  lionadh  dibhe  b'  fhearr  bias, 
Fion  Spainnteach  dearg  ac  agus  beoir. 
Bhiodh  do,  &c. 

Uisge-beatha  na  'm  pios, 
Racbadh  'n  tairgead  ga  dhiol, 
Gheibhte  'n  gloiii  e  mar  ghriog  an  oir. 
Uisge  beatha,  &c. 


IAIN  LOM. 


49 


'S  ann  na  shineadh  'sa  'n  àllt, 
Tha  deagh  cheann-taighe  an  aigh, 
Ged  a  thuit  e  le  deannad  leo. 
'S  anil  ua,  &c. 

Buidheann  eile  ino  ghaoil, 
Ga  'in  bu  shuaithcheantas  fraoch, 
Och  mo  chreach  !  nach  d'-fhaod  iad  bhi  beò. 
Buidheann,  &c. 

Buidheann  eile  mo  ruin, 
Air  nach  cualas  ini-chliù, 
Thig  le  Alasdair  sunndach  òg. 
Buidheann,  &c. 

Bhiodh   mnathan   òt{  an  fhuit  reidh, 
Gabhail  dhàu  dhaibh  le  'm  beul, 
Ann  ad  thalla  gu  'n  eisde  ceòl. 
Bhiodh,  &c. 

Fhir  a  dh'  fhuilig  am  bàs, 
'S  a  dhoirt  t-fhuil  air  ar  sgath, 
Na  leig  mulad  gu  bràth  na  'r  coir. 
Fhir  a,  &c. 

Nis  on  sgithich  mo  cheann, 
Sior  thuireadh  do  rannt, 
Bi'dh  mi  sgur  anns  an  am  is  coir. 
Nis  o  'n  sgithich,  &c. 


MARBHRANN 

DO  DH-  ALASDAIR  DUBH  GHLINNE-GABAIDH. 

Mi  *g  eiridh  'sa  mhadainn, 
Gur  beag  m'  aiteas  ri  sùgradh, 
O  'n  dh'  fhalbh  uachdran  fearail, 
Ghlinne-Garaidh  air  ghiùlan  ; 
'S  ann  am  flaitheas  na  fàilte, 
Tha  ceannard  aillidh  na  dùthcha  ; 
Sàr  choirnileir  foinnidh, 
Nach  robh  folleil  do  'n  chrùn  thu. 

LUINNEAG. 

Ho  ro  's  fada  's  gur  fada, 

'S  cianfada  mo  bhròn, 

O  'n  latha  chàradh  gu  h-iosal. 

Do  phearsa  phriseil  fo  'nfhòd, 
Tha  mo  chrid-sa  ciùirte, 
Cha  dean  mi  sugradh  ri  m'  b/ieò, 
O  'n  dh-  fhalbh  ceannard  na  'n  uaislean, 
Oighre  dualchas  an  t-Sròim. 

'S  mairg  a  tharladh  roi'  d'  dhaoiiie, 
*Nuair  thogte  fraoch  ri  do  bhrataich  ; 


Dh'  eireadh  stuadh  an  clàr  t-aodainn, 
Le  neart  feirg  agus  gaisgidh  ; 
Sud  am  phearsa  neo-sgàthach, 
'N  t-sùil  bu  bhlaithe  gun  ghaiseadh  ; 
G  u  'm  biodh  muoim  air  do  nuiinhdean, 
Ri  linn  dut  spaiiiiiteach  a  ghlacadh. 
Ho-ro  'sfada,  ^c. 

Fhuair  thu  'n  cliCi  sin  o  thoiseach, 
'S  cha  b'  olc  e  ri  innseadh  ; 
Craobh  chosgairt  sa  bhlàr  thu, 
Nach  gabhadh  sgath  roimh  luchd  phicean ; 
No  roi'  shaighdeirean  dearga, 
Ged  a  b'  armailtean  righ  iad  ; 
Le  'n  ceannardan  fuilteach, 
'S  le  'n  gunnaichean  cinnteach. 
Ho-ro  ^s  fada,  ^c. 

Gur  farsuinn  do  ranntaibh, 
Ri  sheanachas  's  ri  shloinneadh  ; 
Gur  tu  oighre  'n  larl  llich. 
Nach  tug  cis  le  gniomh  foilleil  ; 
Marcaich  aid  na  'n  each  cruitheach, 
Nan  srian  ùr  's  na  'n  lann  soilleir, 
Lamh  threiti  ann  an  cruadal, 
Ceannard  sluaigh  a  toirt  teine. 
Ho-ro  'sfaduy  <|c. 

Fhuair  thu  onair  fir  Alba, 
Bha  meas  's  ainm  air  fear  t-t'hasain; 
Ann  an  gliocas  'sa  geire, 
An  cliCi,  an  ceuaidh  'sa  gaisge  ; 
Thug  Dia  gibhtean  le  buaidh  dhut, 
Cridhe  fuasgailteach  farsuinn  ; 
Fhir  bu  chiùine  na  mhaighdeann, 
'S  bu  ghairge  na  'n  lasair. 
Ho-ro  'sfada,  i^c. 

'S  goirt  an  t-earchall  a  thachair, 
O  'n  chaidh  an  ioinairt  so  tuathal ; 
O  latha  blair  Sliabh-an-t-Siorram, 
Chain  ar  cinneach  an  uaislean  ; 
Thioiindaidh  chuibhl'  air  Ciann-Oomhnuill, 
'N  treasa  conspunn  bhi  bhuatha  ; 
Ceann  a's  colar  Chlann-  Ràghnuill, 
'N  fhuil  àrd  's  i  gun  truailleadh. 
Ho-ro  's  fada,  ^c. 

Nis  o  'n  dh-fhalbh  an  triùir  bhràithrcan  ; 
Chleac.hd  mar  abhaist  bhi  suairce; 
Laoich  o  Gharaidh  nam  bradan, 
Caipteine'  smachdail  a  cbruadail  ; 
Dh-fhalbh  Sir  Domhtiuill  a  Sleibhte  ; 
Bu  mhor  reusan  a's  cruadal  ; 
Cha  tig  gu  brkth  air  Clann-Domhnuul, 
Triuir  chonnspunn  cho  cruaidh  riu. 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  lice. 
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Chriosdii  (Ih-fliuili);  nm  hhs  duinn, 

Tha  Sasunnnlch  'g  nr  foircigneadh, 

O  'a  's  tu  nr  patron  ùi-iiiii<;h  ; 

'(J  ar  cn-uch',  \  ar  in(irt',  '»Var  inarhhadh 

Cum  an  t-aojj  <>  titin  Idirathair, 

Cju  'n  ^liabli  ar  n- Atliair  ft'arjj  rinii, 

Fli:id  'iia  b'  àill  leiiin  lu  dCiraclHl  ; 

Gur  duarmad  dlniiiiii,  'n  ^ur  bochd. 

Dlieiiiiiidli  trcis  do  'ii  àliich, 

S(t  dh-Chafj  e  jjuii   sùilfuii  ; 

Mar  a  blia  iloiun  Israel 

'Slioc.hd  ail  t-s«M)lihaig  '.sii  'ii  armiiiiin, 

Fo  l>iirnid  aì^  rì^b  na  h*Kip)tit, 

Nach  tui^adh  each  an  sgiath  (^liùil  dtrth. 

'I'ha  Hiriii  air  a  chor  cb<>iidiia, 

llo-ro  'a  fada,  l^-c. 

Cba'n  v.\g\\  iad  riiin  acli  "siuc." 

'Nuair  tlireig  each  an  cuid  ffarainii, 
'S  naoJi  d-t'baii  iad  'sa  'ii  riogbacbd  ; 
'Sheas  tbtisa  gu  fearail, 
'S  cha  b'  aim  le  sgaiiiiiol  a  shin  thu  ; 
Chuir  thu  fiiaradli  na  froi^se, 
Seach  ar  dorsaibh  g'  'ar  dionadh  ; 
Gu  'n  robh  t-fhaii;sein  cho  làidir, 
Ki  leoghaiiin  ard  do  'n  fhuil  llioghail. 
Ho-ro  'sfada,  8fc. 

Cha  robh  larl  ann  an  Albuinn, 
Gheibheadh  earbsa  na  run  riut ; 
Gu  'm  biodh  toiseach  gach  naidhcachd, 
Gu  lam  ban  a  chùirteir  ; 
Seobhag  firinneach  suairce, 
Choisinn  cruadal  gach  cùise  ; 
Ceannard  mhaithean  a's  uaislean, 
Aig  an  t-sluagh  's  iad  ga  ghiulan. 
Ho  ro  's  fada,  Sfc 

Sgeula  b'  ait'  learn  ri  inseadh, 
Sa  bhi  g'  a  leirsinn  le  'r  sùileart  ; 
Do  mhac  oighr'  ann  a  t-fhearann, 
Mur  bu  mhath  le  luchd  dùrachd  ; 
Ach  aon  iieach  leis  am  b'  oil  e, 
Luaidhe  ghlas  le  iieart  fiidair  ; 
Troimh'  'n  cridh'  air  a  fiaradh, 
Chor  's  nach  iarradh  iad  tionndadh. 
Ho  ro  'sfada,  SfC. 


CUMHA  MHONTROISE 

Mi  gabhail  Srath  Dhruim-uachdair, 
'S  beag  m'aighear  anna  an  uair  so, 
Tha'n  lath'  air  dol  gu  gruamachd, 
'S  cba'n  e  tha  buain  mo  sprocbd. 

Ge  duilich  learn,  's  ge  diobhail, 
M'fhear  cinriidh  inath  bhi  dhith  orm, 
Cba'n  usa  learn  an  sgriobs', 
Thaining  air  an  rioghachd  bhochd. 

Tha  Alba  dol  fo  chios-chain 
Aig  Farbbalaich  gun  fhirinn, 
Bhar  a  chalpa  dhirich 
'S  e  cuid  de  m'dhiobhail  ghoirt. 


Ar  righ  an  dris  a  chriinadh, 
IMu'n  gatin  a  leum  e  iirfhas, 
Na  tbaistealach  bochd,  rui^gte, 
Gun  (/heard,  gun  chùirt,  gun  cboisd*. 

'G  a  fharr-fhuadach  as  àite, 
Gun  duine  leis  deth  chàirdean, 
Mar  luirig  air  uachdar  sàile, 
Gun  stiuir,  gun  ràmh,  gun  phort. 

Cha  teid  mi  do  Dhun-eideann, 
O  dhoirteadh  full  a  Gbreumai(;h, 
An  leoghann  fearail,  treubhach, 
'G  a  cheusadh   air  a  chroich. 

B'e  sud  am  fior  dhuin  uasal, 
Nach  robh  de'n  linne  shuaraich, 
Bu  ro  mhath  ruidhe  gruadhach, 
'N  am  tarruinn  suas  gu  trod. 

Deud  chailc,  bu  ro  mhath  dlùthadh, 
Fudh  mhala  chaoil  gun  mhugaich, 
Ge  trie  do  dhàil  gam'  dhùsgadh, 
Cha  ruisg  mi  chàch  e  nochd. 

Mhic  Neill,*  a  Asainn  chianail, 
Na'n  glacain  ann  am  lionn  thu, 
Bhiodh  m'fhacal  air  do  bhinn, 
'S  cha  diobrainn  thu  o'n  chroich. 

*  Captain  Andrew  Munro  sent  instructions  to  Neil 
Macleod,  the  laird  of  Assynt,  his  brother-in-law,  to  appre- 
hend every  stranger  that  might  enter  his  boinids,  in  the 
hope  of  catching  Montrose,  for  whose  apprehension  a 
splendid  reward  was  offered.  In  consequence  of  those  in. 
structions,  Macleod  sent  out  various  parlies  in  quest  of 
Montrose,  but  they  could  not  fall  in  with  him.  "  At  last 
the  laird  of  Assynt  being  abroad  in  arms  with  some  cf  his 
tenants  in  search  of  him,  lighted  on  him  in  a  place  where 
he  had  continued  three  or  four  days  without  meat  or  drink, 
and  only  one  man  in  his  company.  Assynt  had  formerly 
been  one  of  Montrose's  own  followers,  who  immediately 
knowing  him,  and  believing  to  find  friendship  at  his  hands, 
willingly  discovered  himself;  but  Assynt  not  daring  to 
conceal  him,  and  being  greedy  of  the  reward  which  was 
promised  to  the  person  who  should  apprehend  him  by  the 
council  of  the  estates,  immediately  seized  and  disarmed 
him."*  Montrose  offered  Macleod  a  large  sum  of  money 
for  his  liberty,  which  he  refused  to  grant.  Macleod  kept 
Montrose  and  his  companion  prisoners  in  the  castle  of 
Aird-bhreac,  his  principal  residence,  for  a  few  days.  He 
was  from  thence  removed  to  Skibo  castle,  where  he  was 
kept  two  nights,  thereafter  to  the  castle  of  Braan,  and 
thence  again  to  Edinburgh. 

•  Bishop  Wishart. 
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Nan  taclirainns  a's  tu  tein, 

MhiK^h  mo  mheoghall  *s  mo  mheas, 

Ann  am  boglach.in  lieiiin-Eite 

Na  daoil  bhi  cl.idbacii  bhur  ilios, 

Bhiodh  uisge  dubh  iia  fuithe, 

Chaidh  mo  raoghainn  fo  lie  de  leugaibh. 

Dol  troiuih  cheile  a'a  ploc. 

Mhùch  mo  mheughail,  &c. 

Thu  feiri  as  t-athair  ccile 

Bhuail  an  t-earrach  orm  spot. 

Fear  taighe  sin  na  Leime, 

'S  trom  a  dh-t'huirich  mi  lot, 

Ged  chrochte  sibh  le  cheile 

Chuir  e  liighad  mo  thoirt  's  beag  'm  fheum  air. 

Cha  b'eirig  air  mo  lochd. 

Bhuail  an  t-earruch,  &c. 

Bus  Shir  Domhnuill  bho  'n  Chaol, 

Craobh  rùisgt'  de'n  Abhall  bhreugach, 

Chuir  mo  chouihuaidh  fa-sgaoil. 

Gun  mheas,  gun  chliù,  gun  cheutaidh, 

Dh'f'hàg  mi  'm  aonar  sa  'n  aoisga  'm  leireadh. 

fiha  riumh  ri  murt  a  cheile, 

Bàs  Shir  Domhnuill,  &c. 

'N  ar  fuigheall  bheum,  as  chore. 

'S  ann  ruit  a  labhrainn  mo  mhiann, 

Marbh-phasg  ort  a  dhi-mheis, 

Gu  dàna  ladunia,  dian, 

Nach  olc  a  reic  thu'm  fìreao, 

Ge  do  bhithiiin  da  tbrian  sa  'n  eacoir. 

Air  son  na  mine  Litich 

Sann  ruit  a  labhrainn,  &c. 

As  da  trian  d'i  goirt.* 

Tha  iomad  smuainte  bochd  truadh. 

Teachd  air  'm  aire  's  gach  uair. 

*»V       jmM 

Bho  'n  la  chaochail  air  snuadh  fir  t-eugais. 

CUMH  A 

Tha  iommad  smuainte,  &c. 

Leoghann  fireachail  àigh 
Miuinte,  spioradail,  àrd, 

DO  SHIB  DOMHNULL  SHL.EIBHTE. 

'S  ciAN  's  gur  fàda  mi  'm  thamh, 

Umhail,  iriosal,  fearragha,  treubhach. 

'S  trom  leam  'm  aigne  to  phràmh, 

Leoghann  fiorachail,  &c. 

'S  nach  cadal  dhomh  seamh  's  tim  eiridh. 

'S  cian  's  gur  f'ada,  &c. 

Leig  nan  arm  a's  nan  each, 

Reumail,  aireil,  gun  aire, 

Laidh  an  aois  orm  gach  uair, 

Gheug  thu  'n  Armadail  ghlas  nan  deideag. 

Dreach  an  aoig  air  mo  ghruaidh, 

Leig  nan  arm  is  nan  each  &c. 

Is  rinn  eeudail  bhochd  thruadh  da  fein  diom. 

Laidh  an  aois,  &c. 

Bha  do  chinneadh  fo  phràmh, 

Do  thuath  's  do  phaighearan  mail, 

Tha  liunn-dubh  orm  gach  la, 

Uaislean  t-fhearainn  's  gach  làn-fhear-feusaig. 

'S  e  ga  m'  theugmhail  a  ghnà, 

Bha  do  chinneadh,  ike. 

Air  mo  chùise  cha  rà-sgeul  breig  e. 

Tha  liunn-dubh  orm,  &c. 

Bha  mhnai  bheul-dearg  a  bhruit. 

Ri  call  an  ceille  sa'm  fuilt, 

Tha  gach  urra  dol  dhiom, 

Cach  ag  eideadh  do  chuirp  air  deile. 

Bho  faighinn  furan  le  miadh, 

Bha  mhnai  bheul-dhearg,  &c. 

Cuig  urrad  sa  b'  fhiach  mi  dh-eirig. 

Tha  gach  urra  dol,  &c. 

Moch  sa*  mhadainn  dir-daoin, 

Thog  iad  tasgaidh  mo  ghaoil, 

Chain  mi  armainn  mo  stuic, 

Deis  a  phasgadh  gu  caol  's  na  leintean. 

Mo  sgiath  laidair  's  mo  phruip, 

Moch  sa'  mhadainn,  &c. 

lad  ri  àiteach  an  t-sluic  a's  teur  orr'. 

Chain  mi  armainn  mo  stuic, 

An  ciste  ghiubhais  nam  bord, 

'N  truaill  chumhainn  iia's  leoir. 

Fàth  mo  mhire  's  mo  cholg, 

'N  dels  a  dhusgadh  bho  'n  t-sròl  air  speicean. 

Thaobh  gach  iomairt  so  dh'fhalbh, 

'N  ciste  ghiubhais  nam,  &c. 

Luathais  air  'n  imeachd  air  lòrg  a  cheile. 

Fàth  mo  mhire,  &c. 

Gu  euglais  Shleibhte  nan  stuadh, 

Chosg  thu  fein  ri  cuir  suas, 

«  DaTnaped  meal  bought  in  Leith,  was  Rivcn  to  M'l.cod 

Ge  d'  nach  d'fhuirich  thu  buan  ri  sgleutadli. 

of  Assynt  for  betraying  the  duke  of  Montrose. 

Gu  euglais  Shleibhte,  &c. 
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Dh-  fhnllih  na  tipRlpain  a  null, 

Air  Raon-Ruairidh  nnn  strac, 

liiui  tinl  fiirsiiinn  iia'ii  ^'niiiiKÌ, 

Far  na  bhuaiinairh  tbu  'm  blàr, 

Cha  h'iiul  nil  tuchaich  ^tiii  rum  gun  UmkI  iad. 

Chain  tbu  t-uaislcaii  h'h  t-arinainn  ghleusta. 

Dh-1'bulbli  iiu  Mpulpaiii,  &o. 

Air  Uaon-Ruuiridb,  &c. 

Domhnull  gorm  bu  fjlan  piiùis, 

Air  an  talamh  chrlon,  cliniaidh, 

Feni*  bu  inliiii  bba  (1<>  'ii  triiiir, 

Nach  falaicbcadh  goarrag  a  cluais, 

Cba  bu  choiT-cbeanii  thu  'ii  cuirt  righ  Seurlas, 

Fhuair  nibb  d«<ariiial  na  luaidhe  leughta. 

Dutnbiiull  gurin  bu,  &c. 

Air  an  talamh,  &c. 

Cbuiinaic  mis  tbu  nir  trian, 

Hu  neo  cbraobhaidh  na  seòid, 

'S  cha  bu  gxin  Icat  bbi  crian, 

Fhuair  sa  chaonnaig  an  leon, 

'S  gu'm  bu  nolaig  le  fion  do  ròidhlean. 

13'  ann  diu  RaonuU  a's  Eoin  a's  Seumas. 

Cbuiinaic  mis  thu  air,  &c. 

Bu  neo  chraobhaidh,  &c. 

Cha  bholn  pliuididb  do  mhiann, 

Cha  dean  mi  run  ach  gu  foil. 

'N  atn  dhaibh  faibb  bhuat  gu  dian, 

Do  n-àl  ùr  's  th'air  teacbd  òrnn, 

'N  cois  na  tràghad  ga'ii  lionadb  reidh  loat. 

Bho  nach  dùisgear  le  ceùl  Sir  Seumas. 

Cha  bhola  paidhidh,  &c. 

Cha  dean  mi  run,  &c. 

De  dh-uisge-bcatha  's  do  bheor, 

Dh-flialbh  thu  fein  's  do  chuid  mac, 

'S  iad  a  gabbail  na's  leoir, 

Mala  gheur  sibh  gu  neart, 

Mur  a  thoilicheadh  beoil  ga  eigheach. 

'S  lada  bho  cheile  fo  cheapaibh  reisg  sibh. 

De  dh-uisge-beatha,  &c. 

Dh-fhalabh  thu  fein.  &c. 

Mu  bbòrd  gun  time  gun  ghruaim, 

'S  blàth  an  leab'  air  bhur  cinn. 

Le  Ò1,  's  le  iomart,  's  le  sluadh, 

Seach  daormainn  thasgaidh  nan  suim, 

Is  ceol  bu  bbinne  na  cuach  's  a  cheitean. 

Sibh  bu  sgapach  air  buinn  le  feile. 

Mu  bhòrd  gun  time,  &c. 

'S  blàth  an  leab,  &c. 

Fhuair  thu  deannal  na  dho, 

Thuirt  mi  'n  urrad  ud  ribh, 

Dh-fhag  do  paniial  fo  bròn, 

Tha  mi  m'  urainn  a  sheinn, 

Gu'm  bu  ghearran  a  leon  m'un  eighe. 

'S  lann  ar  muineal  ma  pill  sibh  breig  ml. 

Fhuair  thu  deannal,  &c. 

Thuirt  mi  'n  uraid,  &c. 

AN  CIARAN  MABACH. 
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AN    CIARAN   MABACH. 

NO, 

GILLEASPUIG   RUADH   MAC-DHOMHNUILL. 

Archibald  McDonald,  commonly  called  Ciaran  Mabach,  was  an  illegitimate  son  of 
Sir  Alexander  M'Donald,  sixteenth  baron  of  Slate.  He  was  contemporary  with  Iain 
Lom,  the  Lochaber  bard,  and  his  coadjutor  in  punishing  the  murderers  of  the  lawful  heirs 
of  Keppoch. 

In  no  one  could  his  father  more  properly  have  confided  matters  of  importance,  requir- 
ing sagacity,  zeal,  and  bravery,  than  in  this  son.  Accordingly  he  made  use  of  his  ser- 
vices when  necessary;  and  put  the  greatest  dependence  in  his  fidelity,  prudence,  and 
activity.  Ciaran  Mabach  was  no  doubt  amply  requitted  by  his  father,  who  allotted  him 
a  portion  of  land  in  North  Uist.  Grants  of  land  were  in  those  times  commonly  given 
to  gentlemen  of  liberal  education,  but  of  slender  fortune ;  where  amid  their  rural  occupa- 
tions they  enjoyed  pleasures  unknown  to  those  who  in  similar  stations  of  life  were  less 
happily  located.  Of  this  our  bard  was  very  sensible  during  his  stay  in  Edinburgh,  as 
we  learn  from  his  poem  on  that  occasion. 

It  does  not  appear  that  our  poet  was  a  voluminous  writer;  and  of  his  compositions  there 
are  very  few  extant.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  so  few  of  his  poems  have  been  preserved, 
as  his  taste,  education,  and  natural  powers,  entitle  him  to  a  high  place  among  the  bards 
of  his  country.  Gentlemen  of  a  poetical  genius  could  have  resided  in  no  country  more 
favourable  to  poetry  than  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  where  they  led  the  easy  life  of 
the  sportsman,  or  the  grazier,  and  had  leisure  to  cultivate  their  taste  for  poetry  or  romance. 


B'  ANNSA  CADAL  AIR  FRAOCH. 


Ge  socrach  mo  leabaidb, 

B'  arinsa  cadal  air  fraoch, 
Ann  an  lagan  beag  uaigneach, 

A's  bad  de'n  luachair  ri  'm  thaobh, 
'Nuair  dh'eirinn  sa'  mhadainn, 

Bhi  siubhal  ghlacagan  caol, 
Na  bhi  triall  than  na  h-Abaid, 

'G  eisdeachd  glagraich  nan  saor. 

'S  oil  leam  càradh  na  fritbe, 
'S  mi  bhi  'n  Lite  nan  long, 

Eadar  ceann  Saileas  Si-phort, 
A's  rutha  Ghrianaig  nan  tonn, 


Agus  Uiginnis  riabhach, 

An  trie  an  d'iarr  mi  damh-donn, 
'S  a  bhi  triall  than  nam  bodach, 

Dha'm  bu  chosnadh  cas-chrom. 

Cba'n  eil  agam  cù  gleusda, 

A's  cba'n  eil  feum  agam  dha, 
Cha  suidh  mi  air  bachdan. 

Air  sliabh  fad  o  cbach, 
Cba  leig  mi  mo  ghaothar, 

Chaidh  faugh'd  an  tuim  bain, 
'S  cha  sgaoil  mi  mo  luaidhe. 

An  Gleann-Ruathain  gu  bràth. 
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B'iud  mo  ghradh-sa  a  ghra'ulli  uallach, 

A  thot^adli  suaa  ris  an  àiid, 
IJh'illicadh  biolair  an  i'liiiaruin, 

'8  uir  bti  slitiarar.h  an  cal, 
'S  inise  feiii  iinch  tug  fnath  dlinildi, 

Ged  n  bThuar  am  niios  IMài);li. 
'S  trie,  a  dirilinili;^  mi  cniadal, 

A's  muran  fuaclid  air  'ur  ttgàth. 

Be  mo  glirndh-8(i  fear  biiidhe, 

Nadi  dean  suidlio  mu'n  bhùrd, 
Narli  iariadh  ri  clieannuch, 

Plnnt  lennna  iia  bcuir  ; 
Uisge-beath.i  math  dubailt, 

Clia  be  b'iijiù  Icat  ri  òl, 
B'fht-an-  leat  bi<dair  an  fhuaraiii, 

A'h  uisge  luaineacli  an  loin. 

B'i  mo  ghradh  sa  a  bhean  uasal, 

Dlia  nach  d'fhuaras  riamh  lochd, 
Nach  iarradh  mar  chluasaig, 

Ach  fior  ghualainn  nan  cnoc,       ^ 
*S  naoh  fiiiligeadh  an  t-sradag, 

A  lasadh  r'i  corp, 
Och  !  a  JMhuire  mo  chruaidh-chas, 

Nach  dh'fhuuir  mi  thu  nochd. 

Bean  a  b'aigeantaich  ceile, 

Nam  eiridh  ri  driùchd, 
Cha'n  fhaigheadh  tu  bead  da, 

'S  cha  bu  leir  leis  ach  thu 
Sibh  an  glacaibh  a  cheile, 

Am  tior  eudainn  nan  stùc, 
'S  ann  am  eiridh  na  grèine, 

Bu  ghlan  leirsinn  do  sbùl. 

'Nuair  a  thigeadh  am  f'oghar, 

Bu    bhinn    leam  gleadhair  do  chleibh, 
Dol  a  ghabhail  a  chrònain, 

Air  a  mhointich  bhuig  reidh, 
Dol  an  coinneamh  do  leannain, 

Bu  ghile  feaman  a's  ceir 
Gur  h-i  'n  eilid  bu  bhòiche, 

A's  bu  bhrisge  lòghmhorra  ceum. 


i^ote. — This  song  was  composed  in  Edinburgh  while  the 
poet  was  under  the  care  of  a  surgeon  for  a  sprain  in  his 
foot. 


<iff»w#>i^ww»rw^»* 


MARBIIIIANN 

DO  8HIU  SEUMAS  MAC-DHONUILL.* 

\V  I'liRAiui  am  nior  oh;  a  chluinntino. 
Jihrigh  iomradh  na  fhaicinn  • 
Dhomhsa  b'  Hinrasd'  Nud  iiiiiNe, 
Bug  air  'm  iiintinti  trum  shac  dheth  ; 
O  'n  ÌH  mi  bba  'h>i  'n  t'hulang, 
Bu  chruaidh  duilich  ri  I'haicinn; 
Uainig  croma-sgian  o  'n  aog  mi, 
Cha  do  shaor  i  bun  uisne. 

'S  e  dh'  fhag  fodha  dhomh  'n  coite, 
Aon  a  mhoichead  a  dhùisg  mi, 
'S  mi  gun  thear  air  barr  agam, 
Thogadh  'm  aigneadh  a  dùsal  ; 
'Nuair  a  bheum  an  sruth  tràigh  orniy 
Rug  muir  bàitht'  air  a  chul  sin, 
Cha  d'  fhiosraich  mi  'm  bàs  dut, 
Gus  an  dh  fhùg  mi  thu  'n  cruiste. 

P^ath  m'  acainn  's  mo  thursa, 
Nach  duisgear  le  teud  thu, 
Na  le  tòrgan  na  fidhle, 
Mo  dbiobhail  's  mo  leir-chreach  ; 
Fhir  a  chumadh  i  dionach, 
Dh'  aindeoin  siontan  ga  'n  eiread, 
Thu  'n  diugh  fo  leacan  na  h-ùracb, 
Gun  mo  dhuil  ri  thu  dh'  eiridh. 

'S  bochd  an  ealtainns'  thug  so  sgriob  mi, 
Thug  dhiom  m'  earr  agus  m'  fheusag, 
'S  geur  's  gur  goirt  spuir  an  ràsair, 
Thrusas  cnàmhan  a's  feithean  ; 
Dh-fhag  sud  mise  dheth  craiteach, 
Dh-aindeoin  dail  gu  ro  chreucbdach  ; 
Cha  dean  ballan  no  sàbh  dheth, 
Mise  slàn  gus  an  eug  mi. 

Ge  b'  e  chuireadh  dhomh  'n  umbail, 
Do  mhor  chumba  ga  m'  leònadh, 
Na  mo  dhosan  a  liatbadh, 
Coig  bliadhna  roimb'  'n  òrdugb  ; 
Tha  mi  'n  diugh  a  toirt  pàigheadh, 
A'  meud  m'  àilleas  as  m'  òige, 
O  'n  rug  deireadh  do  bhais  orm, 
Os  cionn  chàich  cba  b'e  m'  òrdugh. 

'S  fbad  tha  mi  'm  Oisein  gun  mbeogbail, 
As  do  dbeaghaidh  bochd  dolum, 
Osnadh  fharbairneach,  frithir, 
Tha  m'  fhèith-cbridh'  air  a  leònadh  ; 
Leigeam  fios  thun  a  bhreitbeamh, 
Nach  iarr  slighe  gu  dò-bbeart, 

»  The  poet's  brother. 


Gut  h-e  **  Port  Raoghuill  uidhir,"* 
Mur  iiach  bu  dligbeach  is  ceòl  domh. 

'S  bochd  mo  naidheachd  r'a  h-iriiifle  ; 
Ge  b'  e  sgriobhadh  i  'n  tàth-bhuinn  ; 
O  'n  la  riiin  thu  feutn  duine, 
Giis'  11  do  chuireadh  'sa  'n  làr  thu  ; 
Bha  mo  dheas-lamh  dol  sios  leat, 
All  clad  ban  cricbe  mo  chràdh-sblad  ; 
'S  mor  ria  b'  fheudar  dhomh  fbulang, 
Mo  bhuari  fhuireach  o  m'  bratbair. 

'S  bocbd  ail  ruinnigil  fhuatbais. 
Rug  air  uaislean  do  cbairdean, 
'S  goirt  a  bhonnag  a  fhuair  iad, 
'N  latha  ghluaiseadh  gu  tàmb  leat  ; 
Ge  b'e  neacb  is  mo  buarinachd, 
'N  lorg  luatbair  a  bhais  so, 
'S  mise  pearsa  's  mo  tuairghe, 
'Sa  'nuair  so  th'  air  t-àruinn. 

Cha  chuis  fbarmaid  mo  letbid  ; 
'S  arm  tha  mi  'n  deigh  mo  spùillidh  ; 
Bhuin  an  t-eug  dhiom  gu  buileach, 
Barr  a's  iomall  mo  cbuirte  ; 
'S  feudar  taraailte  fhulang, 
Gun  dion  buill'  air  mo  chùl-thaobh, 
Stad  mo  chlaldbeamh  na  dbuille, 
»S  bath  dhomh  fuireach  r'a  rusgadh. 


»  Raoghrdl  odhar  was  a  piper.  There  is  a  story  told  about 
this  worthy,  to  the  following  purpose :— He  was  a  great 
coward  ;  and  being  in  the  exercise  of  his  calling  in  the 
battle-field  one  day  along  with  his  clan,  he  was  seized 
with  such  fear  at  the  sight  of  the  enemy,  whom  he  thought 
too  many  for  his  party,  that  he  left  off  playing  altogether, 
and  began  to  sing  a  most  dolorous  song  to  a  lachrymose  air, 
some  stanzas  of  which  had  been  picked  up  and  preserved 
by  his  fellow  soldiers  ;  and  which,  on  their  return  from  the 
war  they  did  not  fail  to  repeat.  When  an  adult  is  seen  crying 
for  some  trifling  cause,  he  is  said  to  be  singing  "  Port 
Raoghnuill  uidhir"  "  Dun  Donald's  tune  :"  and  when 
a  Highlander  is  threatening  vengeance  for  some  boisterous 
and  uproarious  devilment  which  has  been  played  off  upon 
him,  he  will  say  :  "  Bheir  misort  gu  seinn  thu  '  Port  Raog- 
huill uidhir '  "  i  e.  "  I  will  make  you  sing  '  Dun  Ronald's 
tune.' "    The  following  are  a  few  of  the  stanzas  :— 

"  Be  so  an  talamh  mi  shealbhach  ! 

Tha  gun  chladach  gun  gharbhlach  gu'n  chòs ; 

Anns  an  rachainn  da'm  fhalach, 

'S  sluagh  gun  athadh  a  teannadh  faisg  oirn. 

Tha  mi  iinn  lets  an  eagal, 

Tha  mi  cinnteach  gur  beag  a  bhios  bed 

Chi  mi  lasadh  anfhù/iair, 

Chluinn  mi  sgailcadh  nan  dù.chlach  ri  òrd  ! 

Fhuair  mi  gunna  nach  diult  mi, 
Fhuair  mi  claidheamh  nach  lùb  ann  am  dhòrn, 
Ach  ma  ni  iad  mo  mharbhadh, 
Ciod  a  fcum  a  ni  'n  àrmach  sin  dhomh-s'? 
Tha  mi  tinn.  SjC. 

Ged  do  gheibhinn-sa  sealbh. 
Air  Ian  a  chaisteal  de  dh'  airgcad  's  de  dh-òr, 
Oich  !  'ma  ni  iad  mo  mharbhadh  ! 
Ciod  a  feura  a  ni  'n  t.airgead  sin  domh-s'?" 
Tha  mi  tinn,  Sjc, 


Bhuin  an  t-eug  creach  gun  toir  dhiom 
J)b'  aiiideoin  oigridh  do  dhùtbcba  ; 
Dh'  fbag  c  m'  aigneadh  fo  dhòruiiin, 
'S  bhuail  e  bròg  air  ino  chuinneadh  ; 
'S  trom  a  dh'  ihuasgail  e  deoir  dhomh, 
Bu  mhor  mo  choir  air  an  dubladh  ; 
Mu  cheann-uighe  nan  deoiribb, 
Bhi  f'o  bhùrd  ann  an  dunadh. 

Bu  deas  deile  mo  shior-ruith, 
'S  gu  'm  bu  dionach  mo  chlàraidh  ; 
Bha  mo  chala  gun  diobradh, 
Ga  mo  dhion  as  gach  sàradh' ; 
Riamh  gus  'n  tainig  an  dil  orm, 
Dh'  fhag  fo  mhighean  gu  bràth  mi ; 
'S  ard  a  dh'  eirich  an  stailc-s'  orm, 
Chuir  i  as  domh  ma  m'  àirnean. 

Call  gun  bhuinig  gun  bhuannachd, 
Bha  ga  m'  ruagadh'  o  'n  truth  sin  ; 
Cha  b'  i  'n  iomairt  gun  fhuathas, 
Leis  'n  do  ghluais  mi  mar  chearrach  ; 
'N  cluich  a  shaoil  mi  bhi  'm  buannachd, 
Dh'  fhaoite  ghluasad  air  tàileasg  ; 
Thainig  goin  a's  cur  suas  orm, 
'S  tha  fear  fuar  dhomh  na  t-àite. 

O  'n  chaidh  maili'  air  mo  fhradharc, 
'S  nach  taoghail  mi  /n  ard-bheann  ; 
Chuir  mi  cul  ris  an  fhiadhach, 
Pong  cha  n'  iarr  mi  air  clàrsaicb  ; 
Mo  cheol  laidhe  a's  eiridh, 
M'  osnadh  gheur  air  bheag  tàbhacbd  ; 
Fad  mo  re  bidh  mi  'g  acain, 
Mheud  'sa  chleachd  mi  dbeth  t-àillcas. 

Ach  dleasaidh  faighidinn  furtachd, 
Nach  faic  thu  chuisle  ga  luaithcad  ; 
Air  fear  na  teasaich  'sa  'n  fhiabhrais, 
'S  gearr  mu  shioladh  a  bhruaidlein  ; 
Muir  a  dh'  eireas  ga  bhraisead, 
Ni  fear  math  beairte  dh'  i  suaineach  ; 
Ach  e  dh'  iomairt  gu  tapaidh, 
Ceann  da  shlait  thuig  a's  uaithe. 

'Nuair  a  bha  mi  am  ghille, 
'S  mi  *n  ciad  iomairt  Shir  Seumus, 
Mar  ri  comhian  dheth  m'  cbinneadh, 
Seoladh  air  spinneig  do  dh'  Eirinn  ; 
'S  ann  aig  I  Chalum  Chille, 
Ghabh  mi  giorrag  mu  d'  dheighinn  ; 
Chain  thu  Ian  meise  feodair, 
Air  do  shròin  do  'n  fhuil  gblè  dhearg. 

Luchd  a  chaitheadh  nan  cuaintean, 
'S  moch  a  ghluaiseadh  gu  surdail, 
Lc  'n  àlach  chalpannan  cruaidhe, 
Bu  bheag  roimh'  'n  fhuaradh  an  curam  ; 
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Dii  rlxMiiH  CO  (Ili«>tli  iia  h-iiaÌNlcnii, 
GIiIhciuIIi  ^liiasad  iia  Ntiiiracli  ; 
'8  It'ar  math  l)cavit  air  a  ^iialainii, 
li'  urruiiin  iua!sgladli  gacli  citise. 

'N  nil)  ^1uasa<]  o  thir  (Ihuinii, 
Bii  lu'o-inhitxilioir  ar  lòÌHtraii, 
Coniar.h,  cupaiiach,  titttiach, 
Glaiiiearh,    lioiitaidh    a    stò|)HÌI))i  ; 
Gil  cairU'acli,  taiU-asjjach,  disiieach, 
'S  tailc  air  uigh  iia  'iii  fuiriiibli ; 


Dhoinyi-na  b'  fhiirand'  flud  Innae 

13u  rhiiid  du  in'  giioiinh  o  in'  aoÌM  òlge. 

Hu  ro-eibneach  mo  leabaidh, 
'S  bha  mo  chadal  gle  chomhiiard, 
riiad  'nu  dir  fhiiiiirb  tliii  ngain, 
An  ('a<»in  c.liadal  f(iin  niotiis  ; 
Itu  tu  ino  8gaith  laidir  dliileas, 
Ga  ino  dhion  o  i;arh  dòrainn, 
'S  e  cuid  a  dh'  aobhar  mo  leith-truiiiii 
Bhi  'n  diugb  a  seasainb  do  cbùrach. 


DIORBHAIL  NIC  A  BHRIUTHAINN; 


OK, 


DOROTHY   BROWN. 

This  poetess  belonged  to  Luing,  an  island,  in  Argyleshire.  It  is  uncertain  when  she  was 
born;  but  she  was  cotennporary  with  Iain  Lorn;  like  him  was  a  Jacobite,  and  also  em- 
ployed her  muse  in  the  bitterest  satire  against  the  Campbells.  Indeed  there  must  have 
been  great  pungency  in  her  songs;  for,  long  after  her  death,  one  Colin  Campbell,  a  native 
of  Luing,  being  at  a  funeral  in  the  same  burying-ground  where  she  was  laid,  trampled  on  her 
grave,  imorecating  curses  on  her  memory.  Duncan  Maclachlan,  of  Kilbride,  in  Lorn,  him- 
self  a  poet,  and  of  whom  the  translator  of  Ossian  makes  honourable  mention  as  a  preserver 
of  Gaelic  poetry,  being  present,  pulled  him  off  her  grave,  sent  for  a  gallon  of  whisky, 
and  had  it  drunk  to  her  memory  on  the  spot.  Her  song  to  Alasdair  Mac  Cholla,  was  com- 
posed on  seeing  his  birlinn  pass  through  the  sound  of  Luing  on  an  expedition  against  the 
Campbells,  in  revenge  for  the  death  of  his  father,  whom  they  had  killed  some  time  before. 
She  is  the  only  poetess  who  at  all  approaches  Mairi  nighean  Alasdair  Ruaidh  as  a  suc- 
cessful votary  of  the  muse.  She  composed  a  great  many  songs,  but,  not  being  much  known 
out  of  her  native  island,  perhaps,  the  following  piece  is  the  only  thing  of  hers  now  extant. 
A  tomb-stone,  with  a  suitable  Gaelic  inscription,  is  about  to  be  erected  to  her  memory,  in 
Luing,  by  a  countryman  of  her  own,  Mr  Artt  M*Lachlan,  of  Glasgow,  a  gentleman  well 
known  for  his  zeal  in  every  thing  tending  to  promote  the  honour  of  Highlanders,  and  the 
Highlands. 


ORAN  DO  DH'  ALASDAIR  MAC  COLLA. 


Alasdair  a  laoigh  mo  cbeille, 
Co  cbunnaic    no  dh'  fhag  thu  'n  Eirinn, 
Dh'  fhag  thu  na  miltean  's  na  ceudan, 
'S  cha  d'  fhag  thu  t-aon  leithid  fein  ann, 
Calpa  cruinn  an  t-siubhail  eutruim, 


Cas  chruinneachadh  'n  t-sluaigh  ri  cbeile, 

Cha  deanar  cogadh  as  t-èugaìs, 

'S  cha  deanar  sith  gun  do  reite, 

'S  ged  nach  bi  na  Duimhnicb  reidh  riut, 

Gu  'n  robh  an  righ  mur  tha  mi  fein  dut. 


DIORBHAIL  NIC  A   BHRIUTII AINN. 
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E-ho,  hi  u  ho,  rò  /<8  eile, 

E-ho,  hi  u  ho,  '«  t  ri  ri  ù, 

Hi)  hi  Ù  ro,  0  ho  3  eile, 

Mo  dhiobhail  dlth  nan  ceann-fheadhna. 

Mo  chruit,  mo  chlàrsach,  a's  m'  fhiodhall, 
Mo  theud  chiiiil  'a  gach  ait  am  bithiiin, 
'Nuair  a  bha  mi  òg  's  mi  'm  nighinn, 
'S  e  tliogadli  m'  inntlnri  thu  thighinn, 
Gheibheadh  tu  mo  phug  gun  bhruithinn, 
'S  mar  tha  mi  'n  diugh  's  math  do  dhligh  oirr'. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  S[c. 

Mhoire  's  e  mo  run  am  fii-ionn, 
Cha  bhuachaille  bhò  'sa  'n  innis, 
Ceann-feadhna  greadhnach  gun  ghiorraig, 
Marcaich  nan  steud  's  leoir  a  mhire, 
Bhuidhnfadh  na  cruintean  d'a  ghillean, 
'S  nach  seachnadh  an  toir  iomairt, 
Ghaolaich  na  'n  deanadh  tu  pilleadh, 
Gheibheadh  tu  na  bhiodh  tu  sireadh, 
Ged  a  chaillinn  ris  mo  chinneach — 
Pug  o  ghruagach  dhuiun  an  fhirich. 
JE-ho  i  u  ho,  S^c, 

'S  truagh  nach  eil  mi  mar  a  b'  ait  leam, 
Ceann  Mhio-Cailein  ann  am  achlais, 
Cailein  liath  'n  deigh  a  chasgairt, 
'S  a  *n  Crunair  an  deigh  a  ghlacadh, 
Bu  shunndach  a  ghelbhinn  cadal, 
Ged  a  b'  i  chreag  chruaidh  mo  leabaidh. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  S^c. 

M'  eudail  thu  dh'  fheara'  na  dilinn, 
'S  math  's  eol  dhomh  do  shloinneadh  innse, 
'S  cha  b'  ann  an  cagar  fo  's  'n  iosal, 
Tha  do  dhreach  mar  dh'  urdaich  righ  e. 
Fait  am  boineid  tha  sinteach, 
Sàr  mhusg  ort  no  cuilibhear, 
Dh'eighte  geard  an  cuirt  an  righ  leat, 
Ceist  na  'm  ban  o  'n  Chaisteal  Ileach, 
Dorn  geal  mu  'n  dean  an  t-or  sniamhan. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  <^c. 

Domhnullach  gasda  mo  ghaoil  thu, 
'Scha  b'  e  Mac  Dhonnchai  Ghlinne-Faochain. 
Na  duine  bha  beò  dheth  dhaoine, 
Mhic  an  fhir  o  thùr  na  faolleachd. 


Far  an  tig  an  long  fo  h-aodach, 
Far  an  òlte  fìon  gu  greadhnach. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  £[c. 

Mhoire  's  e  mo  run  an  t-òigear, 
Fiughantach  aigeanntach  spùrsail, 
Ceannard  da  ceathairne  moire, 
'S  mise  nach  diultadh  do  cliùmhradh, 
Mar  ri  cuideachd  no  am  onar, 
Mhic  an  fhir  o  'n  innis  cheular, 
O  'n  tir  am  faighte  na  gcoidh-ghlas, 
*S  far  am  faigheadh  fir  fhalamh  stòraa. 
JE-ho  i  u  ho,  ^c. 

Bhuailte  creach  a's  speach  mhor  leat, 
'S  cha  bhiodh  chridhe  tigh'n  a  t-fheoraicb, 
Aig  a  liuthad  larla  a's  mùrair, 
Thigeadh  a  thoirt  mach  do  chùrach, 
Thig  Mac-Shimidh,  thig  Mac-Leod  ann, 
I'hig  Mac-Dhonuill  duibh  o  Lochaidh, 
Bidh  Sir  Seumus  ann  le  mhor  fhir, 
Bidh  na  b'  annsa  Aonghas  òg  ann, 
'S  t-fhuil  ghreadhnach  fein  bhi  ga  dortadh, 
'S  deas  tarruinn  nan  geur  laun  gleoÌ!>te. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  ^c. 

*S  na  'n  saoileadh  cinneadh  t-athar, 
Gu  'n  deanadh  Granntaich  do  ghleidheadb, 
'S  ioma  fear  gunna  agus  claidheamh, 
Chotaichean  uain'  's  bhreacan  dhathan, 
Dh'  eireadh  leat  da  thaobh  na  h-amhunn, 
Cho  lionmhor  ri  ibht  an  draighinn. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  ^c. 

Mhoire  's  iad  mo  run  an  comunn, 
Luchd  na  'n  cul  buidhe  a's  donna, 
Dheanadh  an  t-iubhar  a  chromadh, 
Dh'  oladh  fion  dearg  na  thonnadh, 
Thigeadh  steach  air  mointich  ThoUaidh, 
'S  a  thogadh  creach  o  mhuinntir  Thomaidh. 
E-ho  i  u  ho,  <^-c. 

Note As  the  air  to  which  this  piece  is  sung  is  rather 

a  kind  of  irregular  chant  than  a  tune,  the  poetess  was  not 
necessitated  to  make  all  her  stanzas  of  equal  length.  We 
know  of  other  even  good  songs  in  similar  style:  and,  per. 
haps,  it  is  in  some  measure  owing  to  this  circumstance 
that  the  fertility  of  imagination,  and  raciness  of  language, 
80  apparent  in  the  compositions  of  some  of  our  untutored 
bards  is  to  be  attributed.  Marbhrann  Jain ghairbh,  at  page 
26,  is  an  instance  of  this. 
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SILIS  NIGIIEAN  MHIC  RAOINAILL. 

Cicely  or  Julian  M'Donald  lived  from  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  to  that  of  George  I, 
She  was  daughter  to  Mac  llaoijhnaill  »a  Ceapach,  and  of  the  Roman  Catholic  persuasion. 
Consequently  she  was  an  enemy  to  Protestantism,  and  hence  devoted  the  earliest  efforts 
of  her  muse  against  the  House  of  Hanover.  It  is  said  that  in  her  young  days  she  was 
very  frolicsome.  She  then  composed  epigrams,  some  of  which  are  very  clever,  and  in 
our  possession.  She  was  married  to  a  gentleman  of  the  family  of  Lovat,  and  lived  with 
him  in  MorÌKjhach  Mhic-Shimidh,  a  place  which  she  describes  in  a  poem,  as  bare  and 
barren  in  comparison  to  her  native  Lochabcr.  This  celebrated  piece  begins  with,  *'  A 
theanga  sin  'sa  tJieanga  shroil"  which  was  the  first  piece  she  composed  after  her  marriage. 
During  her  residence  in  the  North  she  composed  '*  Slan  gu  brack  le  ceal  na  clarsaich^' 
as  a  lament  for  Lachlan  M*Kinnon  the  blind  harper.  This  harper  was  a  great  favourite 
of  our  poetess,  and  used  to  spend  some  of  his  time  in  her  father's  family.  He  was  also 
in  the  habit  of  paying  her  a  yearly  visit  to  the  North,  and  played  on  his  harp  while  she 
sung : — 

*'  Nuair  a  ghlacadh  tu  do  chlàrsach, 

Sa  bhiodh  tu  ga  gleusadh  lamh  rium, 

Cha  mhath  a  thuigte  le  umaidh, 

Do  chuir  chiul-sa/s  mo  ghabhail  dhan-sa." 

During  her  residence  in  the  North  she  composed  several  short  pieces,  among  which  is  an. 
answer  to  a  song  by  Mr  M'Kenzie  of  Gruineard  called  **  An  obair  nogha."  Her  husband 
died  of  a  fit  of  intoxication,  while  on  a  visit  to  Inverness.  She  composed  an  elegy  on  him 
which  is  here  given.  The  song  *'  Alasdair  a  Glinne-  GaraidK'*  is  truly  beautiful,  and  has 
served  as  a  model  for  many  Gaelic  songs.  After  the  death  of  her  husband,  she  was  nearly 
cut  off  by  severe  illness  ;  and  upon  her  recovery,  engaged  her  muse  in  the  composition  of 
hymns,  some  of  which  are  still  in  use,  as  appears  from  a  Hymn-book  printed  at  Inverness 
in  1821.     She  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  but  the  time  of  her  death  is  uncertain. 


MARBHRANN  AIR  BAS  A  FIR. 


'S  I  so  bliadhna  's  faid'  a  chlaoidh  mi, 
Gu'n  cheol  gu'n  aighear  gun  fhaoilteas, 
Mi  mar  bhàt  air  traigh  air  sgaoileadh, 
Gun  stiuir,  gun  seol,  gun  ràmh,  gun  taoman. 

O  's  coma'  learn  f  Kin  na  co  dhiubh  sin, 

Mire,  no  aighear,  no  sugradh, 

'N  dingh  o  shin  mi  r'a  chunntadh, 

*  S  e  ceann  na  hladhna  thug  riadh  dhiom  dubailt. 


'S  i  so  bliadhn'  a  chaisg  air  m'  àilleas, 
Chuir  mi  fear  mo  thaighe  'n  càradh, 
'N  ciste  chaoil  's  na  saoir  'ga  sàbhadh  ; 
O  !  's  mis  tha  faoin  's  mo  dhaoin*  air  m'  fhàgail. 
O  's  coma'  learn  f hill,  §-c. 

Chain  mi  sin  's  mo  chuilean  gràdhach, 
Bha  gu  foinnidh,  fearail,  àillidb, 

i 


Si;.lS  NIGHEAN  MIllC    RAONAILL. 
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Bhn  gun  bheum,  gun  leum,  gun  ardan  ; 
13ha  guth  a  bheil  mar  theud  nu  clàrsaich. 
O  's  coma   learn  fhin,  Sfc. 

Ma  's  beng  leain  sud  fhuair  mi  burr  air 
Ceann  mu  stuic  Ì8  pruip  nan  cùirdeaii, 
A  leag  na  ceud  le  bheum  's  na  blàraibh, 
Ga  chuir  fo  'n  fbòd  le  ol  na  gràisge. 
O  '#  coma'  learn  fhin,  Sfc. 

Ciod  na  creachan  a  thug  bhuainn  thu  ? 
Thug  do  dh'  Inbheirnis  air  chuairt  thu, 
Dh'  ÒI  an  fhiona  las  do  ghruaidhean 
'S  a  dh'fhag  thu  d'  chorp  gu'n  lot  gun  luaidhe. 
O  's  coma'  learn  fhin,  §-c. 

'S  mor  a  tha  gun  fhios  do  d'  chairdean 
San  tlr  mhoir  tha  null  o  'n  t-sàile, 
Thu  bhi  aig  na  Gaill  ga  d'  chàradh 
'S  do  dhuthaich  fein  ga  mort'  le  nàmhaid. 
O  's  coma'  learn  fhin,  ^c. 

Bu  tu  'n  Curaidh  fuilteach,  buailteach, 
Ceannsgalach,  borb,  laidir,  uasal, 
Na  'm  b'  ann  am  blàr  no  'n  spàirn  a  bhuailt'  thu, 
Gu  'm  biodh  do  chairdean  a'  tàii'-leum  suas  orr'. 
O  's  coma'  learn  fhin,  §*c. 

Curaidh  gasta,  crodha,  fumail, 
Tionnsgalach,  garg,  beodha,  euchdach  ; 
'N  Coille-chriothnaich  's  la  an  t-sleibhe, 
Bu  luath  do  lann  's  bu  teann  do  bheuman. 
O  's  coma'  team  fhin,  8fc. 

Mo  chreach  long  nan  leoghann  garga, 
Nam  brataichean  sròil  's  nan  dath  dearga, 
Gur  trie  an  t-eug  gu  geur  g'ur  sealg-sa 
Leagail  bhur  crann-siuil  gu  fàirge. 
O  's  coma'  learn  fhin,  8fc. 

Nise  bho  na  dh'fhalbh  na  braithrean 
'S  nach  eil  ach  Uilleam  dhiu  lathair, 
A  righ  mhoir,  ma  's  deonach  dàil  da, 
Gus  an  diong  an  t-oighre  t-àite. 
O  's  coma'  learn  fhin,  8fc, 

Ach  a  righ  mhoir  tog  's  an  aird  iad, 
Mar  chraoibh  iibhlan,  mheulair  mhiaghair, 
Mar  ghallan  ùr  nach  lùb  droch  aimsir. 
Mar  phreasa  fiona  's  lionmhor  leanmhuinn. 
O  's  coma'  learn  fhin,  §*c. 

O  's  e  so  deireadh  'n  t-saoghail  bhrionnaich 
Aird-righ  dean  sinn  orsta  cuimhneach  ; 
An  deigh  an  latha  thig  an  oidhche 
'S  thig  an  t-aog  air  chaochladh  Staidhk. 
O  's  coma'  leamfhin,  ^c. 


MAIIBHRANN 

DO  DH-  ALA8TAIR  DUBH  GHLINXE-GARAIDH. 

ALASDAlIla  gleanna-garadh, 

Thug  thu  'n  diugh  gal  air  mo  shuilean, 
'S  beag  ioglitiadh  mi  bhi  trom  creuchdach, 

Gur  trie  g'ar  reubadh  as  ùr  sinn, 
'S  deachdar  dhomhsa  bhi  gun  'n  osnaidh, 

'8  meud  an  dosgaidh  th'air  mo  chairdean, 
Gur  trie  an  t-eug  oirn  a'  gearradh, 

Tagha  nan  darag  is  airde. 

Chain  sinn  ionnan  agus  còmhla, 

Sir  Dòmhnull,  a  mhac,  'sa  bhrathair, 
Ciod  e  'm  feum  dhuinn  bhi  ga  ghearan  ? 

Dh-fhan  Mac-'Ic-Ailein  sa  bhlàr  bhuain, 
Chain  sinn  darag  laidir  liath-ghlas, 

Bha  cumhail  dion  air  a  chairdean, 
Capull-coille  bharr  na  giubhsaieh, 

Seobhag  sul-ghorm,  lugh-mbor,  laidir. 

Dh-fhalbh  ceann  na  ceille  's  na  comhairl, 

Ann  's  gach  gnothach  am  bi  curam, 
Aghaidh  shocrach,  sholta,  thaitneach, 

Cridhe  fial,  farsuinn,  mu'n  chuineadh  ; 
Bu  tu  tagha  nan  sài"-ghaisgeach. 

Mo  ghuaLiinn  thaice-'s, — mo  dhiubhail ; 
Smiorail,  fearail,  foineamh,  treabhach, 

Ceann-feadhna  chaill  Seumas  Stiubhart. 

Na  b'  ionnan  do  chach  's  do  ghoill, 

Mu'n  dh-imich  an  long  a  mach, 
Cha  rachadh  i  rithist  air  sail. 

Gun  'n  fhios  cia  fath  a  thug  i  steach, 
Ach  'nuair  chunaig  sibh  an  tràth  sin, 

A  bhi  g  ar  fagal  air  faonthragh, 
Bhrist  bhur  cridheachan  le  mulad, 

'S  leir  a  bhuil  cha  robh  sibh  saogh'lach. 

Bu  tu'n  lasair  dhearg  g'an  losgadh, 

'S  bu  tu  sgoilteadh  iad  gu'n  sailtean, 
Bu  tu  gualann  chur  a  chatha, 

Bu  tu'n  laoch  gun  atha  laimhe, 
Bu  tu'm  bradan  ann  san  f  hior-uisg, 

Fior-eun  on  ealtainn  is  airde, 
Bu  tu'n  leoghann  thar  gach  beathach, 

'S  bu  tu  damh  leathann  na  cràice. 

Bu  tu  loch  nach  faighe  thaomadh, 

'S  tu  tobar  faoilidh  na  slainte, 
I  'S  tu  Beinn-Neamhais  thar  gach  aonach, 

Bu  tu  chreag  nach  fhaoite  thearnadh, 
Bu  tu  clach  mhullaich  a  chaistail, 

Bu  tu  leac  leathann  na  srùide, 
Bu  tu  leig  loghmhor  nam  buadhan, 

Bu  tu  clach  uasal  an  fliaine. 
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Bu  tu'n  t-tubhair  aa  a  choille, 

Hu  tu'n  danich  dniiiKh(*aii  litidir, 
B(i  tu'n  ciiileHiiii  bu  tu'n  drca^liuiiii, 

Bu  tu'n  t-ul)luill  inolach  blath-inlior, 
Cha  rubh  nieui*  annad  do'  chritheanu, 

CMia  robh  do  «Ihlif;he  ri  fearna, 
Cha  robh  do  c.hairdt'as  ri  h'anthan, 

Bu  tu  leannan  nam  ban  àluinn. 

Bu  tu  c6ile  na  mnà  priseil, 

'S  oil  leani  fhin  gu  dith  an  drasd  thu, 
Ge  d'  nach  ionnan  dhoinhsa  is  dhi-se 

'S  goirt  a  thu  nii-fhin  ma  càradh, 
H-uile  beau  a  bhios  gun  cheile, 

Guidheadh  i  Mac  Dhe  na  àite, 
O  's  e  's  urrainn  bhi  ga  comhnadb, 

Anns  gach  leon  a  chuireas  càs  oirr*. 


******* 

****** 
******* 

#         *  *         *         *         *         t 

Guidheam  do  mhac  bhi  na  t-aite, 

'An  saibhreas  an  aiteas  's  an  curam, 
Alasdair  a  Gleanna-Garadh, 

Thug  thu  'n  diugh  gal  air  mo  shuilean. 


THA  MI  AM  CHADAL  &c. 

DO  Dff  FHEACHD  RIGH  SEUMAS. 

GuR  diombach  mi  'n  iomairt, 
Chuir  gach  fin'  air  fògradh  ; 
Tha  mi  am  chadal  's  na  dùisgibh  mi 
Gun  aighear  gun  eibhneas, 

f  The  above  four  lines  are  lost 


'S  gu'n  reiteach  o  Dheòrsa  ; 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  'h  na  dùisgibh  mi. 

Gur  h-i«>ma  bean  nasal, 

Tha  gu  huaigneach  na  neomar, 

Gun  aighear  gun  eibhneas, 

'S  i  'g  eiridh  na  h-onar, 

Sior  chaoidh  na  'n  uaislean, 

A  timair  iad  ri  phùsudh  ; 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  's  na  diiisgibh  mi. 

Mo  thruaighe  a  chlann, 

Nach  robh  gann  na  'n  curaisde  ; 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  's  na  diiisgibh  mi, 

'N  am  bualadh  na  'n  lann, 

An  am  na  'm  buileanan  ; 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  '«  na  diiisgibh  mi. 

Ge  d'  tha  sibh  'sa'n  am, 

Feadh  ghleann  a's  rahunainean, 

Gu  nochd  sibh  'ur  ceann 

'N  am  teanndachd  mar  churaidhnean, 

'Nuair  thig  Seumas  a  nail, 

'Si  bhur  lann  bhios  f'uileachdach. 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  's  na  diiisgibh  mi. 

'S  e  righ  na  muice, 

*S  na  Cuigse,  righ  Deòrsa  ; 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  's  na  dùisgibh  mi, 

Mu  'n  tig  oirnn  an  t-samhainn, 

Bidh  amhach  's  na  còrdaibh  ; 

Tha  mi  am  chadal  's  na  diiisgibh  mi; 

Na  'n  eireadh  sibh  suas, 

Le  cruadal  a's  duinealachd, 

Eadar  islean  a's  uaislean, 

Thuath  agus  chumanta, 

'S  gu'n  sgiilrsadh  sibh  uaibh  e, 

Righ  fuadain  nach  buineadh  dhuinn  ; 

Dheauainn  an  cadal  gu  sunndach  luibb. 
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NULL  MAC-MEUIRICH. 

Neil  Mac  Vurich,  the  family  bard  and  historian  of  Clanronald,  Mac-Dhònuill,  MhiC' 
*Jc-Ailein,  was  born  in  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century.  He  lived  in  South 
Uist,  where  he  held  a  possession  of  land  which  is  known  to  this  day,  as  marked  out  and 
designated  Baile-bhàird,  i.  e.  the  bard's  farm.  He  was  of  a  succession  of  poets  that 
the  illustrious  family  kept  to  record  the  history  of  their  ancestors,  and  to  fill  the  station 
so  indispensably  requisite  in  those  days,  in  the  halls  of  chiefs  of  renown.  There 
were  several  poets  of  the  name  of  Mac-Mhuirich^  lineal  descendants  of  the  same  man,  who 
were  distinguished  from  each  other  in  various  ways,  as  specified  in  the  brief  account 
given  of  Lachunn  mor  Mac-Mhuirich  Albannaich;  Neil  was  simply,  if  not  emphatically, 
called  Niall  Mac-Mhuirich^  Clanronald's  Seanachaidh,  or  family  historian. 

He  had  written,  in  the  Gaelic  language,  the  history  of  the  great  clan  whose  records  he 
kept,  and  the  strains  in  which  distinguished  individuals  were  commemorated  for  their 
talents  and  prowess.  But  he  satisfied  not  himself  with  writing  what  related  to  the  family 
that  honoured  him  with  the  office  of  bard :  he  likewise  had  written  ancient  poetry,  and 
the  history  of  past  times. — See  the  Highland  Society's  account  of  the  lied  Book. 

While  this  celebrated  bard  was  most  careful  in  recording  every  thing  worthy  of  pre- 
servation, it  is  to  be  regretted  that  so  little  of  his  own  history  and  works  have  been  pre- 
served. This  has  been  often  the  case  with  men  of  genius.  Very  few  Gaelic  bards  were 
at  the  trouble  of  writing  their  own  productions :  they  trusted  too  much  to  memory ; 
seldom  reflected  on  what  might  happen  in  the  lapse  of  time ;  never  apprehended  that 
succeeding  generations  would  be  indifferent  about  what  seemed  to  them  to  be  of  the 
greatest  moment.  Neil  M'Vurich,  while  he  adopted  the  best  method  of  handing  down 
to  posterity  the  invaluable  relics  of  antiquity,  might  not  think  it  worth  his  trouble  to 
write  his  own  poems,  or  record  any  anecdotes  concerning  himself.  These,  like  many 
others,  hare  been  lost,  with  the  exception  of  the  two  pieoes  given  in  this  work.  He 
lived  to  a  great  age,  and  was  an  old  man  in  1715. 

To  throw  more  light  on  the  history  of  this  tribe  of  poets,  we  beg  to  give  the  following, 
which  is  a  copy  of  the  declaration  of  Lachlan  M'Vurich,  a  son  of  the  bard,  v^TÌtten  in 
GaeUc,  and  addressed  to  Henry  M'Kenzie,  Esq.,  at  the  time  he  was  writing  the  High- 
land Society's  report  of  Ossian  : — 

Barra,  9th  August,  1800. 

Ann  an  taigh  Phadruig  Mhic-Neacail  an  Torluim  goirid  o  Chaisteal  Bhuirghi  ann  an 
Siorramachd  Inbhernis,  a  naoidhamh  latha  de  chiad  mhios  an  fhoghair,  anns  an  da  fhichead 
bliadhna  agus  naoidh-deug  d'a  aois,  thainig  Lachhinn  raac  Neill,  mhic  Lachluinn,  rahic 
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Nòill,  mliic  DhòmhnuiU,  mhic  Lachuinn,  mliic  Nt>ill  njlioir,  mliic  Laoliiiinn,*  niliic  Dliftnih. 
nuill,  do  shhyuiin'  clilaim  Mlmirich,  ami  an  latliair  Riiairidli  Mliic  Nèill  tigliearna  liliara, 
thabhairt  a  chòdaich,  mar  is  liosrach  c-san,  giir  e  ft'-in  an  t-ochdamli  glun  deuj^  o  Mliuireach 
a  bha  Icanmhuinn  teaghlaich  Mliic-' Ic-Ailein,  ccannard  Chlann-Raonuill,  mar  bhardàilìh, 

•  'I'his  is  Lacuunn  mor  Mac  Mimjiuicii  Ai.bannaich,  or  Lnchljiu  jnur  MacVuiiich  of  Scot- 
land,  the  second  of  this  fuinous  tribe  of  hards. 

Where  there  are  several  individuals  of  the  same  name,  it  is  necessary  to  liave  some  marks  to 
distinguish  them.  This  has  been  always  attended  to  by  the  (ìaiil  thoiijjh  in  various  ways.  It  is 
oomnuut  to  call  persons  by  their  patroniniies  ;  and  among  clans,  where  many  have  the  same  name 
and  surname,  they  could  not  be  distinctly  called  and  recognised  otherwise:  instead  of  saying 
Alexander  M' Donald,  where  two,  three,  or  four  were  found  of  the  same  name,  in  the  same  place, 
they  called  one,  Alexander,  the  son  of  Allan,  the  son  of  .John  ;  another,  Alexander,  the  son  of 
Donald,  the  son  of  Neil  ;  and  another,  the  son  of  Kory,  the  son  of  Dugald,  &c. 

The  Gaelic  language  l)eing  susceptible  of  describing  beings  and  objects  most  minutely  ;  in- 
dividuals are  frequently  distinguished  and  described  from  their  appearance,  or  qualities  external 
and  internal.  Thus  our  author  has  been  called  Lachlann  Mor,  in  contradistinction  to  another  of 
the  same  name  who  was  less.  Mur  signifies  great  in  respect  of  one's  person  or  mind.  Its 
literal  meaning  is  magnitude,  and  this  is  the  sense  in  which  it  has  been  applied  heie.  Hut  there 
is  another  mark  by  which  this  bard  was  distinguished,  namely,  by  his  country,  Albanach.  or  of 
Scotland.  Irish  bards,  or  minstrels,  were  once  no  strangers  in  Scotland,  and  especially  the 
Highlands;  for  Albainn,  the  Gaelic  term  for  Scotland,  had  been  particularly  applied  to  the 
Highlands.  The  cognomen,  Albannach,  had  been  given  Lachlan  mor  MacVurich  tmphalically, 
being  the  great  poet  of  his  day.  The  language  of  the  two  countries  being  the  same,  the  Scottish 
Highlanders  and  Irish  understood  each  other  ;  and  there  was  frequent  intercourse  between  them. 
They,  in  fact,  were  originally  the  same  people ;  and.,  instead  of  disputing  about  the  origin  of  the 
one  or  the  other,  historians  ought  to  regard  them  as  one  and  the  same,  removing  from  the  one 
kingdom  to  the  other  as  occasion  or  necessity  required.  Of  the  works  of  this  famous  poet,  all 
now  extant  is  an  extraordinary  one — a  war  song,  composed  almost  wholly  of  epithets  arranged 
in  alphabetical  order,  to  rouse  the  Clan  Donuil  to  the  highest  pitch  of  enthusiasm  before  the 
battle  of  Harlaw.  This  poem  is  entitled  in  Gaelic: — "  Bkosnacha-catha  Le  Lachunn  Mor 
Mac  Mhuirich  Albannaich  Do  Dhomhnull  a  Ile  Rìgh-Innse-gall  agus  Jarla  Hois  Latha 
Machraich  Chath-gairiach."*  The  piece  has  a  part  for  every  letter  in  the  Gaelic  alphabet  till 
near  the  end  consisting  altogether  of  three  hundred  and  thirty-eight  lines.  Jt  would  occupy 
to  much  space  to  print  it  in  this  work.  Here  follow  the  two  first,  and  also  the  thirteen  last  lines 
of  the  poem  :  — 

A  chlanna  Cuinn  cuimhnichibh,  i  A  chuileanan  chonfhadach, 


Cruas  an  am  na  h-iorghuill. 

*      *       *      *       *      # 
Gu  ur-labhrach,  ùr-lamhach  neart-mhor, 
I  Gu  coisneadh  na  cath-larach, 

Ri  bruidhne  'ur  biubhaidh, 
A  chlanna  Chuinn  cheud-chathaich, 
'Si  nis  uair  'ur  n'aithnaichidh. 


A  bheirichean  bunanta, 
A  leoghainnean  lan-ghasta 
Aon-chonnaibh  iorghuilleach 
De  laochaibh  chrodha,  churanta 
De  chlannaibh  Chuinn  cheud-chathaich 
A  chlanna  Chuinn,  cuimhnichibh 
Cruas  an  am  na  h-iorghuill. 
This  poem  is  very  valuable  in  two  respects  ; — First,  It  is  the  best  proof  that  could  be  given  of  a 
language,  so  copious  and  abounding  in  epithets,  that  the  number  poured  out  under  each  letter 
is  almost  incomprehensible.     "What  command  of  language !     How   well  deserved  our  bard  the 

*  This  battle  was  fought,  anno  1411,  at  a  small  villiage  called  Harlaw,  in  the  district  of  Garioch,  within  ten  miles 
of  Aberdeen.  The  cause  of  it  was  this : — Walter  Lesly,  a  man  nobly  born,  siiccepdcd  to  the  Earldom  of  Koss,  in 
right  of  his  lady,  who  was  daughter  of  that  house.  He  had  by  her  a  son,  who  succeeded  him,  and  a  daughter,  who 
was  married  to  the  Lord  of  the  Isles.  His  son  married  a  daughter  of  the  duke  of  Albany,  son  of  Robert  1 1.,  at  that 
time  governor  of  Scotland  ;  but  dying  young,  left  behind  him  only  one  child.  It  is  said  that  she  was  somewhat  de- 
formed, and  rendered  herself  a  Religious.  From  her  the  governor  easily  procured  a  resignation  of  the  Eaildom  of 
Ross  in  favour  of  John  earl  of  Buchan,  his  second  son,  to  the  prejudice  of  Donald  lord  of  the  Isles,  who  was  grand- 
son of  the  said  Lesly,  and  su|)posed  the  nearest  heir.  He  claimed  his  right  accordingly,  but  finding  the  governor, 
who  probably  regarded  him  already  as  too  powerful  a  subject,  not  inclined  to  do  him  that  justice  he  expected,  he  im- 
mediately raised  an  army  of  no  less  than  10,000  men  within  his  own  isles,  and  putting  himself  at  their  head,  made  a 
descent  on  the  continent,  and,  without  opposition,  .seized  the  lands  of  Ross,  and  after  increasing  his  army  with  the 
inhabitants,  he  continued  his  march  from  Ross  until  he  came  lo  Garioch,  within  ten  miles  of  Aberdeen,  ravaging 
the  countries  through  which  he  passed,  and  threatening  to  enrich  his  men  with  the  wealth  of  that  town.  But  before 
he  could  reach  that  place,  his  career  was  stojiped  by  Alexander  Stewart,  the  grandson  ot  Robert  li.,  and  ear!  of 
Marr.     For  this  brave  youth,  by  orders  from  the  governor,  drew  together,  with  great  exj  euition,  almost  all  the 
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agns  o  an  am  sin  gu  robh  fearjinn  Staoileagairi  agus  ceithir  peighinean  do  Dhrìomasdal 
aca  mar  dhuais  bàrdaclid  o  linn  gu  linn,  feadh  chuig  glilùin-dèug  :  Gu'n  do  chaill  an 
siathamh-glun  deug  ceithir  peighincan  Dhriomasdail,  ach  gu  do  ghleidh  an  seachdamh  gliin 
diu  fearann  Staoileagairi  fad  naoi  bliadhna  deug  de  dh'  aimsir,  agus  gu  robh  am  fearann  sin 
air  a  cheangal  dhaibh  ann  an  coir  fhad  's  a  bhiodh  fear  do  Chlann-Mhuirich  ann,  a  chuinadh 
suas  sloinneadh  agus  seanchas  Chlann-Dombnuill ;  agus  bha  e  mar  fhiachan  orra,  'nuair 
nach  biodh  mac  aig  a  bhard,  gu  tugadh  e  foghlum  do  mhac  a  bhrathar,  no  dha  oighrc, 
chum  an  coir  air  an  fhearann  a  ghleidheadh,  agus  is  ann  a  rèir  a  chleachdaidh  so  fhuair 
Niall,  athair  fein,  ionnsachadh  gu  leughadh,  sgriobhadh,  èachdrai  agus  bùrdachd,  o 
Dhòmhnull  mac  Nèill  mhic  Dhòmhnuill,  brathair  athar. 

Tha  cuimhne  mhath  aige  gu  robh  "  Saothair  Oisein"  sgriobht'  ar  craicnean  ann  an 
glèidhteanas  athar  o  shinnsiribh  ;  gu  robh  cuid  dheth  na  craicnean  air  an  deanamh  suas  mar 
leabhraichean,  agus  cuid  eile  fuasgailt  o  cheile,  anns  an  robh  cuid  do  shaothair  bhard  eile, 
bharachd  ar  "Saothair  Oisein." 

Tha  cuimhne  aige  gu  robh  leabhar  aig  athair  ris  an  canadh  iad  an  "  Leabhar  dearg," 
de  phaipeir,  a  thainig  o  shinnsiribh,  anns  a  robh  mòran  do  shean  eachdraidh  nam  fineachan 
Gàèlach,  agus  cuid  de  *'  Shaothair  Oisein"  mar  bha  athair  ag  innseadh  dha.  Chan  eil  a  h-aon 
de  na  leabhraichean  so  r'a  fhaotainn  an  diugh,  thaobh  is  'nuair  a  chaill  iad  am  fearann,  gu  do 
chaill  iad  am  misneach  agus  an  diirachd.  Cha'n  eil  e  cinnteach  ciod  e  thainig  ris  na 
craicnean,  ach  gu  bheil  barail  aige  gun  tug  Alasdair  mac  Mhaighstir  Alasdair  'Ic-Dhòmh- 
nuill  ar  falbh  cuid  diubh,  agus  Raonull  a  mhac  cuid  eile  dhiubh;  agus  gum  fac  e  dha  no  tri' 
dhiubh  aig  tàileirean  ga  'n  gearradh  sios  gu  criosan  tomhais :  Agus  tha  cuimhne  mhath  aige 
gu  tug  Mac-'Ic-Ailein  air  athair  an  '*  Leabhar  dearg"  a  thabhairt  seachad  do  Sheumas  Mac 
Mhuirich  a  Bàideanach ;  gu  robh  e  goirid  o  bhi  cho  tiugh  ri  Bioball,  ach  gu  robh  e  na  b' 
fhaide  agus  na  bu  leatha,  ach  nach  robh  urad  thiughaid  sa  chòmhdach  ;  gu  robh  na  I 
craicnean  agus  an  "  Leabhar  dearg"  air  an  sgriobhadh  anns  an  làimh  anns  an  robh  Gàèlig 
air  a  sgriobhadh  o  shean  an  Albainn  agus  ann  an  Eirinn,  mu'n  do  ghabh  daoine  cleachdadh  air 
sgriobhadh  na  Gàelig  anns  an  làimh  Shasunnaich ;  gum  b'aithne  dha  athair  an  t-shean  lamh  a 
leughadh  gu  math  ;  gu  robh  cuid  de  na  craicnean  aige  fein  an  deigh  bàis  athar,  ach  a  thaobh 
is  nach  d'  ionnsaich  e  iad,  agus  nach  robh  aobhar  meas  aig'  orra,  gu  deach*  iad  ar  chall. 
Tha  e  ag  ràdh  nach  robh  h-aon  de  shinnsiribh  air  a  robh  Pall  mar  ainm,  ach  gu  robh 
dithis  dhiubh  ris  an  canadh  iad  Cathal. 

Tha  e  'g  ràdh  nach  ann  le  h-aon  duine  a  sgriobhadh  an  "  Leabhar  dearg," ach  gu  robh 

adnomen  Albanach  !     He  lived  in  the  fifteenth  century.     He  could  not  be  ignorant  of  letters. 

He  was  well  acquainted  with  all  the  idioms  of  his  native  language,  and  had  the  greatest  command 

over  its  powers  and  energies.    Nor  was  he  ignorant  of  the  genius  of  the  people  whom  he  addressed. 

Clann-Domhnaill  was  the  most  powerful  of  the  clans  in  his  time.     They  were  foremost  in  battle, 

and  entitled  to  take  the  right  in  the  field  ;  which  was  never  disputed,  till  the  battle  of  Ctilloden, 

which  proved  so  fatal   to  many.      Our   poet,  therefore,   exhausted  the  almost  exhaustloss  co},ia 

verborum  of  the  language,  for  the  purpose  of  infusing  the  spirit  of  the  greatest  heroism  and  love 

of  conquest  into  the  breasts  of  the  warriors, 

nobility  and  gentry  between  the  two  rivers  Tay  and  Spey,  and  with  them  met  the  invader  at  the  plare  above  men- 
tioned, where  a  lotifj,  uncertain,  and  bloody  battle  ensued  ;  so  long,  that  nothinR  but  the  nipht  could  put  an  end  to 
it  ;  so  uncertain,  that  it  was  hard  to  say  who  had  lost  or  gained  the  day  ;  so  bloody,  that  one  family  is  reported  to 
have  lost  the  father  and  six  of  his  sons.  The  earl  of  Marr's  party,  who  survived,  lay  all  night  on  the  field  of  bittle ; 
while  Donald,  being  rather  wearied  with  action  than  conquered  by  force  of  arms,  thought  tit  to  retreat,  first  to  Koss, 
and  then  to  the  Isles Abercromby^s  Hiit, 
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e  air  a  spriobhadh  o  linn  gu  linn  Ic  t('at,'lilach  Clilunn-Mhuirich,  a  bha  ciimail  suas  seana- 
chas  Chlairui-Doiuhniiill,  af^us  ccannardan  nam  fni(.aclian  (jui'lach  eile. 

An  (Icigh  60  a  sgriobhadh,  cliaidh  a  leughadh  dha,  agus  dh-aidich  c  gu  robli  e  ceart,  ann  an 
liltlmir  Dhòmlinuill  Mliic-Dliòmhnuill,  fear  Uhailc  Kaghaill  ;  Eoghain  Mhic-Dhòmhnuili, 
fear  Gheara-sheilich;  Eoghan  Mhic-Dhomhnuill  Fear  (ihriminis ;  Alasdair  Mliic-Ghill- 
eain,  fear  Hosier,  Alasdair  Mhic-Neacail,  ininistcar  Bheinnc-bhaoghla ;  agus  Ailein 
Mhic-Chuinn,  ministear  Uist-a-Chinne-fwa^/t,  a  fear  asgriobh  a  seanachas  so. 

(Signed)  LACHUNN  X  MAC-MIIUIRICH. 

RUAIRIDH  MAC-NEILL,  J.P. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ABOVE. 

In  the  house  of  Patrick  Nicolson,  at  Torlum,  near  Castle-Burgh,  in  the  shire  of  Inver- 
ness, on  the  ninth  day  of  August,  compeared  in  the  fifty-ninth  year  of  his  age,  Lachlan, 
son  of  Neil,  son  of  Lachlan,  son  of  Neil,  son  of  Donald,  son  of  Lachlan,  son  of  Neil  Mor^ 
son  of  Lachlan,  son  of  Donald,  of  the  surname  of  Mac  Vuirich,  before  Roderick  M'Neil, 
laird  of  Barra,  and  declared,  That,  according  to  the  best  of  his  knowledge,  he  is  the 
eighteenth  in  descent  from  Muireach,  whose  posterity  had  officiated  as  bards  to  the  family 
of  Clanronald  ;  and  that  they  had  from  that  time,  as  the  salary  of  their  office,  the  farm 
of  Staoiligary  and  four  pennies  of  Drimisdale  during  fifteen  generations  ;  that  the  six- 
teenth descendant  lost  the  Ìonv  pennies  of  Drimisdale,  but  that  the  seventeenth  descend- 
ant retained  the  farm  of  Staoiligary  for  nineteen  years  of  his  life.  That  there  was  a  right 
given  them  over  these  lands  as  long  as  there  should  be  any  of  the  posterity  of  Muireach 
to  preserve  and  continue  the  genealogy  and  history  of  the  Macdonalds,  on  condition  that 
the  bard,  failing  of  male  issue,  was  to  educate  his  brother's  son,  or  representative,  in  order 
to  preserve  their  title  to  the  lands ;  and  that  it  was  in  pursuance  of  this  custom  that  his 
own  father,  Neil,  had  been  taught  to  read  and  write  history  and  poetry  by  Donald,  son 
of  Neil,  son  of  Donald,  his  father's  brother. 

He  remembers  well  that  works  of  Ossian,  written  on  parchment,  were  in  the  custody 
of  his  father,  as  received  from  his  predecessors ;  that  some  of  the  parchments  were  made 
up  in  the  form  of  books,  and  that  others  were  loose  and  separate,  which  contained  the 
works  of  other  bards  besides  those  of  Ossian. 

He  remembers  that  his  father  had  a  book  which  was  called  the  Red  Booh,  made  of 
paper,  which  he  had  from  his  predecessors,  and  which,  as  his  father  informed  him,  con- 
tained a  good  deal  of  the  history  of  the  Highland  Clans,  together  with  part  of  the  works 
of  Ossian.  That  none  of  these  books  are  to  be  found  at  this  day,  because  when  they  (his 
family)  were  deprived  of  their  lands,  they  lost  their  alacrity  and  zeal.  That  he  is  not 
certain  what  became  of  the  parchments,  but  thinks  that  some  of  them  were  carried  away 
by  Alexander,  son  of  the  Rev.  Alexander  Macdonald,  and  others  by  Ronald  his  son ; 
and  he  saw  two  or  three  of  them  cut  down  by  tailors  for  measures.  That  he  remembers 
well  that  Clanronald  made  his  father  give  up  the  red  book  to  James  Macpherson  from 
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Badenoch  ;  that  it  was  near  as  thick  as  a  Bible,  but  that  it  was  lon^^er  and  broader, 
though  not  so  thick  in  the  cover.  Tliat  the  parchments  and  the  red  book  were  written 
in  the  hand  in  which  the  Gaelic  used  to  be  written  of  old  both  in  Scotland  and  Ireland 
before  people  began  to  use  the  English  hand  in  writing  Gaelic ;  and  that  his  father  knew 
well  how  to  read  the  old  hand.  That  he  himself  had  some  of  the  parchments  after  his 
father's  death,  but  that  because  he  had  not  been  taught  to  read  them,  and  had  no  reason 
to  set  any  value  upon  them,  they  were  lost.  He  says  that  none  of  his  forefathers  had  the 
name  of  Paul,  but  that  there  were  two  of  them  who  were  called  Cathal. 

He  says  that  the  red  book  was  not  written  by  one  man,  but  that  it  was  written  from  age 
to  age  by  the  family  of  Clan  Mhuirich,  who  were  preserving  and  continuing  the  history 
of  the  Macdonalds,  and  of  other  heads  of  Highland  clans. 

After  the  above  declaration  was  taken  down,  it  was  read  to  him,  and  he  acknowledged 
it  was  right,  in  presence  of  Donald  M'Donald  of  Balronald,  James  M' Donald  of  Gary- 
helich,  Ewan  Mac  Donald  of  Griminish,  Alexander  Mac  Lean  of  Hosier,  Mr  Alexander 
Nicolson,  minister  of  Benbecula,  and  Mr  Allan  Mac  Queen,  minister  of  North- Uist,  who 
wrote  this  declaration. 


CSigned) 


LACHLAN  X  MAC  VUIRICH. 
RODERICK  MAC  NIEL,  J.P. 


ORAN.     DO  MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN.* 


GuR  è  naigheachd  na  ciadain, 
Rinn  mo  chruilheachd  a  shiaradh. 
Le  liunn-dubh,  's  le  bron  cianail, 
Gu'n  dhruidh  i  trom  air  mo  chriochaibh, 
Mo  sgeul  duilioh  nach  iarr, 
Mi  'ur  còmhradh. 
Mo  sgeul,  &c. 

M'  uaildh,  m'  aighear,  is  m'  aiteas, 
Tha  fo  bhinn    aig  fir  shasuinn. 
Ar  tighearn'  òg  maiseach, 
An  t-ogh  ud  larla  nam  bratach, 
Mac  an  fhir  thug  dbumh  fasga 
'Nuair  b'  òg  mi. 
Mac  an  fhir,  &c. 

'S  truagh  gu'n  mise  bhi  lamh  ruit, 
'Nuair  a  leagadh  's  bhlar  thu, 
Gu  cruaidh  curanta  laidir, 
Agus  spionnadh  nan  Gael, 

«  The  bard  composed  this  sntip  when  a  very  old  man,  on 
hearing  that  his  master  was  wounded  at  Shirriff\nuir. 


Nàile  dhiolainn  do  bhàs, 
Dheanaiiin  l'eòlach, 
Nàile  dhiolainn,  &c. 

Uidhist  aighearach,  eibhinn, 
Dhubhach,  gbalanach,  dheurach. 
Mis  o  rug  ort  am  beum  so, 
'S  goirt  r'a  fhulang  ni  's  eiginn, 
Liuthad  fear  a  tha  'n  deigh  air 
Mac-Dhomhnuill. 
Liuthad  fear,  &c. 

Cha  'n  è  'n  Domhnull  sin  roimhe, 
Ach  mac  sin  Dhomhnuill  ogh  lain, 
Ailean  aoibhinn  an  aigheir, 
Urram  feile  ;  righ  flatha, 
Ceannard  meaghreacb  gu  caitheamh 
Na  mòr-chuis, 
Ceannard,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  chiaradh  am  ffasgar, 
Gum  biodh  branndaidh  ga  losgadb, 
Fion  Frangach  ga  chosg  leibh, 
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Coinnlein  còire  gan  losgadh, 
Sùr  Cheanii-t'eudhiia  'tuirt  broMnuchadh, 
Ceùil  tluibli. 
S:ir  Cheaiin-fcadhna,  &c. 

Gum  biodh  fidheall  K*  «'ù^i;<'>dh  ; 
Hiiidbciiiiii  tliaittioat^b  air  iirlur  , 
Piob  a  'fij^ala  nan  hionnsar, 
Fuaiui  talla  r'a  chùl  hìu, 
'G  ionìairt  chleas  air  chrios  cuil 
Nam  fear  ò^ja. 
'G  iomairt  chleas,  &c. 

M'  ulaidh  m'aiiihear  am  fiùran, 
An  t-Ailean  aigbcaiach  aoidheil, 
Bha  gii  macanta  miCtnte, 
Dh-fhas  gu  h-ai»jcantach  iiisoil, 
FIjuair  mi  aoibhneas  a  d'  chuirt, 
Cha  be'n  dùliim, 
Fbuair  mi,  &c. 

Bu  tu  m'  urram  is  m'  annsacbd, 
Cha  seinn  mi  eachdraidh  do  bhàis  oit, 
Aig  eagal  droch    fhàisneachd, 
'N  dùil  gum  faiceamsa  slàn  thu, 
Mar  a  faic  gun  toir  GàUlig, 
Ni's  mo  bhuam. 
Mar  a  faic,  &c. 

Tha  mi  sgith  's  gu'n  mi  ullamh, 
S  mi  'n  deigh  mo  chuire, 
Gu'n  dùil  ri  sud  tuille  ; 
B'fhearr  nach  bitheadh  na  h-urrad, 
O'n  la  chualas  gu'n  chuireadh 
Do  leòn  ort. 
O'n  la,  &c. 


MARBH-RANN  MHIC-'IC-AILEIN. 

A  MHARBHADH  SA  BHLIADHNA  1715. 

OcH  !  a  Mhuire  mo  dhunaidh, 
Thu  bhi  d'  shineadh  air  t-uilinn, 

An  taigh  mòr  Mhoirear  Drumad, 
Gun  ar  diiil  ri  d'  theachd  tuille, 

Le  fàilte  's  le  furan, 

Dh-fhios  na  dùthcha  da'm  buineadb, 

A  charaid  larla  Choig-Ulainn, 

'S  goirt  le  ceannard  fir  Mhuile  do  dhlol. 
'S  goirt  le  ceannard,  &c. 

Dh-fhalbh  DòmhnuU  nau  DòmhnuU 

A's  an  Raonull  a  b'  oige, 
S  Mac-'Ic-Alastair  Chnòideart, 

Fear  na  misniche  moire, 
Dh-fheuch  am  beireadh  iad  beo  ort, 


Cha  ro'n  Miid  dhaibh  ach  gùrraich, 
Feum  cha  robh  dhaibh  nan  tòireachd, 
'S  ann  a  fbuair  iad  do  chùinhra  gu'n  i:h\i. 
'•S  ann  a  Ihuair  iad  do  cbùinhra,  ike. 

Mo  chreach  mhòr  mar  a  thachair, 
'S  Ù  chuir  tur  atad  air  m'  aiteau, 

T-fhuil  mhùrghalach  reachdar, 
Bbi  air  liòcadh  a  d'  cbraiceanu, 

Gun  scol  air  a  casgadh  ; 

Bu  tu  righ  nam  fear  feachda, 

A  chum  t-onoir  is  t-fhacal, 

'S  cha  do  pliill  thu  le  gealtachd  a  iiioh. 
'S  cha  do  pliill  thu  le  geallachd,  &c. 

Mo  cheist  ceannard  Chlann-Raonuill, 
Aig  am  biodh  na  cinn-fheadhna, 

Na  fir  ùr  air  dheagh  fhoghlum, 
Nach  iarradh  de'n  t-shaoghal, 

Ach  airm  agus  aodach, 
Le  'n  cuilbheirean  caola, 

Sheasadh  fad  air  an  aodann, 

Rinn  iad  sud  is  cha  d'fhaod  iad  do  dhion. 
Rinn  iad  sud,  &c. 

'S  mòr  gàir  ban  do  chinnidh, 

O'n  a  thòisich  an  iomairt, 
An  sgeul  a  fhuair  iad  chuir  tiom  orr', 

T-fhuil  chraobhach  a'  sileadh, 
'S  i  dortadh  air  mhire, 

Gu'n  seol  air  a  pilleadh, 
Ge  d'  tha  Raonall  a  d'ionad, 
'S  mòr  ar  call  ged  a  chinneadh  an  righ. 
'S  mor  ar  call  ge  do  chinneadh,  &c. 

'S  trom  puthar  na  luaidhe, 

'S  goirt  's  gur  chumhann  a  bualadii, 
Nach  do  ruith  i  air  t-uachdar, 

'Nuair  a  dh-ionntrain  iad  uath  thu, 
Thug  do  mhuinntir  gàir  chruaidh  asd  ; 

Ach  's  è  òrdugh  a  fhuair  iad, 
Ceum  air  'n  aghaidh  le  cruadal, 
'S  a  bhi  leantainn  na  ruaig  air  a  druim. 
'S  a  bhi  leantainn  ua  ruaig,  &c. 

Dheagh  Mhic-Ailein  mhic  Iain, 

Cha  robh  leithid  do  thaighe, 
Ann  am  Breatunn  r'a  fhaighinn  ; 
Taigh  mor  fiughantach,  flathail, 
'M  bu  mhòr  sùgradh  le  h-aighear. 

Bhiodh  na  h-uaislean  ga  thaghaicb, 
Rinn  iad  culms'  air  do  chaitheamli, 
Ann  an  toiseach  an  latha  dol  sios. 

Ann  an  toiseach  an  latha,  &,c. 

'S  iomadh  gruagacli  *s  breideach, 

Eadar  Didhist  is  Sleibhte, 
Chaidh  am  mugha  mu  d'  dheibhinu, 

Laidli  smal  air  na  spèuraibh. 
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Afus  sneachd  air  na  gèugaihh, 

Air  faighinn  an  diirdain  soirbh, 

Ghuil  euiihiith  an  t-s}ilcìLh<', 

Agus  a  gliothaich  gu  loriia  It'ir, 

O'n  1Ù  chunl  iad  gun  d'  eug  tlui, 

Cliraohii-sgaoil  a  chranna^liail  mar  sin, 

A  cheunii  uidhe  nun  ceud  bu  uiht>r 

juis. 

Hi  seurbliudas  agus  ri  rùchdail. 

A  cheann-uidhe  nan  ceud,  &c. 

Pìob  sgreadanach  Ian  IMbic- Artair, 

Gheibht'  a  d'  bhaile  ma  i'beasgar, 
Siniiid  mhòr,  's  cha  b'  è  'n  greadan  ; 

Fir  Cir  agus  fleasgai(;b, 

A'  losga'  fùdair  le  beadradb, 

Cùìrn  is  cupaichean  breaca, 
Piosan  òir  air  an  deal  trad  b, 

'S  cha  b'  ann  falainh  a  gheibht'  iad, 

Ach  gach  deoch  mar  bu  neart-mhoire  brigh. 
Acb  gach  mar  bu,  &c. 

'S  iomadh  clogaid  a's  targaid, 

Agus  claidheamh  chinn  airgeid, 
Bhiodh  mar  coinneamh  air  ealachuin, 

Dhomhsa  b'  uithne  do  sheanchas, 
Ge  do  b'  fharsuinn  ri  leanmhuinn, 

Ann  an  eachdraidh  na  h-Alba  ; 
Raonuill  òig  dean  beairt  ainmeil, 
O'n  bu  dual  dut  o  d'  leanmhuinn  morghniomh. 
O'n  bu  dual,  &c. 

'S  cha  bu  lothagan  cliata, 

Gheibht'  ad  stàbuill  ga'ra  biathadh  ; 
Ach  eich  chruidheacha  shrianach, 

Bhiodh  do  mbiol-choin  air  iallaibh, 
'S  iad  a'  feitheamh  ri  fiadhach, 

Ann  sna  coireanaibh  riabhach, 
B'  è  mo  chreacha  nach  do  liath  thu, 
M'  an  tainig  teachdair  ga  d'  iarraidh  on  rlgh. 
M'  an  tainig  teachdair,  &c. 


SEANACHAS  SLOINNIDH 

NA  PIOBA  BHO  THUS. 

AonROMAN  muice  ho  !  ho  ! 

Air  a  sheideadh  gu  h-ana-mhor, 

A  cheud  mhala  nach  robh  binn, 

Tbainig  o  thus  na  dilinn. 

Bha  seal  ri  aodromain  mhuc, 

Ga  lionadh  suas  as  gach  pluic, 

Craiceann  seana  mhuilt  na  dhcigh  sin, 

Re  searbhadas  agus  ri  diirdail. 

Cha  robh  'n  uair  sin  ann  sa  phiob, 

Ach  seannsair  agus  aon  liop, 

Agus  maide  chumadh  nam  fonn, 

Da  'm  b'-ainm  an  sumaire. 

Tamull  daibh  na  dheigh  sin, 

Do  fhuair  as-innleachd  innleachd, 

Agus  chinnich  na  tri  chroinn  innt, 

Fear  dhiu  fada,  leobhar,  garbh, 

Ri  dùrdan  reambar  ro  shearbh. 


Mar  eun  curra  air  dol  air  ais, 
Lan  ronn  's  i  labhar  luirgneach, 
Com  galair  mar  gbuilbneich  ghlais. 
Piob  DhòmlinuiU  do  cheol  na  Criiiiine, 
Crannaghail  bhreoite  'a  breun  roi'  sbluaghj 
Cathadh  a  mùin  tro  mala  grodaidh, 
Bo  'n  tuil  ghraitirule  robaich  ruaidh  : 
Ball  Dhòmhnuill  is  dus  na  pioba, 
Da  bheist  chursta  '  chlaigeinn  mhaoil, 
Seinnidh  Corra-ghluineach  a  ghathuinn 
Fuaim  trùileach  an  tabhainn  sbeirbh. 

Do-cheol  do  bhi  'n  ifrinn  iochdrach, 
Faobnar  phioban  nan  dos  cruaidh, 
Culaidh  a  dhùsgadh  nan  deamhan, 
Ijiiigail  do  mheoir  reamhair  ruaidh. 
Air  fheasgar  an  earraich  niin, 
Mar  gheum  mairt  caòile  teachd  gu  this, 
Thig  sgreadail  af  chroinn  riabhaich, 

Mar  bhr-  .  .    tòine  'n  di duibh. 

Chuir   Venxis  a  bha  seal  an  Ifrinn, 
Mar  dhearbhachd  sgeul  gu  fir  an  Domhain, 
Gur  h-e  corranach  bhan  is  piob  ghleadhair, 
Da  leannan  ciuil  cluas  nan  Deamhan. 

****** 
*         -*  *         *         *         * 

Fàileadh  a  ch  .  .  dheth  na  mhala 
'S  faileadh  a  mhala  dheth  'n  phiobair. 

Note The   Author  of  this  piece  is  Niall  tnbr  Mac. 

Mhuirich.  We  have  heard  the  following  anecdote,  in 
illustration  of  this  poem.  Neil  had  lately  returned  to  his 
father's  house  from  the  bards'  college,  in  Ireland,  from 
whence,  along  with  the  stores  of  genealogical  and  other 
lore  with  which  he  had  stored  his  head,  he  had  in  addition, 
broughtover  aback-burden  of  tl;esmall-pox,  and  was  lying 
asleep,  on  a  settle  bed,  at  the  back  of  the  house  near  the 
tire,  when  John  and  Donald  M' Arthur,  two  pipers, 
came  in,  and,  sitting  down  on  the  bed-stock,  began  tuueing 
their  pipes  preparatory  to  playing.  The  horrid  and  dis- 
cordant sound  of  the  pipes  roused  the  bard,  who,  burst- 
ing with  indignation,  in  the  true  style  of  his  profession, 
began  to  inveigh  against  the  pipers,  in  the  following 
mock  genealogy  of  the  bag-pipe.  It  would  appear  from 
this,  as  well  as  from  hints  in  other  poems,  that  the  bag-pipe 
was  never  a  favourite  with  the  bards  ;  but  was  rather  re. 
garded  by  them  as  trenching  on  their  province.  'I'he  poem 
was  evidently  intended  to  resent  the  intrusion  of  thepipers 
on  the  bard's  slumbers.  Nor  did  it  fail  of  the  desired  efiect ; 
for,  the  pipers  it  seems,  had  intended  to  make  good  their 
quarters  for  the  night ;  but,  on  hearing  the  odd  and  ludi- 
crous invective  against  their  favourite  instrument,  enun. 
ciated  from  behind  them,  they  started  from  their  seats 
with  astonishment  looking  round  for  an  explanation.  Kut 
when  the  swollen  and  pocky  countenance  of  Neil  met  their 
view,  wrought  up  we  may  suppose  with  no  ordinary  excite- 
ment, terror  added  wings  to  their  feet,  and  they  fled  in  the 
utmost  consternation.  Neil's  father  on  hearing  the  poem 
to  the  end  exclaimed  "  Math  Ihiifcin  a  vthic,  iha  viifnicinn 
nach  bu  thuras  cailW  a  ihtif;  thu  dh'  J  hi  m  ;"  «"  e.  "  ^^'eIl 
done  my  son,  1  see  your  errand  to  Ireland  has  not  been 
lost." 
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IAIN   DVmi   MAC   IAIN    ^C-AILEIN. 

John  M*Donald,  commonly  Iain  Duhh  Mac  Iain  'Ic-Ailein,  i.  e.  John  of  black  locks, 
son  of  John,  the  son  of  Allan,  was  a  gentleman  of  the  Clanronald  family,  and  was  born 
about  the  year  1GG5.  He  received  all  the  advantages  of  education,  together  with  the 
opportunities  that  the  times  in  which  he  lived  offered  to  a  man  of  observation.  He  was 
immediately  descended  from  the  Maer  family — a  great  branch  of  the  Clanronalds — of 
whom  many  individuals  were  highly  distinguished  for  prowess,  wit,  and  poetical  powers. 
He  resided  in  the  island  of  Eig,  on  the  farm  of  Grulean. 

Mr  M'Donald  was  not  a  poet  by  profession,  although  lie  was  considered  by  good 
judges  not  inferior  to  any  bard  of  his  age.  He  lived  in  easy  circumstances.  Amid  his 
rural  pursuits,  he  had  ample  time  to  woo  the  muses,  or  pass  his  leisure  as  inclination 
or  opportunity  occurred.  He,  therefore,  put  himself  under  no  restraint,  but  sung  when 
inspired,  and  made  observations  on  men  and  manners  ;  and  his  remarks  were  generally 
allowed  to  be  shrewd  and  just.  Few  anecdotes  can  be  expected  of  a  man  who  passed  a 
quiet  life  in  such  circumstances.  He  always  held  a  respectable  rank  in  society.  His 
poems  display  taste  and  elegance,  and  his  compositions,  occasional  and  gratuitous  as  they 
were,  must  have  been  numerous. 


ORAN    DO  MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN. 


A  Bhliadhna  gus  an  Aimsir  so, 

Gu'm  b'  fhoirmeil  sinn  an  Ormaiclcit, 
'N  cùirt  an  leoghainn  mheai'casaich, 

Ge  fear-ghalach  ro  mhorghalach, 
Ge  smachdail,  reachdail  calmar'  thu, 

'S  ro-anamanta  neo  morchuiseach, 
Am  bèul  o'm  blasd'  thig  argamaid, 

'S  tu  dhearbhadh  le  ceart  eòlas  i. 

Gur  h-e  fhad  's  o'n  dh'  fhalbh  thu  uainn, 

Dh'  fhag  ime-cheisteach  an  comhnaidh  sinn, 
Gu'm  b'  fhearr  leinn  thu  bhi  sealgaireachd, 

Air  talamh  garbh  na  moivthire, 
Thu  fein  's  do  bhuidheann  ainmeineach, 

Na  n  eireadh  farragradh  fòpa-san, 
Bhiodh  sunndach  lughor  arm-cleasach, 

Sluagh  garbh- bhuilleach,  garg,  comhragach. 


Gu'm  bi  fid  a  gheala-bhratach, 

'S  neo-cbearbach  an  tùs  comh-strì  i, 
Tha  chuis  ud  ar  a  dhearbhadh  leibb, 

Aig  ro  mhiad  fearrdha  's  cròdhalachd, 
A  liuthad  òigear  barrcaideach, 

A  bhuaileadh  tailm  le  stroic-lannabh, 
O  Sheile  ghlas  nan  geala-bhradan, 

Gu  lubhear  gainmhich  Mor-thire. 

Tha  Cana  's  Eig  a'  gèilleacbdainn, 

Do  'n  treun  fhear  ud  mar  uachdaran, 
O'n  's  ann  leatsa  dh'  eireas  iad, 

Deun  fein  gach  treud  dhiu'  bhuacbailleachd, 
Am  fiubhaidh  gasda  threubhach  sin, 

Nach  labhar  beuirtean  truaillidh  leo, 
An  laochraidh  thaitneach  gheur-]annacb, 

A  theid  air  ghleus  gu  fuathasach. 


IAIN  DUBH  MAC  IAIN  'IC-AILEIN. 
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A  Uidhist  thig  na  ceudan  ort, 

Fir  bheur'  a  reubadh  chuainteaniian, 
Nach  gabhadh  sgreamh  no  deistiiiue, 

Uuimh  fhrasan  geur  a  cruaidh-shneachda, 
Bhur  samhail  riabh  cha  d'  èirich  dhuibh, 

An  làthair  feum  no  cruaidh-chuise, 
Gu  cnoidheach,  lotach,  bèumanach, 

Gu  fuilteach,  creuchdach,  luath-lamhach. 

'S  mor  a  bhuaidh  's  na  tiolaicean, 

'S  an  inntinn  ata  fuaighte  riut, 
Tha  gràdh  gach  duine  chi  thu  ort, 

Cha  'n  eòl  dhomh  f'hiii  fear  t'uatha  dhut, 
Fear  sgipidh,  ineasail,  firinneach, 

Fear  sithmalte,  sèamh,  suairceil  thu, 
Fear  sunndach,  mùirneach,  brìodahich, 

Sàr  chùirteir  gu'n  ghniomh  buathanta. 

Fear  borb  rò-gharg  do-chaisgt  thu, 

Na'n  eireadh  strì  no  tuasaid  ort, 
Do  bhuirb  ri  t-fheirg  ga  miadachadh, 

'S  tti  'n  leoghann  neìmneach,  buan-thosgach, 
Mar  bhuinne  reothairt  fior  bhr.is  thu, 

Mar  thuinn  ri  tìr  a  bualadh  thu, 
Mar  bharr  na  lasrach  fior-loisgeach, 

'S  tii  au  dreagan  ri  linn  cruadh-chogaidh. 

Mo  chionsa  an  t-àrmunn  prìseil  ud, 

Mo  sheobhag  fior-ghlan  uasal  thu, 
An  onoir  ghleidh  do  shinnsireachd, 

'S  e  miad  an  giiiomh  a  fhuair  dhaibh  i, 
Gu'n  d'  fhàg  iad  daingheann  sgrìobht  agad, 

Fo  lamh  an  rìgh  le  shuaicheantas, 
fihiodh  t-àrd  fhear  coimheid  dìlis  air, 

'N  uair  dh'fhas  an  rìoghachd  tuair-shreupach. 

Cur  ro  glan  na  friamhaichean, 

'S  a  fhìon-fhuil  as  'n  do  bhuaineadh  tu, 
Mo  RaonuUach  bras  mìleanta, 

Cruaidh  cinnte<ich  de  mhein-chruaghach  thu, 
Ar  caraig  dhaighean  dhìleas  thu, 

Cha  'n  ann  gu'n  strì'  theid  gluasad  ort, 
Ar  ceanna-bheairt  's  ar  sgiath  dhìdein  thu, 

'S  ar  claidheamh  direach  buan-sheasach. 

Bu  blàth  ann  àm  na  sìochthaimh  thu, 

'S  bu  phriunnsalach  ma  t-uaislean  thu, 
Air  mhiad  's  ge  'n  cosg  thu  chìsìn  ris, 

Cha  'n  fhaic  thu  dìth  air  tuathanach, 
Do  bhanntraichean  's  do  dhìleachdain, 

Gur  h-e  do  nì-sa  dh'  fhuasgladh  orr', 
Deanamaid  urnaidh  dhìcheallach, 

Gu  'n  cumadh  Crìosda  suas  dhuinn  thu. 


M  A  R  B  H  II  A  N  N 

DO  MHAC  MHIC-AILECV. 

A  bhliadhna  leuma  d'ar  inilleadh, 

An  coig-deug  's  a  mil'  eile, 
'S  na  seachd  ceud  a  roinn  iineachd, 

Chaill  sinn  ùr-ros  ar  finne, 
'S  geur  a  leus  air  ar  cinneadh  ra'm  beò. 
'S  gèur  a  leus  air,  &c. 

Mo  sgèul  cruaidh  's  mo  chràdh  cridhe, 
Ar  triath  Kaonullach  dlitheach, 

Dh-ordaich  Dia  dhuinn  mar  thighearn' 
Gu  là-bhràth  nach  dean  tighinn, 

'S  tu  'n  Inbhir-Phephri  fo'  rithe  na'm  bòrd, 
'S  tu  'n  Inbhir-phephri,  &c. 

Marcach  sunndach  nam  pillein, 
Air  each  cruidheach  nach  pilleadh, 

Nach  d'  ghabh  cùram  no  giorag, 
An  am  dublachaidh  'n  teine. 

Mo  sgeul  geur  bha  do  spiorad  ro-mhor, 
Mo  sgeul  geur,  &c. 

Cuirtear  aigeantach,  mileant' 

Muirneach,  macnasach,  fior-ghlic, 

Ga  'n  robh  cleachdadh  gach  tire, 
Agus  fasan  gach  rioghachd 

Teanga  bhlasda  ri  innse  gach  sgeòil. 
Teanga  bhlasda,  &c. 

Leoghann  tartarach,  meanmnach, 
'S  cian  's  as  fad  a  chaidh  ainm  ort, 

Beul  a  labhradh  neo-chearbach, 
Bu  mhor  do  mheas  aig  fir  Alba, 

'S  tu  toirt  brosnachadh  calma  do'n  t-shlògh. 
'S  tu  toirt  brosnachadh,  &c. 

Fiuran  gasda,  deas,  dealbhach, 

'Sgathan  tlachdar  na  h-Armailt, 
'N  uair  a  dh  eireadh  an  fhearg  ort, 

B'  ann  air  ghile  's  fiamh  dearg  oirr, 
Cha  ruin  pillidh  bha  meamna  'n  laoich  òig. 

Cha  ruin  pillidh,  &c. 

Bha  thu  teom  ann  's  gach  fearra-ghniomh, 

Bu  tu  sgiobair  na  fàirge, 
Ri  la  cSs  's  i  tighin  gailbheach, 

'N  uair  a  dheireadh  i  garbh  ort, 
'S  tu  gu'n  diobradh  an  t-anabhar  ma  bòrd. 

'S  tu  gun  diobradh,  &c. 

'N  am  siubhal  a  gharbhlaich. 

Bututaghadh  an  t-shealgair. 
As  do  laimh  bu  mliòr  m'earbsa. 

Air  an  fhiadh  bu  tu  'n  cealgair, 
'S  tu  roinn  gaoith'  agus  talmhuinn  ma  shròin. 

'S  tu  roinn  gaoith,  &c. 
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Oirnno  dh'  iiiiiclinni  riiatlian. 

All  N^rìoi)  8()  (hiiiiiì^  (I  tluiuth  uii'iin, 
Tha  nr  calmill  air  I'dasglailli, 

Chuidh  HI*  n-i'irtliii'c  n^iiahadh, 
A'h  biiiii  iiiur  chuiU'niinii  ciiaiiu'  gu'u  treùir. 

A's  siim  mar  cliuiloiinaii,  ito. 

Clinill  MÌnn  rciilla  nan  diialainli, 

Cliaidli  ar  riai^liailt  a  i;liliiasad, 
Ar  cairt-iiiil  air  tall)h  uaiiiiie, 

Bhrist  ar  stiiiir  ;  luo  cheud  truaigtio, 
Sinn  mar  liiiiiij  aim  u'  chuan  's  i  gu'n  scòl. 

Sinn  mar  luing,  &c. 

Sinn  mar  liniiK  gnu  mliàtliair, 

IMar  threud  gun  bluiac.hnillu  gnàtlmìc.ht 

Sinnt'obhruid  aig  ar  nàinhaid, 
II-uil«  fear  i\  toirt  tàir  dhuinn, 

*S  na  coin  luirge  gach  la  air  ai*  tòir. 
'S  no  coin  luirg,  &c. 

Dhuinn 's  neo'shubhach  an  geamhradb, 
An  ruaig  a  thug  sinn  gu  Galltachd, 

Cha  bu  bhuannachd  ach  call  dhuinn, 
Nis  mar  cholainn  gun  cheann  sinn 

O  roinn  llaonuU  a's  t-shamhradh  uainn  fàlbh. 
O  roinn  llaonull,  &c. 

A  gnnùis  a  b'  àillidh  ri  sirreadh, 
An  t-shùil  bu  bhlaithe  gu'n  tioma, 

An  leoghann  àrd  air  dheagh-oilean, 

'Nach  d'  chuir  ùigh  an   gniomh  foilleil, 

Ach  an  rioghalachd  shoilleir  gu'n  leòin, 
Ach  an  rioghalachd,  &c. 

'S  oil  learn  caradh  do  cheile, 

'S  bean  na  h-aonar  a'd'  dheidh  i, 
'N  deigh  a  sgaradh  o  ceud-gradh, 

Mhic 'Ic-Ailein  o'n  dheug  thu, 
Fhir  a  leanadh  an  fheisd  mar  bu  choir. 

Fhir  a  leanadh,  &c. 

Ach  fhir  thug  Maols  as  an  Euphaid, 
'S  a  sgoilt  a  mhuir  na  clàr  rèidh  dhaibh. 

Thug  an  triuir  as  an  èigin 
O  bhidaghadh  an  creuchdan  ; 

A  High  nan  righ  na  leig  eucoir  da'r  coir. 
A  Kigh  na'n  righ,  &c. 


MARBHllANN 

DO  SRIR  IAIN  MAC-ILLEArX  TRTATH  DHUBHAIRT, 

loMRAiCH  mo  bheannachd, 

Gu  Bainn-tighearna  Thamair, 
Bean  's  am  beil  barrachd, 

De  charantachd  nàduir  ; 


Chunnic  mÌB<>  gu  dliglieil, 

A  Nuilcaii  I'i  Niiithe, 
'8  i  'g  àirt'amh  mar  mhi-àdh, 

Siur  Iain  da  fàgail : 
Bha  dòrainn  a  cridbrt, 

Cho  moire  ga  niighiiin, 
'S  mar  gu  'm  biudh  e  air  tighinn, 

()  dhearbh  nigliean  a  màtliar  : 
Gu  cronacbadh  sgi'ula, 

Bhiodh  i'ada  'na  dht-igh  sin, 
Thug  Mairiread  na  feile, 

Spur  gheur  do'n  fhear-dliàna. 

Nnch  ionghnadh  ri  chlàistin, 

Guin  beil  mise  o  cbeaiin  f'ada, 
Ann  an  turcadaich  cadail, 

Agus  m'  acaid  ro-chrai  teach  ; 
Tha  cneidh  air  mo  gbiùlan, 

S  mi  leisg  air  a  dùsgadh, 
Air  oagal  le  '  bùrach, 

Gun  ùraich  i'm  has  dhomh, 
Gidheadh  cha  sgeul-ruine, 

Ach  sgeula  's  mor  ciiram, 
Sir  Iain  gu'n  dusgadh, 

An  dlù  chiste  chlaraibh  ; 
B'o  so  an  fhras  chiuraidh, 

A  mhill  ar  n-abhall's  ar  n-ubhlan  : 
Roinn  ar  dosgainn  a  chrùnadh, 

Fhrois  am  tlùr  bhàrr  a  ghàraidh. 

B*e  fcin  ar  crann  dosrach 

A  chomhdaich  le  choltas 
Gur  a  coilltichin  solta 

'N  dh-fhas  toiseach  a  fhreamha 
Gu'n  dreadhunn  gu'n  chrionach, 

Gun  chritheann  gu'n  chrin-fhiodh, 
Ach  geugan  ro  phriseil, 

Do  dh-fhion-fhuil  na  Spàine, 
Bha  fios  aig  luchd  leubhaidh, 

'S  aig  seanachaidhean  geura, 
Air  ar  teachd  o  Ghathelus, 

As  an  Euphaid  a  thàinig, 
Sliochd  mhilidhean  treuna, 

Fhuair  ceannas  na  h-Eireann, 
Mar  bha  fir  na  feile, 

Agus  Eirimon  dàna. 

O'n  ghin  sibh  o  Scota, 

Bha  bhuaidh  air  bhur  cordai, 
A'  dearbhadh  's  a  còmhdach, 

Am  por  as. an  d'  fhàs  sibh, 
Far  an  gabhadh  sibh  còmhnaidh, 

Bu  leibh  ceannas  na  foid  sin, 
Le  iomadaidh  còrach, 

Agus  moran  a  bhàrr  air, 
Ciad  nighean  Mhic-Domhnuill, 

Mar  mbairiste  pòsda, 
B'e  n  seanaileir  còmhraìg, 

'N  ciad  Thoisich  a's  àrmaìnn. 
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*        *         *        *        *        *»♦ 

Bha  e  mor  ann  an  gride, 

****** 

Ann  atn  firiiin  's  an  càirdeas, 

******* 

Bu  inhur  e  ri  fhaiinn. 

****** 

Bu  mhor  air  gach  achd  e, 

Bu  mhor  e  na  phearsa, 

O'n  shuidhich  sibh  lù-chairt, 

Na  ghastachd  's  na  àilleachd, 

liììii  dh-àileacli(l  'nur  n-ùrais, 

Bha  e  mor  air  son  diulaoich, 

Gur  h-iomarcach  dùthaìch, 

Bha  e  mor  gu  bhi  sùgnch, 

Bh'air  an  cùinneadh  le  pairt  dhibh, 

Bha  e  mor  an  dheagh  ghiulan, 

Bha  de  dh-àirde  'iiar  giubhsaich, 

Ann  an  cuirteannan  àrda, 

'S  nach  tugadh  each  puic  dbibh, 

Bha  e  mor  anri  a  misnich. 

'S  nach  bu  trie  le  luchd  diuinba, 

Bhae  mor  arm  an  gliocas; 

Ar  lubadh  le  tàire, 

Bha  e  mor  gun  cheist  idir, 

Ach  's  e  n  rud  a  thug  sgiurs  oirbh, 

'S  sùr  ghibhteannan  nàduìr. 

Gu'm  bu  chinne  le  crùn  sibh, 

'S  gu'm  b'e  dligh  bhur  duthchais, 

Na  m  biodh  e  ri  fhuasgladh, 

Bhidh  san  iuil  dheth  "m  biodh  iadsan, 

O  n  bhàs  a  thug  buaidh  air, 

Ge  d'  bha  sin  ann  sa  tim  sin, 

Gur  a  h-iomadh  laoch  cruadail. 

Na  mhios  's  na  mhor  mhislean, 

A  ghluaiseadh  'na  fhabhar. 

Tha  e  iiis  gu  truagh  lionte, 

An  t-ainm  coithcheanta  mor  sin, 

Daor  tri-fillte  pàighte. 

lii'n  gairte  Ciann-DòmhnuiU, 

O  thoiseach  an  còrdais, 

Tha  seann-fhacal  eil  ann, 

'S  iad  bu  phùr  da  chiad  mathair, 

Tha  cho  fior  's  mar  a  their  iad. 

Agus  uaislean  nan  Leòdach, 

Ge  b'e  neach  air  am  beir  e, 

Thaobh  fala  agus  feola, 

lii'dh  chneidh  dheireannach  craiteach, 

JVJur  lanain  ùr  phòsda. 

Ge  d'  tha  sinne  ri  achdain, 

Leis  'm  bu  deonach  bhi'  gràdhach, 

Na  dh-fhalbh  o  cheann  fad  orinn, 

Chunnacas  mar  phuthar. 

Bhiodh  ar  dùil  ri  biii'  beartach, 

An  gruaidhean  air  dubhadh. 

Na  m  biodh  againn  na  dh-fhàg  sin, 

Mar  gun  deanadh  Ian  phiuthar, 

Ach  tha  ar  nadur  cho  truaighe, 

Geur  chumha  ma  bratliair. 

'S  nach  laic  sinn  ar  buannachd, 

Cia  ma  'n  fagainn  an  dìochuimhn'. 

•'  Cha  leir  math  an  fhuarain, 

Dream  eile  da  dhislean  ? 

Gus  an  uàir  sin  an  tràigh  e," 

Bha  na  cinn  bu  mho  pris  dhiu, 

Tha  e  nios  na  ni'  soilleir, 

llo  dhileas  am  pairt  dhut. 

Da'r  nàbuidhean  comuinn, 

Fir  ghasda  gun  chrine, 

Gun  do  bhristeadh  mar  phronnaig, 

Bha  ainmeil  's  an  rioghachd, 

Gara'-droma  nan  Gael. 

Mar  bha'n  cinneadh  mor  priseil, 

So  shiolaich  o  Bhancho, 

Fear  gasda  gun  chrine, 

O  thoiseach  an  dualchais, 

Bha  ainmeil  san  rioghachd, 

Cha  robh  smal  air  an  cruadal, 

Cha  bu  trie  a  luchd  mi-ruin. 

Ach  'm  beagan  beag  suarach, 

Ri  n  innseadh  no  'n  aireamh, 

So  fhuair  iad  an  dràsda. 

Bu  chompanach  righ  thu, 

'Sen  tabhar  a  lot  slnn, 

Am  fear  meamnach  mor  fir-ghlic, 

Nach  e  gniomh  a  bha  lochdacli, 

Cha  'n  fhaicte  e  fo  dhiobradh, 

Ach  an  dearbha  mhi-fhorton. 

Ach  am  prisealachd  stàta, 

Bha'n  toiseach  's  an  abhar. 

Ann  an  cogadh  luchd  strithe, 

Cha  robh  masl'  air  ri  innse, 

Na  m  b'aithne  dhomh  innse, 

Ghleidh  e  onoir  a  shinnsridli, 

JJha  e  mor  ann  san  rioghachd, 

'S  ann  a  inhiodaich  e  n-àrdachd, 

Ann  am  fala  gun  isle, 

Cha  robh  e,  cha  b'  fhiach  leis, 

'S  ann  an  iionmhoireachd  chairdoan, 

Bhi  falbh  fo  bhrat  tìllte. 

Le  seanachas  ri  firinn, 

Eadar  e  bhiodh  na  mhin-fhear, 

O  thoiseach  an  Unne, 

Agus  finid  a  laithean. 

'S  e  fein  's  larla-Shi-Phort, 

Sliochd  direachd  da  brathar, 

Bha  e  mor  ann  a  miadachd, 

Agus  triath  Ghlinne-Garaidh, 

Bha  e  mor  gu  bhi  rioghail, 

Ann  an  dlii-cheangal  lala, 
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E  v.ho  tcjinii  nil'  H  chennsjal, 
S  iiiu'li  ('  .s^aruilli  u  b'aill  1(>(>, 

'8  e  loaiituinii  o'n  tiiii  sin, 

Ciu'ii  n)iiios|yruiiiii  Ku'ii  inhi  ruin, 

'S  iiacli  ^liiast'ar  Ic  ìiiiileaclKÌ, 
Gu  dilinii  's  ^'11  bràth  t>. 

IJii  clioart  Nlu-aiiiiaclias,  's  clia  tngrndli, 

'i'liaobh  t'alacliil  is  cnidreainh, 
Dhut   Cniptiii  Chhmn-rii'uiil, 

Him  ntar  riut,  sa'  fr|iàbha<Ih 
Do  cbois-iiàbbai<ib  taitiu>a(;h, 

'S  do  clioinpanach  leapa, 
N  nin  marcai'lid  n's  astair, 

'S  'iiiinir  stadadh  am  inarsal, 
Bhn  tbu  ad  t-tiiiaiiai.s  air  silt^adb, 

A  ciirL'uchdan,  cho-iuire, 
Ri  bras  easraich  piiine, 

'S  a  spiorad  'ga  fhàjjail, 
Agus  iiaisloan  a  dbiithcha. 

Hi  caoidhearan  iiirsacb, 
'S  an  cridh  air  a  chiiirradh, 

Ma  mhùirneinn  uaii  Gael. 

Thaobh  dligh'  agus  dualchais, 

Bu  daimbeil  ma  d'  ghimilibh, 
Mac-Neill  o  na  ciiaiiitaibh, 

'S  a  dhaoin'  uaisle  gu'n  tàire, 
'Nuair  a  dheireadh  oirbh  trioblaid, 

'S  anil  da  iunnsaidh  a  thigeadli, 
Le  iarrtas  cho  bige, 

Ri  Litir  a  làimhe, 
Chunnaic  each  è  cho  soilleir, 

Teachd  le  cabhlaichiri  troma, 
De  luchd  nan  gath  loma 

Na  choinnidh  do  dh-Ai'os, 
'N  uair  a  thachradh  e  riu, 

Mar  Thriath  's  mar  cheann-uidhe, 
Dheanadh  fhiontan  iad  subhach, 

'S  bu  bhuidheach  'n  am  fhagail. 

Mar  choir  bho  na  flilaitheas, 

Bha  raiintanan  mhathft, 
Mac  lonmhuinn  an  t-Shratha  ; 

'S  cha  ghabhadh  e  fath  air  : 
Ann  an  aimsir  na  rnaige, 

'N  uair  a  ruigeadh  luchd  fuath  e, 
Ba  ghasda  an  ceann  sluagh  e, 

'N  uair  a  gbliiaiste  leis  àrmuina  : 
Bha  e-san  's  an  tim  sin, 

Gu'n  mhasla,  gun  mhi-chliù, 
Ann  am  fochar  a  shinnsridli, 

Le  gniomharadh  dùna; 
Nis  o  chaochail  iad  cleachdadh. 

As  an  àite  bu  cheart  daibh, 
Chluinn  sibh  fein  mar  a  thachair, 

Dhaibh  ann  an  cath  Mhàra. 

Ach  's  e  raghainn  a  ni  mi, 
Bheir  mi  glòir  so  gu  finid, 


'S  nach  gliornH  net  rriondHchd, 

Dhoinh  niliiad  'h  tlia  mi  'g  niitc, 
Gur  h-e  Fionnuchd  san  tim  HÌbh, 

Ann  an  àirt'ninb  no  'n  iniist-adh, 
'N  nair  a  hlia  silib  gu'n  di()l)ra(lli, 

'N-ar  niiad  ìm  'n-ar  àirdi', 
Kadar  Sgalpa  'h  caol-lle, 

(ie  do  b'  Iharfiuiiin  na  criochan, 
Blia  roinn  do  gacli  tir  dbiu 

Fo  chÌ8  duibli  a'  paigheadb, 
NÌ8'o  thuit  na  Htuic  fhion-fhuil, 

Ills  an  abairt  fia  righn*an, 
'Ilia  na  gtuigiin  bu  diis'  dbaibli. 

Air  crionadh  'na'n  aobhar. 


O  R  A  N 

NAM  FmSACHAN  GAELACH. 

'S  i  so  'n  aimsir  a  dhearbhar 

An  targanach  dhuinn, 
'S  bras  meamnach  fir  Alba 

Fo  'n  armaibh  air  thus  ; 
.  'N  uair  dh'  eireas  gach  treun-laoch 

Nan  cideadh  glan  ùr, 
Le  run  feirg'  agus  gairge 

Gu  seirbhis  a  chrùin. 

Theid  mathaibh  na  Gàeltachd 

Gle  shanntach  sa  chùis, 
'S  gur  lionmhor  each  seang-mhear 

A  dhamhsas  le  sunnd, 
Bi'dh  Sasunnaich  caillte 

Gun  taing  dhaibh  ga  chionn, 
Bi'dh  na  Frangaich  nan  campaibh 

Gle  theann  air  an  cùl. 

'N  uair  dh'  eireas  Clann-Domhnuill 

Na  leoghainn  tha  garg. 
Na  beo-bheithir,  mhòr-leathunn, 

Chonnspunnaich,  gharbh, 
Luchd  sheasamh  na  còrach 

G'an  òrdugh  lamh-dhearg, . 
Mo  dhoigh  gu'm  bu  ghòrach 

Dhaibh  toiseachadh  oirbh, 

Tha  Rothaich  a's  Ròsaìcb, 

Gle  dheonach  teachd  'nar  ceann, 
Barraich  an  treas  seòrsa, 

Tha  chomhnaidh  measg  Ghall  ; 
Clann  Donachaidh  cha  bhreug  so 

Gun  eireadh  libh  's  gach  am. 
Mar  sin  is  clann  Reabhair 

Fir  ghleusta,  nach  eisd  gu'n  bhi  annt. 

'S  iad  Clann-an-Nab  an  seòrsa 
A  theid  boidheach  nan  triall, 

'S  glan  comhdach  nan  comhlaina 
Luchd  leonadh  nam  fiadh  ; 
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lad  fc'in  a's  Claim- Phàrlaiti 

Clann- Mhuirich  nach  sòradh 

l)i'(;aiti  ardaiiacli,  diaii, 

A  choniispairii  ud  ial, 

'S  ami  a  b'  àbhaist  gaii  àircainh 

Drt'ain  t'iiuilteach  gun  mhòr-chùis 

Bill  'm  fabhar  Shiol-Chuiim. 

Ga'ii  coir  a  bhi  tial, 

Gur  gaisgeil  fior-sheolta, 

Na  Leòdaich  am  pòr  glan 

Ar  mòr  thionail  chiad, 

C'ha  b'  fliòlacb  'iir  siol, 

Ni  sibh  spòltadh  air  feòlach 

Dream  rioghail  gun  fhòtiis 

A  stròiceadh  fo  'n  ian. 

Nail  gòrsaitl,  's  naa  sgiath, 

Gur  iieartmhor,  ro-eolach 

Tha  Granndaich  mar  b'  àbhaist 

'LJr  ii-oig-t"hir,  's  \iv  liath, 

Mu  bhràidh  uisge  Spe, 

Gur  e  criKÌal  'ur  dualchas 

Fir  laidir  ro-dhàicheil 

A  dh'  fhuasgail  sibh  riamli. 

Theid  dan  anns  an  streup. 

Nach  iarr  cairdeas  no  fàbiiar 

Clann  lomnhuinn  o'n  Chreithich 

Air  nàmhaid  fo'n  ghrein  ; 

Fir  ghle  ghlan  gu'n  smCir, 

'S  i  n-ur  làmhach  a  dh'  fhàgas 

Liichd  nan  cuilbheirean  gleusda 

Fuil  bhlath  air  an  fheur. 

Nam  feuma  iiach  diult: 

Thig  Niallaich  th'  air  saile 

Tha  Frisealaich  ainmeil 

Air  bhàrcaibh  nan  siigh, 

Aig  seanachaibh  nan  crioch, 

IjV:  'n  cabhlach  luath  làn-mhur 

Fir  gharbha  ro  chalma, 

()  Bhàghan  nan  tùr. 

'Ur  fearg  cha  bu  shi  ; 

Tha  Catanaich  foirmeil 

Clànn-Illean  o'n  Dreollainn 

Si  'n  armachd  am  miann, 

Theid  sunndach  san  ruaig, 

'An  oath  gairbheach  le  'r  n-armaibh 

Dream  a  chlosadh  aineart, 

A  dhearbh  sibh  'ur  gniomh. 

Gun  taing  choisinn  buaidh  ; 

Dream  rioghail  do-chiosaicht, 

Clann- Choinnich  o  thuath  dhuinn 

Nach  striochda  do'n  t-sluagh, 

Luchd  bhuannachd  gach  cis  ; 

'S  iomadh  mile  deas,  direach, 

Gur  fuasgailteach,  luath-lamhach 

Bheir  inntinii  dhuibh  suas. 

'Ur  n-uaislean  san  stri  ; 

Gur  lionmhor  'ur  tuadh-cheathairn 

Gur  guineach  na  Duimhnich 

Le  'm  buailtibh  de  ni ; 

'N  am  bhi'i'seadh  cheann, 

Thig  sluagh  dumhail  gu'n  chuniita 

Bi'dh  cnuachdan  gan  spiiachdadh 

A  dùthaich  Mhic-Aoidh. 

Le  cniadal  'ur  lann, 

Dream  uasal  ro  uaimhreach, 

Nis  o  chuimbnich  mi  m'  iomrall, 

Bu  dual  bhi  san  Fhraing, 

'S  fàth  iunntraichinn  iad, 

'S  ann  o  Dhiarmad  a  shiolaich 

Fir  chunnabhalach  chumaite, 

For  lionmhor  nach  gaiin. 

Ni  cuimse  le  'n  laimb. 

Nach  dean  iomluas  mu  aona-chuis 

Tha  Stiùbhartaich  ùr  ghlan 

Chionn  iunntais  gu  bràth, 

Nam  fìuraiii  gun  ghiomh, 

Gur  muirneach  ri  'n  iomradh 

Fir  shunndach  nan  lu-chleas 

Clann- Fhiunnlaidh  Bhrài'-bhàrr. 

Nach  tionndaidh  le  fiamh, 

Nach  gabh  ciiram  roi  mhùiseag 

Thig  Gordanaich,  's  Greumaich, 

Cha  b'  fhiii  leo  bhi  crion, 

Grad  gleusd  as  gach  tir  ; 

Cha  bu  shiigradh  do  dhù-ghall 

An  cogadh  righ  Tearlach 

Cùis  a  bhuin  dhibh. 

Gum  b'  fheumail  dha  sibh  ; 

Griogaraich  nan  geur-lann 

Gur  lionmhor  lamb  theoma 

Dream  speiseil  nam  pios, 

Aig  Eoghann  Loch-iall, 

Air  leam  gum  hi  'n  eucoir 

Fir  cholganda,  bhorgaiida, 

'Nuair  dh'  eighte  sibh  sios. 

'S  oirdheirce  gniomh, 

lad  mar  thuilbheum  air  chorra-ghleus, 

Siosalaich  nan  geur-lann 

'S  air  chon-f'hadh  ro  dhian 

Theid  treun  air  chul  arm, 

'S  i  mo  dhùilse  nam  rusgadli 

An  Albainn  's  an  Eirinn 

Nach  diult  sibh  dol  sios. 

B'  e  'ur  beus  a  bhi  gàrg. 
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All  am  dul  H  hhuulaiili 

B'  e  'ii  cruuditl  'iir  chIj;, 
Bu  Khiiiiit'iicli  iir  bciiinaii 

'N  uiiir  dli'  cirnidh  'ur  iVarg. 

Nam  biodh  jjiich  cuniidh  treiiii-inlior 

Ije  chcilc  sun  am, 
liid  nir  aon  iiiiitiiin  dhirich 

Gun  t'hiaradh,  ^tiii  chain, 
J  ad  cho  cinn  teach  ri  aon  i'hear, 

'S  iad  titheach  air  geall, 
Dh'  aindeoin  niiiisea^  nan  dù-GhalI, 

Thig  cuis  thai*  an  cuunn. 


CROSDIIANACIID 

FHIB  NAN  DRUIMNEAN. 

Tha  bith  111'  an  tir  na  DreoUainn, 

'S  coir  dhuinn  aithris, 
Tha  moran  deth  tigh'u  am  biochionnt' 

Ri  gnas  Shasulnn, 
Ni  'm  beil  duin'  uasal,  no  iosal, 

No  fear  fearainn, 
Leis  nach  àiU,  gu  moran  buinig, 

Ceird  a  bharrachd. 
Tha  ceird  ur  aig  fear  nan  Druimnean, 

Th'  air  leinn  tha  cronail ; 
B'àill  leis  fein  a  dhol  an  àite 

Mhaisteir  Sgoile, 
An  t-òide  siu  fein  a  rinn  fhoghlum, 

Le  gloir  Laideann, 
Ghlacadh  leis,  gun  chead  a  cbairdoan, 

A  cheaird  a  bh'aige. 

Lahhairt — 'S  e  an  t-aobhar  a  thug  do  dhaoine 
aire  thoirt  do  shannt  an  sgoileir  so,  'nuair  a  mh- 
iannaich  se  cheaird  do  bhi  aigoide  foghluim,  nach 
laimhsicheadh  e  i,  mar  laimhsicheadh  an  t-oide 
foghluim  fein  i.  Oir  'nuair  a  ghabhadh  an  t-oide 
foghluim  air  a  dhaltachan,  's  ann  a  ghabhadh  e 
air  na  leanabanan,  ach  's  ann  a  ghabhadh  an 
sgoileir  sanntach  so  air  na  daoine  arsaidh  mar  au 
ceudna.  'Nuair  ghabhadh  an  t-oide  foghluim 
air  a  dhaltachan,  's  ann  a  ghabhadh  e  air  na 
ciontaich,  ach  's  ann  a  ghabhadh  an  sgoileir  sannt- 
ach air  na  neo-chiontaich.  'S  ann  uaith  sin  a 
dubhradh — "  Saoilidh  am  fear  a  bhios  na  thàmh, 
gur  e  fein  a's  fearr  lamh  air  an  stiuir,"  ach  cha 
mho  gur  h-e. 

Cha'n  ionnsaich  e  clann,  no  leanabain, 

Mar  bu  choir  dha, 
Gus  am  hi  iad  na'n  daoin'  arsaidh 

Fo  'n  Ian  fheosaig, 


Cha  tugadli  an  CilImochea]laig 

lirentti  bu  clihioine,''^ 
No  ni  rinn  an  ccann  a  b'  aird', 

A'  inàs  'ga  dhioladh. 
Gabhnil  do  cbrios  an  auiii  arsaidh, 

Air  mas  N<>an-dnin', 
'S  fuda  nia'n  ionnsaich  an  gniomh  sin 

('iail  do  th«!angaidh, 
Ge  be  labhraH  ria  an  fhear  ud, 

Coir,  no  cacoir, 
Gabhar  air  a  ghiort'  de  stràcaibh, 

Le  ciios  i'cilidh. 

Lahhairt — Agus  b'fhior  do'n  duine  sin,  cha 
«rfhuairea<lh  riamh  rud  a  dh'ionnsachadh  teanga 
droch  mhuinle,  bu  mheasa  na  gabhail  air  na 
màsan  ann  an  aobhar  na  teanga,  agus  an  teanga 
thuigsinn  gur  h-ann  na  h-aobhar  fein  a  fhuair  am 
mas  am  mor-ghleusadh  sin.  Mar  deanadh  isin  a 
ciall  ni  bu  mheasa,  cha  deanadh  e  idir  ni  b'fhearr 
i.  Uaith  sin  a  dubhradh — "  Am  fear  nach  ionn- 
saich laimh  ri  ghliin,  cha'n  ionnsaich  laimh  ri 
uilean." 

A  chuideachd  da'm  bu  choir  bhi  diamhair, 

'S  a  ghna  'm  falach, 
Cha  d'fhagadh  da'n  dion  bho  chunnart, 

Sion  de  dh'  earradh, 
Bha  iad  aon  uair  an  lathair  fianais, 

An  taigh  greusaich. 
Dubhairt  nighean  Shomhairlef 

Le  rabhart,  sa  gnàs  siomhaiit, 
'S  coir  gu'm  beannaich  sinn  gu  saibhear, 

Cuid  gach  Criosduidh. 
B'fhearr  learn  ge  nach  eil  mi  maoineach, 

No  luach  gearrain, 
Gu'm  biodh  coltas  do  thriuir 

Gu  turn  aig  Calum.| 

Lahhairt — 'S  e  aobhar  thug  do'n  mhnao. 
bheusaich,  cheart,  choir,  so  a  radb,  a  run  deagh 
chneasta,  chum  gu'm  biodh  aig  a  fear  fein  a 
leithid,  sa  bhiodh  aig  a  nàbaidhean  ;  's  nach  suil 
ghointe,  no  lombais,  a  bh'  aic  air  cuid  a  coimh- 
earsnaich.  Mar  bh'aig  Gillebride  Mac-an- 
t-Saoir  ann  an  Ruthaig,  an  Tirithe,  a  mhort 
an  ceithir-tichaid  cearc  le  aon  bheum-sula,  's  a 
bhris  long  mhòr  nan  cuig  crannag,  a  dhaindeoin 
a  cablaicbeaii  sa  h-acraichean.  Uaith  a  sin  a 
dubhradh — "  Sann  de'n  cheaird  a  chungaidh." 

Tha  bith  ur  an  tir  na  DreoUainn, 

A  thog  am  Baron, 
Air  gach  aon  fhear  a  labhras  buna-chainnt, 

Rusgadh  feamain, 
Ma  sgaoileas  air  feadh  gach  tire, 

Am  bith  thog  Tearlach, 


«  See  note,  page  38.  f  The  shoemaker's  wife. 

X  The  shoemaker  who  had  no  children. 
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'S  teann  as  naoh  feudadh  ri  h-uine, 

K-(eiii  bhi  pàiyhte. 
Ma   I'igeas  an  gearan  so  Seuinas, 

Druitheainh  sàr-inhath, 
Cha  tog  e  dochair  inu  dheibhiiiii, 

Ach  glag  inùr  gaire. 

Lahhairt — AgUs  bha  aobhar  na  dha  aig  an  t- 
Siorramh  choir  air  gàir  a  dheanadh,  tliaobh 
gu'n  d'riig  timchioll-gbeairadb  airsaii,  lecoinih- 
earsnachd  ban-Spaintich  do  thachair  ris.  'S 
ann  iiaith  sin  a  dubhradh,  "  An  duine  ni  teine 
math  deanadh  e-feiu  a  ghaiadh  lis. 


Note — Tlie  laird  of  Druimin  k?pt  an  old  scliool- 
iiiasler  in  his  house,  in  the  double  capacity  of  tutor  to  liis 
cliildrcn  and  goer  of  errands.  Ihe  dominie  was  one  day 
«cnt  to  a  shoemaker  who  lived  on  the  laird's  grounds,  with 
a  message  ordering  a  pair  of  new  shoes  for  his  master. 
The  souter  declined  the  honour  intended  him,  alleging  as 
a  reason  that  it  was  a  standing  rule  with  him,  "  never  to 
make  a  pair  of  shoes  for  any  customer  till  the  last  which 
he  had  got  were  paid  for."  But  there  was  another,  if 
not  rather  a  piece  of  the  same,  reason  of  the  shoemaker's 
unwillingness  to  make  the  shoes — the  laird  was  a  dreach 
payer;  one,  in  fact,  who  would  run  on  an  account  to  any 
conceivable  length  without  ever  thinking  it  time  to  settle 
it.  Well,  the  wieldcr  of  the  ferula  returned,  and  reported 
to  his  master  the  ipsissinia  verba  of  the  son  of  St  ('ri^pin. 
The  laird  was  so  exasperated  at  the  insolence  of  his  re- 


tainer, that  he  immediately  determined  to  he  rcvrnged  on 
the  souter;  and,  Icht  he  should  have  the  hardihood  to 
deny  his  own  words,  he  took  the  schoolmajter  along  with 
him.  Now,  the  souter  was  a  regular  lickupittle;  a  mean, 
cringing,  fawning,  malicious,  yet  cowardly  wietch;  for, 
when  the  laird  said  to  him,  "  l>id  you  say  to  this  gentle- 
man," pointing  to  the  dominie,  "  that  you  would  make 
no  more  shoes  fur  nic  till  I  had  paid  for  tlie  laet  I 
got  ?"  "  Oh  no,  no.  Sir,"  said  the  shoemaker,  with  an  air 
of  surprise,  "  most  willingly  would  I  convert  all  the 
leather  in  my  possession  into  shoes  for  your  honour.  I 
have  but  too  much  time  to  work  for  those  who  are  not  so 
able  to  i)ay  me,  and  am  therefore  "/w«//s  at  i/our  service." 
The  poor  dominie  was  thunder-struck  at  the  barefaced 
impudence  of  the  "  fause  loon;"  but,  ere  he  had  time  to 
utter  a  word  in  explanation,  the  laird  had  not  only  laid 
the  flattering  unction  to  his  own  soul,  but  seizing  tiie 
preceptor  by  the  throat,  placed  his  head  between  his 
own  knees  in  a  twinkling,  and  clutching  Crispin's  foot- 
strop  in  the  one  hand,  and  lifting  the  dominie's  jjhila- 
beg  with  the  other,  he  therewithal  plied  him  on  the 
bare  buttocks,  so  hotly  and  heavily,  that  he  had  well 
nigh  expended  the  "  wrath"  which  he  had  so  carefully 
been  "nursing"  for  the  rascally  souter.  How  many 
stripes  the  wight  received  deponent  hath  not  said,  but 
true  it  is,  the  number  far  exceeded  that  prescribed  by 
the  law  of  Moses.  Indeed  it  is  doubtful  whether  "the 
man  of  letters"  might  not  have  lost  his  "precious  spunk," 
if  the  shoemaker's  better-half  had  not  flown  to  his  rescue. 
Gentle  dame  !  well  have  I  designated  thee  thy  churlish 
husband's  "  bet/er.ha\{ ["  for  though  the  poor  schoolmaster 
was  both  disgraced  and  jiained  through  his  default,  his 
eyes  were  blind  and  his  heart  hard  as  the  "  nether  mill, 
stone."  And  though  it  may  be  that  no  grey  stone  points 
out  the  place  of  thy  sepulture,  yet  has  the  bard  embalmed 
thy  name  in  his  song. 


AN  T-AOSDANA  MAC-MHATHAIN. 

This  poet  flourished  in  the  seventeenth  century.  He  lived  in  Lochalshe,  Ross-shire, 
where  he  had  free  lands  from  the  Earl  of  Seaforth,  and  was  called  his  bard.  He  was  a 
poet  of  great  merit,  and  composed  as  many  poems  as  would  occupy  a  large  volume  ; 
but  as  they  were  not  committed  to  writing,  they  suffered  the  same  fate  with  tlie 
productions  of  Nial  Mac-Mhurrich,  and  were  lost  by  being  trusted  to  memory  alone. 
The  two. pieces  given  here  is  all  that  can  now  be  found  of  his  works.  "  Cabar  FèigJÌ" 
was  not  composed  by  him,  as  stated  by  some  collectors  of  poetry.  The  first  song  given 
here  was  composed  on  the  Earl  of  Seaforth,  on  his  embarking  at  Dorny,  of  Kintail,  for 
Stornoway.     It  has  been  imitated  in  English  by  Sir  Walter  Scott. 


ORAN  DON  lARLA  THUATHACH 

TRIATH  CHLANN-CHOINNICH. 


Deoch  slainte'n  larla  thuathaicl), 

A  thriall  an  de  thar   chuaintean  bhuain, 

Le  sgioba  laidir  luasganach, 

Nach  pilleadh  càs  na  fuathas  iad, 

Muir  gàìreach  air  gach  guallainn  dh'i ; 

Air  clar  do  lùinge  luaithe, 

Gabh  mi  cead  dhiot  is  fhuair  mi  'n  t-ùr. 


Gu'n  cumadh  Dia  bho  bhaoghal  tim, 
Bho  charraid  cuain  's  bho  chauhisan, 
Bho  charraig  fhuair  gun  chaomhalachd, 
Seachd  beannachd  tuath  is  daonachd  dhut, 
Buaidh  làrach  ri  do  shaoghail  ort, 
Fhir  ghaoil  ga  t-fhaicinu  beò. 
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Gur  gnoth  n  (leas  a  dh-eÌKhiiiii  dhiit, 
Gii'ii  chnias  ^u'li  tais  u  sh«>i(l(>a*lh  ritit', 
Foar  hi'arta  IxMichdail,  };t'ur-(huis(!ach, 
Gil  Hiiniidach,  bras,  iieo-eÌHlvanacli, 
Bhi  fiias^ladh  pailtcaa  ciidaich  dh'i, 
Ga  blireideadh  uir  gacli  bòrd. 


Gu'n  innsinn  ^iitoinh  do  stiùireadaii', 
Fear  cuiinlineacli,  ciallach,  oiirainach, 
'Uli'  aithnicheadb  tiainh  a  chuhitiaicli, 
A  cliuiroadli  sriaii  ri  cùrsairoachd, 
Mil  'm  bristeadh  trian  a  chuirneaii  uirr', 
A  inhuchadh  e  fo  srùiii. 


T-fhear  eolais  laid'ir,  fradharcach, 
Detis  labhrach,  gaireach,  gleoghairach, 
Mill  chiniiteach,  seolta,  faighidiieach, 
Crann  geadha  'na  'd  laiinh  adbairtaicb, 
Mac  Samhail  rasg  mhic-fraoire, 
Sud  mar  thaghainii  dliut  na  seoid. 


Ma  chaidh  thu  null  thar  chuainteanan, 
Air  darach  naomh  a  ghluaiseadh  tu, 
Fir  bhuille  saoir  a  'dh  fhuaigheas  1, 
Bidh  barrantas  dhaoin'  uaisle  leat, 
Bidh  beannach  bhochd,  a's  tuatha  dhut, 
Cha  'n  eagal  baoghal  fuadaich  dhuibh, 
Bidh  Dia  ma  'u  cuairt  da  d'  sheol. 

Mu  sheol  thu  bare  air  fairge  bhuaiiin', 
Thu  fein  's  do  choirneal  Calamanach, 
Fhuah'cliù'n  cùirt  na  'n  Albannach, 
Gur  h-iomadh  turn  a  dhearbhadh  leat, 
Be  sud  an  leoghunn  ainmeil, 
Bu  mhor  seanachas  air  gach  burd. 

Gur  tagha  calla  dh-innsinn  dhut, 
'N  deidh  na  mara  Si-phortaich, 
Thu  dhol  gu  fallain,  firineach, 
Do  Steornabhaidh  bho  linnteantan, 
Bithidh  ro-fhial  gheala  teinteannan, 
Aig  fir  's  aig  mnai  's  toil-inntinn  orra, 
Hi  linn  thu  theachd  gu  'n  cors. 

Gur  h-iomadh  sruthan  firinneach, 
Tha  'n  linntichean  an  t- Si-phortaich, 
Tha  triath  na  h-Earradh  dileas  dhut, 
Le  'n  connspainn  fhearail  innsgineach, 
A  Lochlainn  thig  na  miltean, 
Air  chuan-sgith  gu  teach  Mhic-Leoid. 

'Nuair  cruinneicheas  na  Saileich  leat, 
S  do  chinneadh  neartmhor  tabhachdach, 
Bidh  uaire,  's  clùichjisgairf'achdaich, 


Sa'n  ioiinad  aim  an  tàrhidh  NÌbh, 
Cha  'ii  ioghiiadh  thu  bbi  ardanuch, 
Sa  liuthad    liori-thuil  àluinn, 
A  thu  cairdeach  gu  do  phùr. 

Bidh  Tòrmod  ùg  na  shiubhal  leat, 
Siol-Lfòid  nan  rò-seol  uidht-ainnch, 
Fhir  Htùlta,  choinhnart,  xhuidhicbte, 
Bidh  Ù1  gu  leoir  nam  suidhe  dhuibh, 
Bidh  fìon  Ì8  buuir  le  subhachaii. 
Air  pioHuibh  biiidhe  uir. 


MARBHRANN 

DO  VW  ALASDAIR  DUBH  GHLmNE-OARAIDU. 

Fhuair  mi  sgeula  moch  di-ciadain, 
Air  laimh  fheuma  bha  gu  creuchdach, 
'S  leoir  a  gheurad  ann  sa  'n  leumsa, 
A  nail  o'n  treud  bha  buaghar. 

O  Dhùn-Garannach  ùr  allail, 
Na'n  turp  meara,  's  nan  steud  seanga. 
Nan  gleus  glana,  's  ceutach  sealladh, 
Beuchdail,  allaidh,  uaimhreach. 

Gur  dubhach,  deòrach,  tha  Clann  Dòmhnuill, 
Mu  chreach  Chnòideirt  neart  nan  ròiseol, 
Gaisgich  chròdha,  nach  tais  'n  am  còmhraig, 
Mo  chreach  mhor  's  mo  chruadal. 

Gur  goirt  an  sgaradh  tha'^n  Gleann-garadh, 
O'n  dh'  fhalbh  leannan  nan  arm  glana, 
Da  'm  h'  ainm  Alasdair,  ceann  nam  beannachd, 
Glac  nan  geal  lann  cruaghach. 

Bu  chall  curaidh  do  dh'  Alb'  uile, 
O  dh'  fhalbh  cuileiii,  nan  arm  guineach, 
Bu  gharg  turas,  'n  sealg  nan  cunnart, 
'N  am    dha    bhuille  bhualàdh. 

'S  an  rioghachd  so  fein  bu  fhlathail  t-fheum, 
'S  bu  sgathail  bèum  do  chlaidheimh  geir, 
Do  shamhailt  fein  cha'n  fhac  o'n  dh'  eug  thu, 
Ghaisgeich  èuchdaich,  bhughaich. 

Ge  b'e  dhuisgeadh  t-ain-iochd, 
Bu  dlùth  dha  carraid,  'n  tùs  tarruinii 
Rusgadh  lannan,  surd  air  ghearradh, 
Bruchdan  fal  air  ghuaillean. 

'S  tu  'n  Donullach  dian,  connspunn  nau  triath, 
Morghalach  fial,  ro  lòdraich  nan  cliar, 
Leis  an  òilte  fìon,  agus  or  ga  dhiol, 
Ann  an  aitribh  nan  crioch  sluaghail. 
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A  shliochd  rifrh  Fionnaghaill, 
Nan  corn  geala-glilaic  'h  nan  bi'ÙI  balla-bhrcac, 
'M  pòr  nach  cearbach,  dol  fo  'n  annaibh, 
'N  am  nan  garbh-chath  ruaidhneach. 


Ach  buaidh  a's  alàiute  an  fhir  a  dh-fhàg  tliu, 
Diiineil,  bràithrcil,  cinneil,  cairdeil, 
Gaol  bho  nàmhaid,  gràdh  bho  chàirduan, 
A  shliochd  nan  àrmunn  uasal. 


AN  T-AOSDANA  MAC-'ILLEAN. 

Hector  Maclean,  commonly  called  Eachann  Bacach  an  t  -Aosdàna,  lived  in  the 
seventeenth  century,  and  was  poet  to  Sir  Lachlan  M'Lean,  of  Duart,  from  whom  he  had 
a  small  annuity.  After  much  inquiry,  we  have  not  been  able  to  procure  any  particulars 
of  his  life  worth  publication,  or  seen  any  more  of  his  productions  than  are  published  in 
this  work.  The  following  elegy  attracted  the  particular  attention  of  the  late  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  and  he  has  published  an  imitation,  or  free  translation,  which  is  every  way  worthy 
of  that  great  bard. 


MARBHRANN  DO  SHIR  LACHUINN  MAC-GHILLEAIN 

TRIATH  DHUBH-AIRD. 


Thriall  ar  bunadh  gu  Phàra, 

Co  b'urrainn  da  sheanchas? 
Mac-Mhuirich,*  Mac-Fhearguis, 

Craobh  a  thuinich  re  aimsir, 
Fhriamhaich  bun  ann  an  Alba, 

Chuidich  fear  dhiu'  cath-Gairiach, 
Fhuair  sinn  ullaidh  fear  t-ainme  thcichd  beo- 
Fhuair  sinn,  &c. 

Cha  chraobh  chuire  cha  phlannta, 

Cha  chnòdh  bho'n  uraidh  o'n  d'  fhàs  thu, 

Cha  bhlà  chuirte  ma  bhealltainn, 
Ach  fas  duillich  a's  meanglain, 

A  miar  mullaich  so  dh'  fhilg  sinn, 

Cuir  a  Chriosd  tuilleadh  an  aite  iia  dh'  fhalbh. 
Cuir  a  Chi'iosd,  &c. 

'S  mor  putliar  an  raith-se, 

'S  trom  an  dubhadh-sa  dh'fliàs  oirnn, 
Gur  ro  cumhann  leinn  t-àrdach, 

'N  ciste  luthaidh  na'n  clàran, 
*S  fad  is  cuimhne  leinne  càradh  nam  bòrd. 
'S  fad  is  cuimhne,  dc. 

«  Clerk.Registcr  of  Icolumkill. 


Chaidh  do  chiste  'n  taigh  geamhraidh, 
Cha  do  bhrist  thu  chno  shamhna, 

Misneach  fear  Innse-Gall  thu, 
'S  mor  is  miste  do  ranntaidh, 

Nach  do  chlisg  thu  roi'  naimhdean, 

Fhir  bu  mheasail  an  campa  Mhontroise. 
Fhir  bu  mheasail,  &c. 

Fhir  bu  rioghaile  cleachdadh, 

'S  tu  bu  bhioganta  faicinn, 
A  dol  sios  am  blar  machrach, 

Bhiodh  na  miltin  ma  d'  bhrataich, 
Chuid  bu  phriseile  'n  eachdraidh, 

Luchd  do  mhi-ruin  na'n  caist  ort, 
'S  ann  a  dh'  innste  leo  t-fhasan, 

'Nuair  bu  sgi  leo  cuir  sgapaidh  na'm  feòil. 
'Nuair  bu  sgith,  &c. 

Cha  bhiodh  buannachd  do  d'  nàmhaid, 
Dol  a  dh'  fhuasgladh  bhuat  làmhuinn, 

Bha  thu  buadhach  's  gach  aite, 
Cha  b'e  fuath  mhic  a  mhàile. 

Fear  do  shnuadh  theachd  na  fhàrdaich, 
Cha  dath  uaine  bu  bhin  dhut, 

'Nuair  a  bhuaileadh  an  t-àrdan  ad  phòr. 
'Nuair  a  bhuaileadh,  &c. 
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Gu'iu  b'  uitlirÌReiicli  t-flnMiin  jlhaildi, 

'N  am  imii  craiitiaii  a  hlii'iitiiadli, 
Chum  iinii  deaiiiiul  a  sheidcadli, 

Hhiodli  lanii  tliana  chruaidh,  ghciir  ort, 
'S  tu  fad  IÙ  nil-  an  t-Nlicirm  nìii, 

Clia  tij;(>adli  la^  bhiiilu  iueirl)li  bho  do  dliùrii. 
Cim  tigeadh,  &c. 

'N  Jiiie  cluina'ur  mi  aimNÌr, 

'S  tu  ri  siiil)hal  iia  sealga, 
Cha  hu  chuiiig  ort  a'  gharbhlach, 

l*ic  (ìi'.'ìì  inbliar  cha  d'  l'hàs  i, 
Chuiroadh  umiial  na  spàirn  ort, 

Cha  bhiodh  t'uithil  a  tàrruinne, 
'Nam  biodh  lutha  na  cranuaghail, 

Chiiireadh  siubhal  to  earr-ite  'n  coin. 
Chuireadh  siubhal,  &c. 

Glac  chòmhnnrt  an  càradh, 

'M  bian  ròineach  an  t-sheana  bhruic, 
Cinn  sturach  o'n  chcardaich, 

Cha  bhiodh  òirleach  gu'n  bhùthudh, 
Eadar  smeòirn  agus  gàine, 

Le  neart  còrcaich  a  Flànras, 
Cha  bhiodh  f'eolach  an  tearmad, 

Air  an  seoladh  tu'n  crann  sin  ad  dheùin. 
Air  an  seoladh,  &c. 

Cha  b'e  sin  mo  luan-Càisge, 

'Nuair  a  bhuail  a  ghath  bais  thu, 
'S  truagh  a  dh'  fhag  thu  do  chaii'dean, 

Mar  ghàir  sheillein  air  làraich, 
*N  deigh  a  mealunnau  fhàgail, 

No  uain  earraich  gu'n  mhàthair, 
'S  fada  chluinnear  an  gàraich  mu'n  chrò. 
'S  fada  chluinnear,  &c. 

Gu'm  bu  mhath  do  dhiol  freasdail, 

'N  taigh  mor  am  bial  feasgair, 
Uisge  beatha  nam  feadan, 

Ann  am  piosan  ga  leigeil, 
Sin  a's  clarsach  ga  spreigeadh  ri  ceòl. 
Sin  a's  clarsach,  &c. 

Bhuineadh  dhinne  na  ùr-ros. 

Fear  ar  taighe  's  ar  crun  air, 
Ghabh  an  rathad  air  thus  uainn, 

Liuthad  latha  ri  chùnntas, 
Bh'aig  maithibh  do  dhùthcba, 

Miad  an  aighear  's  a  miiirne, 
Bha  mi  tathaich  do  chùirte. 

Seal  mu'm  b'  aithne  dho  'n  turlar  a  dh'fhalbh, 
Seal  mu'm  b'  aithne,  &c. 


BVòl  dhomh  iriiisf'  na  bh'aca, 

Gu'm  ba'nn  do  mhiaiirian  Shir  Lachuinn, 
Bhiodh  'g  Ù1  f'iona  'n  taigh  laraainn, 

L«>  niiiaidii  ritnheach  n<;ù-a!4-caoin, 
Glùir  bbitiii  agUH  iiiacnaÌH, 

Ann  '.san  am  sin  'm  bu  ghnù  leibh  bhi  pòìt. 
Ann  'san  am  sin,  &c. 

'N  am  na  fàire  bhiodh  glasadh, 

Bliiodh  chlàrsach  ga  creachadh, 
Cha  bhiodh  ceòl  innte    an   tasgaidh, 

Ach  na  mcoir  ga  thoirt  aiste, 
Gu'n  Icon  laimlic  gu'n  laige, 

Gus  'm  bu  nihianach  leibh  cadal  gu  fòill. 
Gus  'm  bu  mhianuch,  &c. 

Bhiodh  na  cearraich  ri  bi'aise, 

lomairt  thùileasg  ma'n  seach  err', 

Fir  fòirne  ri  tartar, 

Toirm  a's  mathadh  air  chairtean, 

Dolair  spàinteach  a's  tastain, 

Bhi'  ga'n  dioladh  gu'n  lasau  na'n  lòrg, 
Bhi  ga'n  dioladh,  &,c. 

Thug  each  teist  air  do  bheusan, 
Bha  gradh  a's  eagal  mhic  Dhe  ort, 

Bha  fath  seirce  ga  d'  cheill  ort, 
Bha  aòigh  deiseach  a's  deilbh  ort, 

Cha  robh  ceist  ort  mar  threun  fhear, 
Bhiodh  na  sgriobhtair  ga'n  leubhadh, 

Ann  ad  thalla  ma'n  eireadh  do  bhòrd. 
Ann  ad  thalla,  &c. 

Ge  bu  lionmhar  ort  frasachd. 

Chum  thu  direach  do  d'  mhacabh, 

Do  bhreid  rimheach  gu'n  srachdadh, 
Cha  do  dhiobalr  ceann  slait  thu, 

O'n  's  e  Criosd  a  b'  fhear  beairt  dhut, 
'Sin  an  Ti  a  leig  leat  an  taod-sgòid. 
'Sin  an  Ti  a  leig,  &c. 

A  mhic  mo  ghlacas  thu'n  stiùir  so, 

Cha  bu  fhlathas  gun  dùchas, 
Dhut  bhi'  grathuinn  air  h-urnaigh, 

Cuir  da  caitheamh  an  triuir  oirr', 
Cuir  an  t-Athair  ann  tùs  oirr', 

Biodh  a  Mac  na  fhear  iuil  oirr', 
An  Spiorad  Naomha  ga  giùlan  gu  iiòs. 
An  Naomha,  &c. 
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Oil  A  N 

DOLACHUNN   MOH   MAC   GILLEOIN 
TRIATH  DHITUH-AIUD. 

A  LACHUINN  òig  gu'n  iriiisinn  ort, 

Sgeul  is  binn  ri  àireanih, 
Nis  o  rinn  e  craobh-sgaoileadh, 

'S  na  bheil  an  taobh  so  dh't'hairge, 
Tha  thu  Ian  do  dh'  fhinealtachd, 

Cho  ceait  sa  dhinnseadh  seanchas, 
Gur  mac  Iain  Ghairbh  da  rireainh  thu, 

An  am  dol  sios  an  garbh-chath. 

A  Lachuinn  dig  gu  'm  faic  mi  t/ta, 

Mar  treigeadh  bòrd  na  bus  mi, 
Gum  faic  mi  fo  cheann  bliadhn  ihu. 

Mar  glac  am  finbhras  drd  mi, 
A  ghnùis  sholta,  's  am  beul  o'n  sochdrach  gdirCy 

Do  dheud  gun  stòir  6'm  binn  thig  gloirj 
O'nfaighinn  pug  a' s  faille. 

'S  e  Ceannard  Chlan-'llleain, 

Dh'fhàs  flathasach  le  cruadal, 
Sgaoil  e  feadh  gach  tighearnais, 

Gu'n  ghleidh  thu  dligheil  t-uaisle, 
Ach  's  iomadh  neach  bu  shugradh  leis, 

Crubadh  ann  an  truaiileachd, 
Ach  rinn  thu  beaii't  bu  cliùtaiche. 

Air  an  dachas  mar  ba  dual  dhut. 

A  Lachuinn  òig  gu  'mfaic  mi  thu,  ^c. 

'S  e  na  chuir  mi  dh'eòlas  ort, 

Dh'  fhàg  an  ceo  ma  m'  shùilean, 
Aig  a  mhiad  sa  fhuair  mi  dheth, 

Gu'n  leig  mi  ruaig  an  tùs  ort, 
Dh'  aithnichinn  air  an  fhaiche  thu, 

A  lub  nan  cas-chiabh  ùr-ghlan, 
Gu'm  b'  ursann-chath  air  gaisgeich  thu, 

Na'n  tigeadh  creach  a  d'  dhiithaich. 

A  Lachuinn  oig  gu  ^m  faici  mi  ihu,  §'C. 

B'  e  sid  an  gasan  leis  bu  taitneach, 

Picean  dait'  a  lùbadh, 
'N  t-iubhar  nuadh  ga  lagh  gu  chluais, 

'M  beatha  bhuat  bu  shiùbhlach, 
Ceir  a's  rùsaid  dlù  fo  t-òrdaig, 

Ite  an  eòin  gu  h-ur-ghlan, 
Mu  chul  an  fheidh  ma'n  gearr  e  leum, 

Bhidh  fhuil  na  leine  brùite. 

A  Lachuinn  oig  gu  ^m  faic  mi  Ihu,  S^c. 

Sid  na  h-airm  a  ghlacainn  dut, 

A  dhol  air  sraid  an  fhùdair  : 
Cuilbhair  a  ghleis  shniamhanaich, 

A  bheul  o'n  cinnteach  cuinise, 


Spantach  làdair,  fulangach, 
'N  laimh  a  churaidh  chliutaich, 

'S  a  'n  sgJHth'bu  trie  an  taisbeaiiadh, 
Air  gha()ird(!afi  deas  nan  lù-chleas. 

A  Lachuinn  oig  gu  'mfaic  mi  thu,  &c. 

Mo  ghaoil  a  'm  fear  caiteanach, 
A  leubh  a  chairt  's  rinn  gual  d'i, 
,  Leis  an  eireadh  na  brataichean, 
I       A  's  teach  o  ghlaic  nam  fuarbheann, 
I  'N  am  diisgadh  as  an  cadal  daibli, 
I       Gu'n  d'  bhuail  thu  pais  ma'n  chluais  orr', 
*S  thiig  thu  steach  an  teachdaireachd, 
'S  an  ceart  air  bhachd  an  guaile. 

A  Lachuinn  oig  gu  'mfaic  mi  thu,  /fc. 

'S  iomadh  bratach  shuaicheanta, 

'N  robh  smuais  a's  cruas  a's  càirdeas, 
JBadar  rutha  Chuirteirnis, 

Gu  Dubh-airt  thun  a  Garbh-lcad, 
Dh'  eireadh  fir  Aird-ghobhar  leat, 

Fir  fhoghainteach  neo-sgàthach, 
Dhearbhainn  fhin  gu'n  geileadh  dhut, 

Fir  ghleusta  bho  Bhra'-chàrnaig. 

A  Lachuiiin  oig  gu  ''mfaic  mi  thu,  §"c, 

Ghluaiseadh  leat  s  na  h-eileanan, 

Dream  nach  ceil  an  gràdh  ort, 
Thigeadh  ort  a  mor-Jnnis, 

A  bhratach  leòghannt'  làidir, 
Chìte  sid  gu  foUaiseach, 

Fir  fhoinnidh  ann  an  Aros, 
Na  fir  ùra  nach  diultadh, 

Sgiùrs  thoirt  air  an  namhaid. 

A  LachuinJi  oig  gu  'm  faic  mi  thu,  A'C. 

Dh'  eireadh  seòid  o'n  Mhuidhe  leat, 

Nach  cuireadh  bruthach  spairn  orr'. 
Nan  ceanna-bheairtean  glana, 

Nan  lannan  geal  's  nan  targaid. 
Nan  cuilbheirean  caol  acuinneach, 

Aig  gaisgich  nan  gniomh  gailbheach, 
A  dheanadh  luath  a  chaisleacha, 

'JM  uair  dh'  eireadh  srad  bho  theanachair. 
A  Lachuinn  oig  gu  'm  faic  mi  thu,  c^c. 

Bratach  aig  Clann-DòmhnuiU, 

'N  a'm  biodh  ad  choir  gu'm  b'  fheairrdc, 
Dh'  fhas  gu  seasmhach,  cruadalach, 

'N  uair  ghluaiseadh  iad  na'n  aruiadh, 
Ann  an  gliocas  firinneach, 

Cho  math  sa  sgriobh  an  seanachas, 
Sid  an  dream  bha  innsgincach, 

Ri  'n  innseadh  nach  robh  leanabail. 

A  Lachuinn  nig  gu  'mfaic  mi  thu,  <^c. 
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LACllUNN  MAC   TIIEARLAICII. 

Laciilan  M'Kinnon,  alias  Lachunn  Mac  Thcnrlaich  Oir/,  flourished  about  the  middle  of 
the  seventeenth  century.  He  was  a  native  of  Strath,  Isle  of  Skye,  and  a  lineal  descendant 
of  the  Ceann-taighe  of  the  M'Kinnons  of  that  place.  His  parents  were  in  comfortable 
circumstances,  and  although  we  have  no  data  to  ascertain  the  extent  of  his  scholastic 
acquirements,  it  is  obvious  from  a  cursory  glance  at  his  productions  that  he  was  not  un- 
lettered,— while  the  purity  and  critical  correctness  of  his  Gaelic,  furnishes  ample  proof 
that  he  studied  and  understood  the  structure  of  that  language.  He  was  an  excellent 
musician,  and  was  in  the  habit,  when  a  young  man,  of  carrying  his  violin  about  with  him 
from  place  to  place — more  for  recreation  and  amusement,  than  for  any  sordid  considera- 
tions of  pecuniary  remuneration.  The  habits  and  predilections  of  his  countrymen,  their 
excessive  fondness  of  poetry,  music  and  dancing,  always  secured  for  such  gifted  indivi- 
duals as  M'Kinnon,  the  warmest  grasp  of  hospitality's  right  hand  wherever  he  went.  He 
seems,  however,  to  have  discontinued  the  practice — in  consequence  of  a  low,  unmanly 
attack  upon  his  character  and  motives  by  a  wandering  bard  of  the  name  of  M'Lennan. 

Talents  and  genius  are  very  seldom  bestowed  upon  any  individual  without  a  copious 
mixture  of  impulses,  that  too  often  seek  their  gratification  in  improper  indulgences.  Burns 
and  Byron  were  constituted  after  this  manner.  Lachlan  M'Kinnon  happened  at  one  time 
to  be  perambulating  the  Main  land,  in  the  district  of  Lochalsh,  where  he  put  up  for  the 
night  in  the  house  of  a  respectable  farmer.  After  supper,  one  of  the  daughters  went  out 
to  prepare  a  bed  for  the  cherished  stranger  in  an  out-house  or  barn.  She  was  accom- 
panied by  a  little  favourite  pug  called  Coireal,  and  the  poet  soon  followed.  Fairly 
ensconced  with  the  fair  and  artless  maid,  and  privacy  favouring  his  designs,  Lachlan 
yielded  to  the  impulses  of  his  heart,  and  the  result  was  an  illegitimate  daughter,  who 
seems  to  have  inherited  the  broad  humour  and  poetic  genius  of  her  father.  Many  of  her 
repartees  and  witticisms  have  descended  to  us  by  oral  recitation,  but  space  remonstrates 
against  our  noticing  but  one,  which  may  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  whole.  Some  time 
after  her  father  married,  her  stepmother  was  going  from  home,  and  meeting  her  about  the 
door  accosted  her  thus : — *'  You're  m\  Jirst-footy  and  pity  you  if  you  are  not  lucky  to 
meet  with  l"  **  Ask  my  father,"  rejoined  the  young  woman,  "and  he  will  tell  you  that  I 
am  the  most  unpropitious  omen  that  could  come  in  your  way."  '*  Dear  me !  how  that  ?'* 
eagerly  inquired  the  stepmother.  **  Because,"  continued  the  other,  "  I  was  the  first  per- 
son he  himself  met,  while  on  his  way  to  marry  you,  and  God  knows  it  was  the  most  un- 
lucky journey  he  ever  made!"  But  we  are  digressing,  and  had  almost  forgot  to  say,  that 
during  M'Kinnon's  struggle  to  deflower  the  farmer's  daughter,  little  Coireal  sounded  so 
loud  an  alarm,  that  he  seized  it  by  the  hind  legs,  and  dashed  out  its  brains  against  the 
wall !  This  has  been  made  the  subject  of  a  very  merry  song,  in  which  our  author  comes 
in  for  a  pretty  round  flagellation. 

Lachlan  M'Kinnon  died  at  a  good  old  age,  and  was  buried  in  his  native  parish,  where 
some  of  his  grandchildren  are  still  living  and  much  respected. 
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LATHA'  SIUBHAL  SLEIBIIE. 


IVI.'t  aBHrHAiso  ort  a  inhulaid, 

Nach  do  dh'fhuirich  thu  iiochd  uam 
'S  nach  do  leig  thu  cadal  doinh, 

S  an  òidhchc  fuda,  fuar, 
JVIa's  aim  a  dh'iarraidh  cunntais  orin, 

A  lunn  thu  air  mo  shuairi, 
Bheir  mise  greis  an  dràsda  dhut 

Air  àireamh  na  tha  bh'uat. 

Latlia'  siubhal  sleibhe  dhomh 

'S  mi  falbh  learn  fein  gu  dlii, 
A  chuideachd  anns  an  astar  siti 

Air  gunna  glaic  a's  cù, 
Gun  thachair  clann  rium  ann  sa'  ghlcann 

A'  gal  gu  farm  chion  iùil : 
Air  learn  gur  h-iad  a  b'àiUidh  dreach 

A  chunnacasS  riamh  1e  m'  shuil. 

Gu'm  b'ioghnadh  learn  mar  thàrladh  dhaibh 

Am  tasach  fad  air  chul, 
Coimeas  luchd  an  aghaidhean 

Gu'n  tagha  de  cheann  iùil, 
Air  beannachadh  neo-fhiata  dhomh 

Gu'n  d'fhiaraich  mi  : — "  Co  sùd?" 
'S  flireagair  iad  gu  cianail  mi 

A'm  briathraibh  mine  ciiiin. 

**  lochd,  a's  Gradh,  a's  Fiùghantas, 

'Nar  triuir  gur  h-e  ar  n-ainm, 
Clann  nan  uaislean  curamach, 

A  choisinn  cliu  's  gach  ball, 
'Nuair  phàìgh  an  fheile  cis  d'an  Eug 

'S  a  chaidh  i-fein  air  chall, 
'Na  thiomnadh  dh'fhag  ar  n-athair  sinn 

Aig  mathaibh  Innse-Gall. 

*'  Tormod  fial  an  t-shugraidh, 

Nach  d'fhàs  m"a  chuinneadh  cruaidh, 
A  bha  gu  fearail  fiiighantach, 

'S  a  chum  a  dhùthchas  suas  ; 
'S  ann  air  a  bha  ar  taghaich, 

O'n  thugadh  Iain  bh'uaitm, 
'S  beag  m'  fharmad  ris  na  feumaich 

O'n  a  bheum  na  cluig  gu  truagh  ! 

"  Bha'n  duin'  ud  ro  fhlathasach, 

'S  e  mathasach  le  ceill, 
Bha  e  gu  fial  fiiighantach, 

'S  a  ghiulan  math  "ga  reir  ; 
Ge  farsuinn  eadar  Arcamh, 

Cathair  Ghlas-cho  's  Baile-Bhòid  : 
Cha  d'  fhuaras  riamh  oid-altrum  ann, 

Cho  pailt'  ri  teach  Mhic-Leòid. 


"  Chaidh  sinn  do  Dhun-Bheagain 

A's  cha  d'iarr  sinn  cead  'ua  thCir, 
Fhuair  sinn,  fàilte  shuilbheara, 

Le  furbailt  a's  le  mùini : 
Gu'n  ghlac  e  sinn  le  acarachd 

Mar  dhaltachan  'nar  triuir, 
A  's  thogadh  e  gach  ncach  agaiiin 

Gu  macant'  air  a  ghlùn. 

**  Fhuair  sinn  greis  'gar  n-àrach, 

Aig  Mac-Leoid  a  bha  san  Dim, 
Greis  eile  gle  shaibheir 

Aig  a  bhrathair  bha'n  Dun-Tuilm  :' 
Sin  'imair  labhair  fiughantas 

Dalt  ùiseil  Dhomhnuill  ghuirm  :  — 
**  Bu  trie  leat  a  bhi  sùgradh  rinn, 

'S  cha  b'  fhasan  ùr  dhuinn  cuirm. 

"  N  am  eiridh  dhuinn  neo-airtneulach 

'S  bladh  maidne  dhol  air  bòrd, 
Gheibhte  gach  ni  riaghailteach, 

Bu  mhiannach  leat  ga  d'  choir  ; 
Cha  d'  chuir  thu  dull  am  priobairtich, 

Cha  b'  fhiach  leat  ach  ni  mòr  ; 
Bu  chleachdadh  air  do  dhitheid  dhut 

Glaiii'  fhiona  mar  ri  ceòl. 

"  Am  fear  a  bh'  air  a  Chomraich 

Bu  chall  soillear  dhuinn  a  bhàs 
Ann  an  cuisibh  diulaiiais, 

Cha  b'  iùdmhail  e'  measg  chaich 
Lamh  sgapaidh  òir,  a's  airgeid  e        , 

Gu'n  dearmad  air  luchd  dhàn, 
A's  mhionnaicheadh  na  clàrsairean 

Nach  e  bu  tàire  l.imh.* 


»  Alluding  to  an  Irish  Harper  of  the  name  of  Cailean 
Cormac,  who,  in  consequence  of  a  misunderstanding,  left 
his  master  and  fled  to  Scotland,  at  that  time  the  savii.g  ark 
of  refugees,  whether  children  of  prose  or  verse.  During; 
his  peregrinations  in  the  hyperborean  regions  of  Caledonia, 
he  visited,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  times,  many  of 
the  Highland  Chieftains  and  families  of  distinction,  whose 
ears  were  not  yet  sufficiently  refinid  to  disrelish  music, 
and  who,  consequently,  appreciated  his  abilities  and  per- 
formances. Among  others  in  whose  families  the  Hibernian 
minstrel  was  well  received,  was  that  of  the  Laird  of  Apple, 
cross.  On  the  day  of  his  departure,  Applecross,  whose 
generosity  was  wcirlhy  of  his  country  and  high  rank,  gave 
Cormac  a  handful  of  gold  pieces  out  of  his  right  hand,  and 
a  similar  quantity  or  silver  ones  out  of  his  left.  Such  a 
splendid  instance  of  genuine  Highland  liberality,  could  not 
but  awake  sentiments  of  the  most  lively  gratitude  in  the 
naturally  feeling  bosom  of  the  minstrel;  who,  upon  his 
arrival  in  the  Kmerald  Isle,  lost  no  opportunity  of  trum. 
peting  forth  the  praises  of  his  benefactor.  The  tide  of  his 
quondam  employer's  rage  having  now  subsided,  and  a 
reconciliation  having  been  effected  between  the  partiee. 


"  Tlinjj  HÌnii  I'uiilj;  Kii'ii  soradli 

C'li  INIac  C'lidiitiiicli  iiuir  nun  ciiiiih, 
I3o'ii  <liiiri'  iochd-iuhor,  teo-chridlinicli, 

S  1)11  lt>o>;liannt  t*  air  nIiui^Ii, 
Ului  urratn  uaisl'  a's  ccaiinais  aij;' 

Air  foarailth  an  taohli    Tuath  ; 
Ctia  cluiirt'  as  goall  a  chailk-adh  c 

Ge  d'  fiuilaicli  oirti  e  'ii  uaigh  ! 

"  O'n  rinii  ati  naigh  'lir  glasadh  onn, 

'8  iinch  faic  mi  sibli  lu'ni  ^hùìl  ; 
'S  ciiiulmch,  cianail,  craiteach,  mi, 

'S  neo  ardanach  nio  shui'd, 
'S  mi  cnimlnu'achadh  nam  braithrcan  sin 

A  b'àillidh  droach  a's  gniiis, 
Gur  trie  a  chum  sibh  coinnidh  rium 

Ajg  Coiiineach  amis  a'  Chiiil. 

*'  Ailpeanaich  mhath  chiar-dhuibh, 

'Gam  bu  dCithchas  liabh  an  Srath, 
D'an  tigeadh  àirm  gii  sgiamhach 

Ge  bu  riabbach  leinn  do  dhath, 
13u  lamh  a  dheanamh  fiadhaich  thu, 

Gu'n  dial  bu  bhiatach  math, 
'S  a  nise  bho  na  thiiall  thu  bh'uainii, 

Cha'ii  iaiTair  sinri  a  staigh. 

*'  Bu  chuimir  glan  do  chalpannan, 

Fo  shliasaid  dhealbhaich  thruim, 
'S  math  thigeadh  breacan  cuachach  ort, 

Mu'ri  cuairt  an  fhcile  chruinn, 
'S  ro  mhath  a  thigeadh  claidheamh  dhut, 

Sgiath  laghach  nam  ball  gvinn, 
Cha  robh  cron  am  fVadharc  ort, 

'Thaobh  t-aghaidh  's  cul  do  chinn. 

"  Nam  togail  mail  do  dhùthchannan, 

'S  ga  'n  dluthachadh  riut  fein  ; 
Bhi'dhmaid  air  'nar  stiubhartan 

'S  'nar  triuir  gu'm  bi'dhmaid  reidh, 
Cha  do  thog  sinn  riabh  bo  Shamhiia  dhut, 

No  Bealltainn  cha  b'e'r  beus, 
Cha  mho  thug  oU'h  air  tuathanach, 

Bu  mho  do  thruas  ri  fheum. " 

Bha'n  di\in'  ud  na  charaid  dhomh, 

'S  cha  char  dhomh'  chliCi  a  sheinn, 
Mas  can  each  gur  masgall  e, 

Leig  tharais  e  na  thim  ; 
Do  bhàs  a  dh-fhàg  mi  muladach, 

'S  ann  chluinnear  e  's  gach  tir, 
Cha  b'ioghna'  mi  ga  t-iondrann, 

Ann  am  cunntais  thoirt  's  an  t-shuim. 

his  master  asked  Cormac  : — "  Creid  i  'n  lamh  bo  fheile  do 
fhuair  tu'n  Albainn?"  i.  e.  which  was  the  most  liberal 
hand  you  found  in  Scotland?  To  which  he  replied:— 
"  Lanih  dheas  fhir  na  Comraich  "—The  right  hand  of 
Applccross.— "  Creid  i  'n  ath  te?"  which  was  the  next? 
— "  Lamh  chlith  fhir  na  Comraich,"  or  the  left  hand  of 
Applecross,  was  the  minstrel's  prompt  and  quaint  reply. 


'S  mi  Ninaointt'arh  air  na  saoidhcann  sin 

'S  a  bhi  ga'ii  caoidh  gii  truagh, 
'S  ainhuil  ghiubh  mi  bhuinig  ann, 

Bhi  taghai(li  air  liiirg  fliiiair, 
An  taoldi  a  chaidh  iad  lliarais, 

'S  ann  tha  dachaigh  nil'  an  t-shluaigh, 
Dh'eug  lannniic  priuiiHa  Sbasuinn  ; 

'S  cha  dùÌNg  «  gn  la  liiaiii  ! 

Ao/<'.— This  l)cautirul  and  pathetic  (ton g  wan  corriposcd 
hy  M.ickinnon  after  the  death  of  koihc  of  his  relationn.  It 
would  appear  that  while  they  lived,  and  while  his  own  cir. 
cum.stances  continued  prosperous,  he  was  mudi  respected 
throufjhout  tlie  coiuitry,  and  was  not  unlre(|iiently  the 
guest  and  companion  of  the  i)est  Kd'try  in  the  Ilixhl.inds. 
No  sooner,  however,  had  death  deprived  him  of  his  friends, 
and  misfortune  liad  robhed  him  of  his  gear,*  than  he  began 
to  experience,  from  the  world  and  his  former  patrons,  the 
bitter  indiflerencc  and  coldness  which  poverty  too  often 
brings  in  her  train.  This  lie  experienced  in  an  especial 
manner,  when,  on  a  Christmas  evening  having  gone  to  the 
Castle  of  Dunvet'an,  where  the  rest  of  the  country  gentry 
were,  as  usual  on  such  occasions,  enjoying  the  hospitality 
of  the  chief,  poor  IMackinnon  was  not  only  unnoticed  and 
neglected,  but  repulsed  from  the  hall,  where,  in  worthier 
days,  and  under  a  worthier  laird,  he  and  his  fathers  were 
wont  to  be  welcome  guests.  In  consequence  of  this  un- 
handsome treatment,  the  indignant  bard  returned  instantly 
to  Strath.  While  pursuing  his  homeward  journey  through 
the  lonely  glen,  beneath  the  towering  Culcens,  and  while 
the  fever  of  his  resentment  still  burned  within  his  bosom, 
he  met,  or  imagined  he  met,  Generosity,  Love,  and  Liber- 
ality, outcasts,  like  himself,  from  the  hearts  and  halls  of 
highland  lairds,  and  bitterly  inveighing  against  the  tyranny 
that  thus  exiled  them,  unfed  and  unclothed,  from  the 
abodes  where  they  were  accustomed  to  reign  and  revel. 
At  length  having  reached  his  home,  he  went  to  bed,  pro. 
bably  supperless,  and  gentle  sleep  not  deigning  to  woo  him, 
but  in  its  stead  the  weeping  muse,  he  composed,  and,  for 
the  first  time,  sung  this  song.  It  was  highly  esteemed  by 
the  Highland  bards  and  seanachais,  the  latter  of  whom 
entitled  the  tune  to  which  it  is  sung,  "  Tri.amh  Fonn  na 
h.Alba"  or  the  third  best  air  in  Scotland  ; — we  have  not 
been  able  to  ascertain  what  airs  were  considered  the  first 
and  second.  In  reference  to  the  time  and  place  where  it 
was  first  sung,  we  may  mention  that  it  was  a  custom  of  the 
old  htghlanders,  when  they  could  not  sleep,  to  sing  on 
their  beds,  and  that  loud  enough  to  waken  all  the  inmates 
of  the  house,  who,  if  the  song  was  good,  never  grudged 
their  slumbers  being  thus  musically  broken. 


O  R  A  N 

DO  NIGHEAN  FHIR  GHEAMBAIT.. 

MocH  sa'  mhadainn  mi  's  Ian  airtneil, 

Tha  mi  'g  aehdain  m'  iunndrainn. 
An  aite  cadail  air  mo  leabaidh, 

Carachadh  sa  tiunntadh. 
Na  'm  faighinn  cead,  gun  rachainn  grad. 

Am  still  gu'n  stad,  gu'n  aon-tamh  ; 
A  dh'  fhios  an  ait'  am  fiosrach  each, 

Gu  'm  beil  mo  ghradh-sa  'n  Geambail. 

*  Lest  this  statement  may  be  mistaken,  it  is  only  to  be 
inferred  that  his  predecessors  had  been  obliged  to  dispose 
of  their  lands,  but  that  he  .«till  had  some  of  the  proceeds 
upon  which  he  lived  ;  but  funds  in  cash,  even  if  consider, 
able,  were  not  regarded  in  those  days  so  honourable  as 
even  a  very  limited  competency  arising  from  a  paternal 
estate. 


LACIIUNN  MAC  TIIEARLAICH. 


83 


'S  ge  fad  air  chuairt,  mi  's  tamull  bh'uuin, 

An  aislitig  bhuan  so  dhùis^  nii  ; 
Thu  blii  again,  aim  am  ghlacaihii, 

l^beaii  bho  'ii  tlaclid-niiior  siigradh. 
A  dhainean  buinig  's  fada  m'  i'hiii roach, 

Ann  an  iomal  dùthcha, 
O  choin  a  chiail !  gu  'm  be  ino  mhiann, 

J3hi  'n  diugh  a  triall  ga  t-iunnsaidh. 

Air  t-iunnsaidh  theid  mi  'n  iiair  a  dheircas, 

Mi  gu  h-eatrom  suniidach  ; 
Gach  ccum  de'n  t-shli{;he,  dol  ga  d'  ruidiiiiin, 

Bi'dh  mo  chridhe  sùgach 
Mo  mliiann  bhi  'n  ceart-uair  air  bheag  cadail 

Ann  ad  chaidridh  greannar  ; 
Mo  dhuil  gun  chleitb,  le  diirachd  mhath, 

Gur  h-e  mo  bheatha  teann  ort. 

Aril  oigh  na  maisc  's  òr-bhuidh  fait, 

'S  do  ghruaidh  air  dreach  an  neionein  ; 
Tha  eideadh  grinn,  mu  dheud  do  chiiin, 

'S  do  beul  bho  'm  binn  thig  òran. 
Rosg  thana  chaoin,  fo  d'  mhala  chaoil, 

'S  do  mheall-shuil,  mhin  ga  seoladh  ; 
S  i'n  t-sheirc  tha  t-eudainn  glireas  gu  eug  mi, 

Mar  toir  clcir  dhomh  coir  ort. 

Gu'n  choir  air  t-fheutainn,  oigh  na  fi-ile, 

Ghreas  mi  tcin  gu  an-himh  ; 
Fhuair  thu  'n  iosad  buaidh  bho  Dhiaruuul,* 

Tha  cuir  ciad  an  geall  ort. 
Ciochan  geala,  air  uchd  meallaidh, 

Miann  gach  fir  'n  am  sealltain  ; 
Do  chion  tallaich  th'  air  mo  mhealladh, 

'S  e  na  eallacli  throm  orm. 

Tha  ruin  nam  fear,  fo  d'  ghùn  am  fahich, 

Seang  chorp,  fallain,  sunndach  ; 
Slios  mar  eala,  cneas  mar  chanach, 

Bho  cheann  tamull  m'  iuil  ort. 
Bho  bharr  do  chinn,  gu  sail  do  bhuinn  ; 

'S  tu  dhamhsadh  grinn  air  iirlar  ; 
Bhi  ga  t-aireamh  "s  gu'n  tu  lathair, 

Ghreas  gu  làr  mo  shiigradh. 

Mo  shugradh  cheil  's  dull  ruit  mar  bhean, 

Oigh  nan  ciabh  glan  faineach  ; 
T-aon  bhroilleach  geal,  trom-cheist  nam  fear, 

'S  nasal  an  t-ion  ban-rlgh. 
Tha  scire,  a's  beusan,  tlachd,  a's  ceutaidh, 

Mar  ri  cheile  fas  riut ; 
Do  ghaol  gach  lò  so  rinn  mo  leon, 

Cho  mor  's  nach  eol  dhomh  aireamh. 

Cha  'n  eol  domh  aireamh,  trian  de  t-àiUeachd, 
Gus  do'n  bhas  gun  geill  mi ; 

•  Bha  'm  "  Bad.seirc"  ami  an  gruaidnean  Dhiarmaid.     | 


Ceillidh,  diutach,  beusach,  muirneach. 

Ccud  fear  ijr  tha  'n  deidli  ort. 
Bi'dh  airnean  bruit  aig  pairt  de  'ti  chutititais,  sin, 

Dlia  'n  diult  thu  caoimhneaK  ; 
Hi'dh  slaint'  as  ùr,  le  fàilte  chiuil, 

Aig  fear  ni  luh  san  roinn  ort. 


S  G  I  A  N    D  U  B  H 

AN  6PR0GA1N  CHAIM. 

Dii'  innsitin  sgeul  m»i  mhalairt  duibh, 
Na  'm  fanadh  sibh  gu  foill, 
I\Iur  dh'  eiricli  do  'n  chall  bhreamais  domh, 
'Nuair  chaidh  mi  do  Dhun-gleòis  ; 
Air  bhi  thall  an  Sgalpa  dhomh, 
Air  cuirm  aig  Lachunn  òg  ; 
Fhuair  mi  bhiodag  thubaisteach, 
Le  a  caisein-uchd'  bha  mor. 

Bu  mhath  a  chuirm  a  bh'an',  an  sin, 
'S  mo  bhean nachd-sa  na  deigh  ; 
'N  fhear  ud  dune  chunnaic  i, 
A  dhi-mol  i  gu  leir  ; 
Ach  fiiuair  mi  fhin  bloidh  biodaig  ami 
Nach  tig  an  la  ni  feum, 
A's  stiallaire  mor  feò^aig  oirr', 
Mur  fhear  d'a  seòrsa  fhein. 

Mas  oil  leibh  an  athais  ud, 
Gu  'n  robh  i  agabh  riamh  ; 
Loinidean  a's  òghnaichean. 
An  conuidh  dhuibh  bu  bhiadh  ; 
Ged'  dheanadh  sibh  cruinneachadh, 
Tuilleadh  a's  coig  ciad  ; 
'S  tearc  fear  gun  chaisein-uchd  aige, 
Cho  gharbhe  ri  torc-fiadh. 

Chuir  an  tir  so  'n  duileachd  mi, 
'Nuair  chunnaic  iad  mur  bha  ; 
Bha  gach  neach  ga  choisrigeadh, 
Roimh  'n  dos  a  bh'air  'a  barr  ; 
Bha  sgonn  do  mhaide  seilich  innt; 
Bu  gheinneanta  rinn  fas  ; 
Bheireadh  saor  neo  chronail  aisde, 
Crosg  da'n  loinid  bhàin. 

Chuir  Mac-Ionmhuinn  bairliiin, 
An  trath  so  mach  sa  'n  tir, 
Chuir  e  na  soachd  barranntais, 
Gu  Donnacha  Mac-a-Fhi ; 
Gabhail  gu  caol  Arcaig  leo, 
Mu  'n  ghabh  i  tànih  sa  'n  tir, 
'Sa  muinntir  fein  thoirt  coiuiie  dh'  i, 
'S  gur  soilleir  i  do  m'  dhkli. 
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C'lia  *ii  i«Mi-n»li«>lai(lh  ghiilUi-blmt  nìii, 
Thug  tim  Ntt'arli  thar  oliadi, 
All  t-arm  a  bita  gun  chuiMi^caflh, 
'Sa  I)'  «)lc  Icaiii  air  ini)  tliaol)!)  ; 
'S  iiiaiif;  sliaNuid  air  am  tacas  1, 
A  liliiotlag  phaitcacli  mliaol  ; 
J>'  iomlaideach  nir  hhònlaibli  1, 
Sginii  dubii  a  sgòniaiii  cbaoil. 

li'  i  sud  ail  bliiodag  rosadacli, 
A  b'  olc,  b'am  air  iiio  rlilialb', 
'Si  ruadb-n»h«'irg  uile  's  c(dtas  d'  i, 
Fo  dhos  de  dl»'  fiiiomiadb  Hath, 
13ba  inaide  reainhar  ficimu'acb  iiitit' 
'S  car  iia  ii-ainliaich  liar 
C'lia  ghearraiih  i  sgiath  cuile.ige, 
Le  builie  no  le  riacb. 

'Nuair  rhaidh  mi  dh'  inrraidh  breathanais, 
Cha  d'  fbuair  mi  ieithid  riamh  ; 
Sin  nuair  tbiiirt  an  Sàileanacb, 
(' Nuair  chàirich  e  rium  biasd  ; 
Mathalt  do  ibuirc  Mhòr-thirich, 
Da'm  beil  an  roibein  liath  ; 
Duirceall  dubh  gun  fhaobhar, 
'N  am  taobhadh  ris  a  bhiadh.) 

"  J3u  mhath  sa  bhruthainn  chaorainn  i, 
'Sa'n  caonnag  nam  fVar  mòr  ; 
'S  e  P'ionn  thug  dh'i  an  latha  sin, 
An  t-ath-bualadh  na  diiòrn  ; 
Thug  e  na  brath-mhionnan  sin, 
Nach  dh'  fhag  i  duine  beò  ; 
'S  nach  robh  neach  ga  'm  beanadli  i, 
Nach  gearradh  i'  gu'  bhròig." 

Thuirt  mi  f'hin  cha'n  fhior  dhut  sin, 
'S  ann  chaill  thu  d'  ciall  le  aois  ; 
Coid  a  chuimhne  's  faid'  agad, 
On  stad  i  gu  bhi  maol ; 
Chaidh  mi  air  mo  ghlùn  d'  i, 
Mu  'n  do  rùisg  i  rium  a  taobh  ;  * 
'S  thug  i  na  seachd  sgairtean  aisd, 
Gus  'n  tug  Mac-Talla  glaodh. 

Bii  clieithir  bliadhna-fichead  d'  i, 
Bhi  'n  citsein  mhoraJi*-Gall  ;f 
'S  fhuair  i  urram  còcaireachd, 
Thar  moran  de  na  bh'  ann  ; 
Bha  Mac-Aoidh  ga  teachdaireachd, 
Mu  'n  deach  e  chòmhraig  theann, 
'S  b'  fhoirmeal  aims  a  chogadh  i, 
Sgian  dubh  an  sprogain  chaim. 

Ged  thigeadh  Clann-Domhnuill, 
'S  na  seòid  a  tha  mu  thuath, 
Mac-Aoidh  an  tùs  feachda  leo, 
'S  garbh  bhratach  an  taobh  tuatb  ; 
'Nuair  thig  a  bhratach  Cheann-Sàileach, 
'S  a  thairnnear  ridhe  suas  ; 

*  Pulling  it  out  of  the  sheulh.  +  Lord  Caithness, 


S  ttarc  fear  gu'n  chai.scin  gaoiseid  air, 
I       Bho  8meig  gu  inhaixhiil  sìuh. 

I  Noti-.—'liw  poet  li.ippt'iicil  to  l)c  one  of  a  party  at  (he 
I  home  ot  1.(1  r/iuitn  ();^,a  rilativi-  of  hin  own,  wlioii,  upon  the 
I  coinpmiy  ''KcKiiiK  |ou  an'  unco  happy,"  tht'y  fill  to 
I  pliiyiiiK  at  a  nor!  of  g.-mu-  culled  luinlaiU  bhiodag.  '1  he 
j  iniumcr  in  which  it  in  played  in  this  :— Ihc  ligliti  are  ex. 
I  tinKuinlicd,  and  cviiy  man  cast*  Iiih  dirk  undt  r  the  table. 
j  'J  he  dirks  arc  then  bliunicd  with  a  nt.iJf.  alter  whicii  a 
I  person,  having  hix  ii(jht  hand  tied  to  Inn  itidc,  and  a  KJove 
I  on  hi.s  kit,  in  bliiidfoldcd  and  put  under  liietalile  to  hand 
I  out  oiie  by  one  in  rotation  to  every  man  who  had  cant  a 
j  diik  in  :  and  every  body  had  to  keep  the  diik  which  fell  to 
I  him  in  this  way.  M'Kinnon's  dirk  was  by  far  tie  best  in 
j  the  whole  collection,  but  he  lost  it  in  the  lottery,  and  got 

in  its  stead  an  old  cnarse  dagger  belonging  to  a  Kintail 
I  man   who    was   ))re.seiit.     'i  his  person    wa«    one   of  thoie 

termed   "  6Va«/»  'Ic  linlh    M/ioiac/t,"  i.  r.  Hairy  M'Kaei. 

M'Kinnon  was  far  from  pleased  with  his  lot,  ami!  he  com- 

posed  this  song  on  the  occasion. 


CURAM  NAM  BAN  fRAlCIIEAN. 

LUINNEAO. 

Hug  hoireann  ItXt-ro  hura-bho, 
Bi'ilh  cùram  air  na  hantruicliean. 
Hug  hoireann  /to-;3  hkra-hho, 
Bidk  ciirum  air  na  bantraichtan. 

BiDii  cLirara  air  na  mnathan  oga, 
'S  moran  air  na  bantraichean, 
Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  SiC. 

Bi'dh  cùram  tim  an  Earraicb  orra, 
Gu'n  hi  'n  t-aran  garin  aca, 
Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  ^c. 

Bi'dh  cùram  mor  a's  eagal  orra, 
Theagamh  nach  hi  clann  aca, 

Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  ^c. 

'Nuair  bhios  cacii  gu  cuirealdach, 
Bi'dh  iads  a  cumh  'an  t-shean-duine, 
Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  <^'C. 

'Nuair  shineas  tu  air  mireadh  riudh', 
Silidh  iad  mar  alltanan, 

Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  ^c. 

Bi'dh  'n  dosan  siar  san  'm  breidean  f  lar, 
Air  cualan  liath  nam  bantraichean, 
Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  <^c. 

Bi'dh  dealg  a'm  bun  an  fheamain  ae, 
'S  breamanach  a  dhamhsas  iad, 

Hug  hoireann  ho-ro,  ^c, 

Ged  bhidhinn  fhin  gun  or  gu'n  spreigh, 
Bu  bheag  mo  speis  do  sheann  te  dhubb, 
Hug  hoireann  horo,  <|-c. 


2^ote. — This  song  was  composed  on  M'Kinnon  hearing 
that  a  friend  of  his  was  about  to  marry  a  rich  old  widow. 


I 


AN  CLAflSAIR  DMA..  85 


AN  CLARSAIR  DALL. 

Roderick  Morison,  the  far-famed  harper  and  poet,  commonly  called  An  Clàrsair  Dall 
was  born  in  the  Island  of  Lewis*,  in  the  year  1G4G.  His  father  was  an  Episcopalian 
Clergyman  in  that  place,  a  man  of  g-reat  respectability  and  goodness  of  heart,  and  a  de- 
scendant of  the  celebrated  Britheamh  Leòyhasach.  He  had  other  two  sons,  Angus  and 
Malcolm.  At  an  early  age,  the  three,  who  were  all  designed  for  the  pulpit,  were  sent 
to  Inverness  to  their  education.  They  were  not  long  there,  when  the  small-pox 
made  its  appearance  in  the  town  with  great  virulence  ;  our  three  pupils  were  seized  with 
it,  and  although  the  best  medical  skill  was  in  requisition,  so  severe  was  the  malady,  that 
Roderick  lost  his  eye-sight,  and  had  his  face — otherwise  a  very  fine,  open  and  expressive 
one, — dreadfully  disfigured  and  contracted  by  it.  His  brothers  were  more  fortunate, — 
they  followed  up  their  clerical  aspirations,  and  having  gone  through  the  curriculum  of 
their  order,  Angus  got  a  living  in  the  parish  of  Contin,  and  Malcolm  was  appointed  to 
the  Chapel  of  Poolewe,  in  the  parish  of  Gairloch,  Ross-shire.  Balked  in  his  juvenile 
anticipations,  and  now  incapacitated  for  any  active,  civil,  military,  or  other  profession, 
Rory  directed  his  attention  to  the  study  of  music,  for  which  nature  had  furnished  him 
with  a  first-rate  genius.  In  this  divine  science  he  greatly  excelled,  and  although  he  was 
no  mean  performer  on  other  musical  instruments,  the  silver-toned  harp  seems  to  have  been 
his  favourite.      On  this  instrument,  he  left  all  other  Highland  amateurs  in  the  rear. 

His  superiority  as  a  musician,  and  his  respectable  connexions  soon  served  him  as  a  pass- 
port to  the  best  circles  in  the  North.  He  was  caressed  and  idolized  by  all  who  could 
appreciate  the  excellence  of  his  minstrelsy.  Induced  by  the  fair  fame  of  his  fellow-harp- 
ers in  Ireland,  he  visited  that  country,  and  probably  profited  by  the  excursion.  On  his 
return  to  Scotland,  he  called  at  every  baronial  residence  in  his  way  ;  the  Scotch  nobility 
and  gentry  were  at  the  time  at  the  Court  of  King  James  in   Holyrood-House — Rory 

*  The  Messrs  Chambers  of  Edinburgh,  in  their  Journal,KNumber  451,  of  Saturday,  September 
19th,  1840,  say,  on  the  authority  of  Mr  I3unting,  that  blind  Rory  was  an  Irishman.  This  is  in- 
correct. AVe  know  liow  much  Journalists  are  at  the  mercy  (»f  others,  and  how  easily  they  are  mis- 
led ;  but  without  at  all  expecting  any  thing  like  omniscitnce  in  the  Messrs  Chambers,  we  think, 
that  before  lending  the  weight  of  their  columns  to  give  currency  to  the  mis-statement,  they  ought 
to  have  informed  themselves  of  the  facts. 

Of  Mr  Bunting,  we  kuownotliing  or  almost  nothing  ;  but  we  sympathize  with  him  in  his  liter- 
ary researches,  and  attempts  to  resuscitate  the  musical  spirit  and  ancient  melody  of  his  country. 
We  protest,  however,  against  his  robbing  us  of  our  sweetest  minstrel — not  for  the  world  would  we 
accord  to  Hibernia  the  honour  of  having  given  birth  to  Itory  Dall — and  for  this  one  reason,  that 
he  was  hova  fide  born  and  brought  up  in  the  Miglilands  of  Scotland  ;  and,  if  a  man  must  be  born 
a  second  time,  it  does  not  necessarily  follow,  that  that  event  must  take  place  in  Ireland.  Mr 
Bunting's  blind  Rory,  goes  by  the  sonorous  name  of  O'Cahan, — we  have  no  objection  to  this  ; 
neither  do  we  lay  claim  to  any  of  the  estates  which  descended  to  the  said  Hory  O'Cahan  as  his 
patrimonial  inheritance,  but  we  claim  for  ourselves  the  honour  of  consanguinity  with  Roderick 
Morison,  the  blind  liarper.  We  have  given  his  birth  and  parentage  ; — we  have  pointed  to  the 
manses  of  his  two  brothers,— we  have  given  his  own  history  as  a  poet,  harper,  and  farmer,  and 
until  these  facts  are  disproved,  the  Irish  historian  must  rest  satisfied  with  his  own  Kory,  and  the 
Messrs  Chambers  must  understand  that  such  tl»ings  as  erroneous  statements  can  be  imported  over 
the  Irish  channel,  much  easier  than  a  Ross-shire  Highlander  can  be  made  an  Irishman. 
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wended  his  way  to  lùliid)urgli,  wlierc  hv.  nu;t  with  that  stc'rliiit^  model  of  u  Iligliland 
Chiel'tain,  .lolui  Broac  M'Lcod  of  Harris,  who  eagerly  engaged  him  as  his  family  harper. 
During  his  stay  under  the  hospitahle  roof  of  this  gentleman,  he  eomposed  several  beautiful 
tunes  and  songs,  and,  among  the  rest,  ihat  faseinating  melody — "  Fcilhian  CranUt'  which 
arose  out  of  the  following  cirenmstance  :  liory,  sitting  one  day  by  the  kitchen  lire,  had 
chanced  to  droj)  the  key  of  his  hai|)  in  tiie  ashes  which  he  was  raking  witii  iiis  fingers,  as 
M'Lcod's  lady  end'retl  and  iiKjuired  of  one  of  the  maids — "  Ciod  e  iha  d/iitk  air 
Muairidh  ?"  ''jV/iuire !  iha  a  c/irann — chaill  e  aan  luatli  e,"  was  the  reply — "  Ma  ta 
feumaxr  crann  tile  'cheannach  do  Ruuiridh  ;"  continued  Mrs  M'Leod  ;  and  the  gifted 
minstrel,  availing  himself  of  the  forced  or  extended  meaning  of  the  word  crann,  forth- 
with composed  the  tune,  clothing  it  in  words  of  side-splitting  humour,  and  representing 
the  kitchen  maids  as  ransacking  every  mercantile  booth  in  the  land,  to  procure  him  Ijis 
lost  implement  I 

Shortly  after  this  period,  we  find  our  author  located  as  a  farmer  at  Totamòr  in 
Glenelg,  at  that  time  the  property  of  his  liberal  patron  M'Leod,  who  gave  him  the  occu- 
pancy of  it  rent-free.  Here  he  remained  during  his  friend's  life,  and  added  largely  to  the 
stock  of  his  musical  and  poetical  compositions. 

An  Clùrsaiì'  Dall  was  fondly  attached  to  his  patron,  whose  fame  he  commemorated  in 
strains  of  unrivalled  beauty  and  excellence.  The  chieftains  of  the  clan  M'Leod  possess- 
ed, perhaps,  greater  nobleness  of  soul  than  any  other  of  the  Highland  gentry;  but  it  must 
be  observed,  that  they  were  peculiarly  successful  in  enlisting  the  immortalizing  strains  of 
the  first  poets  in  their  favour — our  author  and  their  own  immortal  Mary.  Rory's  elegy 
on  John  Breac  M'Leod,  styled,  "  Creach  nan  Ciadan,'''  is  one  of  the  most  pathetic, 
plaintive  and  heart-touching  productions  we  have  read,  during  a  hfe  half  spent  amid  the 
flowery  meadows  of  our  Highland  Parnassus.  After  deploring  the  transition  of  M'Leod's 
virtues,  manliness  and  hospitality  from  the  earth,  he  breaks  forth  in  sombre  forebodings 
as  to  the  degeneracy  of  his  heir,  and  again  luxuriates  in  the  highest  ingredients  of  a 
Lament.  Oran  mor  Mhic-Leoid,  in  which  the  imaginative  powers  of  the  minstrel  con- 
jure up  scenes  of  other  days,  with-  the  vividness  of  reality,  is  a  master-piece  of  the  kind. 
It  comes  before  us  in  the  form  of  a  duet,  in  which  Echo  (the  sound  of  music),  now  ex- 
cluded like  himself  from  the  festive  hall  of  M'Leod,  indulges  in  responsive  strains  of 
lamentation  that  finely  harmonize  with  the  poignancy  of  our  poet's  grief. 

This  last  song  was  composed  after  his  ejectment  from  his  farm,  and  while  on  his  way  to 
his  native  Isle  of  Lewis.  It  is  not  true,  as  stated  by  Mr  Bunting,  that  Rory  Dall  was  a 
wandering  minstrel.  He  indeed  occasionally  visited  gentlemen's  houses,  but  that  was 
always  under  special  invitation — he  was  born  a  minister's  son,  and  did  not  require  to  earn 
his  bread  by  wandering  from  place  to  place.  Rory  Dall  was  much  respected  in  his  age 
and  country  for  those  high  musical  powers  which  have  contributed  so  much  to  the  plea- 
sure and  delight  of  his  countrymen — talents  which  have  obtained  for  himself  the  imperish- 
able fame  of  being  one  of  the  sweetest  and  most  talented  poets  of  our  country.  He  died  at 
a  good  old  age,  and  w  as  interred  in  the  burying  ground  of  I,  in  the  Island  of  Lewis.  Peace 
be  to  his  manes !  never  we  fear,  shall  the  Highlands  of  Scotland  again  produce  his  like. 


AN  CLARSAIR  DALL. 


87 


A  CIIIAD  DI-LUAIN  DE'N  RAIDHK. 


A  CHiAD  di-luaiii  de'n  ràidhe,* 

Ge  d'  bha  iiii  leain  fhin, 
Cha  d'  fhuair  mi  duiiie  an  la  sin, 

A  thainig  am  ghaoith, 
Uh-nnaraich  cia  mar  bha  mi, 

Na'in  bail  learn  dliol  sios, 
An  Tota-mòr  so  fhagail, 

Nach  b'  aite  dhumh  e, 
'Soilleir  dhuinne  thar  chach  uilc, 

Nach  lobh  duln'  a's  tir, 
A  chumadb  fear  mar  chàcli  mi, 

Mar  b'  àbhaist  dhomh  bhi. 

Sin  'nuair  chuala  Fearachar, 

Mi'n  dearmad  aig  each, 
Thàinig  e  na  m'  chòdhail, 

On  b'  eòl   dha  mo  ghnàs. 
Thug  6  leis  air  sgòid  mi, 

Gu  seomar  a  mhnà, 
Anna  lion  an  stop  dhuinn, 

'S  na  sòr  oirn'  a  Ian, 
Ge  d'  tha  e  falamh  's  ro  mhath  'n  airidh, 

'Ghlaine  fo  thoirt  dha, 
*S  gu'm  faigheadh  e  luchd  eòlaìs, 

Na  m  bioidh  a  phòca  làn. 

Labhair  a  bhean  choir  sin, 

Gu  banail  eolach  glic, 
Fhaic  thu  'n  t-uan  gu'n  mhàthair. 

An  clàrsair  gu'n  chruit, 
An  leabhar  gu'n  leubhair, 

'S  e  bheus  a  bhi  druit, 
S'  an  dorlach  gu'ti  fhuasgladh, 

A  suairieach  a  bhruic, 
Ge  d'  tha  thu  falamh  's  ro  mhath  'n  airidh 

Ghlaine  so  thoirt  dhut, 
'S  gu'n  òlamaid  a  dhù  dhiu' 

Air  slainte  an  fhir  bhric,  f 

An  ti  so  tha  mi  'g  iomradh, 

'S  a  'g  iomagainn  do  ghnù, 
Cha  cheil  mi  air  do  mhuinntir, 

Gach  puing  mar  atà, 


*  The  Highlanders  had  a  practice  in  the  olden  times  that 
IS  still  partially  observed  in  certain  parts  even  at  the  pre- 
sent day,  and  that  tended  to  keep  alive  and  fan  those  habits 
of  hospitality  and  friendly  feelings  among  the  inhabitants 
of  particular  districts  for  which  they  are  so  justly  cele- 
brated. The  custom  to  which  we  allude,  was  to  meet  at  an 
appointed  house,  on  the  first  Monday  of  every  quarter,  to 
drink  a  bumper  to  the  beverage  of  the  succeeding,  and 
wish  it  better  or  no  worse  than  the  present. 

t  John  Breac  I^Iacleod. 


Ge  h-eibhinn  learn  r'a  chluinntinn, 

An  saoidh  a  bhidh  slàii, 
Sgeul  nach  taitneach  leamsa. 

Ma  dh'  iomalaid  thu  gnàs, 
Fàth  mo  ghearain  a  bhi  falamh, 

'S  mi  tamull  o  d'  laimh, 
"  'S  faide  'n  fhead  nf>  t-eigheach, 

'S  an  fheusag  air  fas." 

Ge  d'  fhuiligear  gach  ni  's  feudar, 

'S    neo-eibhinn  le  m'  run, 
Thusa  bhidh  'n  clar-sgithe, 

'S  mi  'n  tir  air  do  cliùl, 
Le  m'  fheòsaìg  leathuinn  leòmaich, 

Gu  roibeineach  dlù, 
'S  thusa  a'  giulan  màlaid, 

A  ghnà   ann  san  Dun, 
Fhir  bhric  bhallaich,  meall  na  bh.irail, 

'M  fear  a  thuirt  o  thus — 
*<  'S  fad  o'n  chridhe  cheudna, 

Na  's  cein  bho  bheachd  sùl." 

Ge  d'  tha  mise  an  drasda 

Da  m'  àrach  fad  uat, 
Sloinnidh  mi  mo  phairt, 

Ris  gach  nùbaidh  m'an  cuairt, 
Ma  's  beag  ma's  mor  a  dh'  theudas  mi, 

Spreidh  A  chuir  suas, 
Bioidh  sid  fo  iochd  nan  sàr-fhear, 

Nach  sàraich  am  fuachd, 
Ri  la  gaillionn  an  àrd  bheannabh, 

'S  iad  nach  gearain  ualr, 
'S  trie  an  siubhal  sealbhach, 

Air  shealg  do  'n  taobh-tuath. 

Tha  fir  ghasda  bheòghant*, 

Aig  Eòghann  Loch-iall, 
Nach  seachnadh  an  tòireachd, 

'N  am  togbhail  nan  triath, 
Rachadh  iad  gu'n  sòradh, 

An  còdhail  nan  ciad, 
'S  math  am  fulang  dòrainn, 

'S  tha  cròdhachd  nan  gniomb, 
Fir  ro  ghasda  nach  'eil  meata, 

Nach  d'fhuair  masladh  riamh, 
Mhathas  mo  chuid  dhomhsa, 

'S  mi  'n  dochas  gur  fior. 

'S  iad  Clann-Mhic-'lll-Ainmhaidh, 

'S  oirdheirce  gniomh, 
Luch  shiubhal  a  gharblaich, 

'S  a  mharbhadh  nam  fiadh, 
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Cha  d'  fhuuir  iad  nobhnr  oilbheiim, 

IMur  fulbhndli  iad  slial)h, 
Cha  dciiii  iad  a  hhra^'  oiiiiNa, 

*S  iiach  l»»i{^air  mi  'h  fiacli, 
IMo  cliivaoh  ina  'n  coiniiidh  "s  i  f(»'ii  comraic, 

'IJ'e  an  coiniinn  ino  iiiliiaMii, 
Buacliailloan  mo  tlii-t'iid, 

*N  uair  iiach  leir  dliuibh  a  ghiiaji. 

Tha  slioclid  Iain  Mhic-Mbui  tniiui,* 

(iu  tàbbachilach  trciiii, 
Raii^haiiin  air  an  iiaimlidcaH, 

All  cairdoas,  gn'n  bhrtMii;, 
Cha  bhuin  iad  li  lal-bhcairt, 

Mo  lambsa  iiach  spcis, 
"  Far  an  isl'  an  gàradli, 

Cha  ghiià  k'o  a  leum," 
Na  fir  ghasda  gu'n  bhi  meata, 

'S  iad  nach  seac.hainn  strciip, 
Le  'n  toirear  buaidh  's  gach  spairne, 

Arju  's  gach  àite  dha  'n  tcid. 

Clann-a-Phif  ri'  n  seanachas, 

'S  neo-leanabaidh  na  seòid, 
Buidheau  nan  sgiath  balla-bhnac 

A  dhearbhadh  an  gleòis, 
'S  iad  nach  seachnadh  fuathas, 

'N  am  bl)ualadh  nan  sron, 
Ge  b'  e  chuireadh  IVarg  orr' 

Cha  b'  f'harmadach  dhò, 
'N  am  tarrainn  nan  lanu  tana, 

Caisgear  carraid  leò, 
•■'  Buille  'n  corp  cha  bhuail"  iad, 

Tha  uaisle  nam  pòr. 

Tha  Clann-'Ille-Mhaoil  mhùiiite, 

Bha  cliu  orra  riamh, 
Buidhean  tha  do-cheannsaicht, 

Is  ceannsgalach  triall, 
Ri  faicinn  an  naimhdean, 

'S  neo-sgàthach  an  triath, 
B'  annsa  leibh  ruaig  shunndach, 

No  tionntadh  le  fiamh, 
Laochraidh  guineach  nan  arm  fuileach, 

'S  mairg  ri  'ii  bhuin  sibh  riamh, 
Tha  nimh  a's  neart  'n-ar  naimhdeas, 

'S  *ur  càirdeas  gu'n  i'hiar. 

Tha  aig  Colla  còmhlainn, 

Nach  conn-lapach  gleus, 
Luchd  nam  feudan  dùbb-ghorm, 

Nach  diùltadh  ri  feum, 
'N-àm  na  graide  dhusgadh, 

Gu  'n  dùbladh  bhur  feum, 
Bha  tics  aig  Mac-an-Tòis>ich, 

Nach  sòradh  iad  ceum, 

»  Dochanassie  men,  a  very  brave  little  clan  at  that  time. 
t  Lochaikaig  men,  followers  of  Locheil. 


Dol  na  chninnidh  sa'n  la  shoilleir, 
'S  gu'n  iad  coiini;as  chrud, 

B'  annsa  dol  da  biiiialadli, 
No  buaile  'a  fir  thcud. 

'S  iad  sliflchd  Chnlla  chis-mholr, 

Da  rln^adli  a  th'  ann, 
Nach  Ifigeadh  1«  niiiiscag, 

An  cCiis  thar  an  ceann, 
Misuf-ach  cha  do  thrcig  sibh, 

'N  streup  clilanna  Ghall, 
Cha  bu  dual  dailjli  mìo-stà' 

No  niì-thùraclid  ghann, 
Na  fir  churanta  fhuair  urram, 

Re  ))-àm  iomairt  hmn, 
O  minig  luchd  an  aobhair, 

Gu  craobhach  a  call. 

Maille  ris  gach  suairceas, 

Bha  fuaite  ri'r  gne, 
Tharrainn  silih  mar  dhualchas, 

An  uaisle  'n  ar  cleith, 
Gu  creachadh  cha  do  ghluais  sibh, 

Cha  chuala  mi  e, 
B'  annsa  leibh  eun  cluaise, 

Thoirt  nam  le  m'  thoil  fein, 
Na  mo  chreachadh  's  an  dol  seachnd, 

'S  mi  na  m'  aire  mu'm  spreidh, 
'S  mi  gu'n  eagal  tuairgnidh, 

'S  mo  bhuaiie  fo'  r  mein. 


Tha  Gleann-Garadh  ceannsgalach, 

Connspunnach,  cruaidh, 
Chumadh  ri  luchd  aimhreit, 

A  chonnspaid  ud  suas, 
Na  'm  tharrainn  gu  sanntach, 

An  lann  as  an  truaill, 
Bu  mhath  do'r  luchd  gamhiais, 

San  am  ud  bhi  bhuaibh, 
Biodh  ceum  cridheil  air  reang  tri-ear, 

Cha  gleidh  bruinne  buaidh, 
Aig  bùidbeann  a  mhoir  cheann-aird, 

Nach  teanu  mo  chuid  bhuam. 


Tha  'n  taic  na  laimhe, 

An  Ceann-tàile  so  thall, 
Fir  ghasda  neo  sgàthach, 

Ga'm  b'àbhaisd  bhi  teann, 
Ri  faicinn  a  nàmhaid, 

Nach  failinnach  greann, 
Is  trie  a  fhuair  buaidh  làrach, 

Le  àbhachd  an  lann, 
Neart  a  chlaidhe  be  air  rnghainn, 

Nach  dh-fhàs  fathast  fann, 
Coille  's  i  gu'n  chrionach, 

Gur  lionmhor  a  clann. 


AN  CLAIISAIR  DALL. 


89 


'S  iad  marcaich  na  Mòidlie, 

Kir  chi'ò  nam  buudh, 
'INI  beil  ftithn'  aj^us  eùlas, 

Nach  Muradh  an  duais, 
Claiiu-Chointiich  nan  rò-seol, 

Na'n  cròdh'  inhìlean  sluaiJh, 
Na  beathraicheun  beòdha, 

Ga  coir  a  blii  cruaidii, 
Dream  gu'n  laige  ri  am  troide 

Ceann  a  chabraich  suas, 
Aig  luchd  na  gorm  lann  nàimhdeach, 

Nach  sauntaich  mo  bhuar. 


Note. — When  the  harper  composed  this  song,  he  was  rc- 
•idinj?  in  Tota-Mòr,  in  Glenelg,  as  a  farmer,  and  the  few 
of  the  clans  he  alludes  to  were  people  that  he  had  good 
reason  to  fear  would  rob  him,  or,  in  other  words,  carry 
away  his  cattle — a  very  prevalent  practice  in  those  days. 
As,  therefore,  he  had  little  or  no  means  of  defending  him- 
•elf,  he  immediately  called  his  harp  and  his  muse  to  his 
aid,  and  composed  this  song,  in  which  those  dreaded  ene- 
mies are  invested  with  all  the  attributes  of  honour,  honesty, 
and  good  neighbourhood  ;  and,  as  far  as  the  bard  was  con. 
cerned,  they  always  acted  towards  him  in  the  characters 
bis  muse  was  willing  to  believe  they  actually  possessed. 


ORAN 

DO   DH-IAIN   BREAC    MAC-I.KOID. 

Tha  inòran,  mòran  mulaid 

An  deigh  tuineachadh  am  chòm, 
Gur  bliadhna  leam  gach  seachduin, 

Bho  nach  facas  lain  donn  ; 
Na  'n  cluinninn  ged  nach  faicinn, 

Fear  do  phearsa  thigh'nn  do  'n  fhonn, 
Gu'n  sgaoileadh  mo  phràmh  's  m'  airsiu'ul, 

Mar  shneacbd  og  ri  aiteamh  trom. 

Their  mi  hò-rìi  ghealla  heag, 

' S  na  hò-70  challan  h-l, 
Their  mi  hò-ro  ghealla  beug, 

'  S  na  hò-ro  challan  h-i  ; 
Challan  hi  ho  hù-rà  bhìi, 

^  S  na  /lò-rb  challan  hi, 
Gurfada  bho  na  trdthan  s/m, 

Nach  robh  mo  ghràdh  san  tir. 

A  luchd  comuinn  so,  na  'n  elsdeadh  sibh, 

Ri  cuid  de  m'  sgeul,  gu'n  mheang, 
'S  mi  caoidh  an  uasail  bheadaraich, 

Tha  bhuam  an  fheadhs'  air  chall  ; 
Cha  robh  cron  ri  thaotainn  ort, 

Ach  thu  bhi  faoilidh  ann, 
Bho  'n  thuair  mi  gu  h-iir  eibhinn  thu, 

'N  Dun-eideann,  a  measg  Gliall. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  <^c. 


Thug  mi  ionnsaidh  fliada, 

Ah  do  dheigh  'tt  mi  'n  ciadach  cruaidh, 
Thug  mi  ionnsaidh  hhearraideach, 

'S  a  chaiiihanaich  Di-liiaiii  ; 
Cha  d't'huaras  an  t-òg  aigeantach, 

13u  mhacanta  measg  siuaidii, 
'S  cha  'n  tiiaudainn  a  mhisg  àichcadh, 

'S  do  dheoch-.sIainte  del  m'  an  cuairt. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  <^c. 

Thug  mi  ionnsaidh  sgairteal, 

As  do  dheigh  an  cladacli  doirbb, 
Ged  nach  tug  mi  capull  leam, 

Na  agair  mi  na  lorg  ; 
Gu  'n  rubh  mo  choiseachd  adhaiseacb, 

'S  an  rathad  a  bhi  durch, 
Le  breisleich  inhic-nan-cliathan,* 

'S  do  lamh  f'hial  ga  dhioladh  orui. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  ^e. 

Fhir  so  tha  mi  g'  iomradh  ort, 

Ga  t-ionndrain  tha  mi  bh'  uam, 
Sròn  ardanach  an  fhiiighantais, 

Cha  b'  fhiu  leat  a  bhi  crion  ; 
!Na  'ii  cluinninn  f6in  's  gu  'n  tigeadh  tu, 

Fhir  chridhe  dhios  nan  crioch, 
Gu'n  òlainn  do  dheoch-slainte, 

Ga  do  phaighinn  i,  de  dh'  fhion. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  S^c. 

Beul  macanta,  ciùin,  rabhairtach, 

'N  uair  tharladh  tu  's  taigh-òsd, 
A  dh'i'hàs  gu  seirceil,  suairce. 

Gaol  na'm  ban,  's  nan  gruagach  og  ; 
'S  iomadh  maighdeann  cheutacli, 

A  bha  deigheil  air  do  phòig, 
Le  'm  b'  ait  bhi  cunntadh  spreidhe  dhut, 

'S  a  deas-lamh  fein  le  deòin. 
Their  mi  ho  ro,  <^c. 

Cha  robh  fuath  na  greathachd  ort, 

Hi  t-amharc  bha  thu  caoin, 
Saighdear  foinnidh,  flathail, 

Air  an  gabhadh  gach  neach  gaol  ; 
Euchdach,  treubhach,  urramach, 

Bha  'n  curaidh  glan  gu'n  ghaoid, 
Gu  fearail,  meanmnach,  measail. 

Air  nach  faighte  an  tiotal  claon. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  ^c 

Saighdear  fearail,  fuasgailteacb, 

Fear  cruadalach,  gu'n  mheang, 
Ceann-feadhna  air  thus  na  brataich  e, 

Ga  taisbeanadh  san  Fhraing  ; 
Thig  airm  air  reir  a  phearsa, 

Air  an  laoch  bu  sgairteil  greann, 
'Nuair  dh'  eireadh  airde  lasrach  ort, 

'S  mairg  a'  cliasadh  riut  san  am. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  <.^c. 

*  An  t-uisgc-beatha. 
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Thi^  claiilht'iiinh  nocrncli,  ntnilinii  dhtit, 

l)e  'ii  t-H»'òrs  as  tVar  sa  bhiiili, 
'S  e  riiluiif^arli  htio  bhanu dlifÌN, 

Cìu  'ii  viiig  a  ('lu'utiiia-bhi-aii'l  diiirii; 
Faobhar  air  a  k>)(^ii>'  cliniuidh  hìii, 

Nac.h  ^abhadli  ItMiin  iia  liib, 
Laiiii  air  illiroacli  na  daolai^', 

'S  i  air  taobh  deas-laiinh  iiiu  nViti. 
Their  mi  /to-ro,  ijjc. 

'S  e  Slid  an  t-ainn  a  t.h:i<^li;tiiin  diit, 

'S  tu  'n  deijjb  an  rotreut, 
As  paidbir  dhug  nacli  diultadb, 

Agiis  liidar  gonn  da  rcir  ; 
Do  ^buiiiia  'ii  dei^h  a  lahnachatlh, 

'S  tu  inarbhtach  air  an  ticmd, 
Ann  san  laiinh  nacli  great^ara, 

'S  tu  Icantainn  as  an  deigh. 
21icir  mi  ho-ro,  i^c. 

'S  fhaiJa  leam  a  chomhnaidh  so, 

Th'  aig  Eoin  a  measg  nan  Gall, 
Cha  ghiorra  leani  an  oidhche, 

IJhi  ga  chuimhncachadh  's  gach  am  ; 
Dh'  f'haoiltichinn  na  'm  laicinn  thu, 

Tigh'nn  seachad  ann  sa  ghleann, 
Cha  ghabhinn  fein  bonn  faiteacbais, 

Ge  d'  ghlacadh  tu  mo  gheall. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  ^c, 

Corr  agus  tri  ràidhean, 

Tha  thu  d'  chadal  sàmhach  bh'  uain, 
Gu'n  t-fhaicinn  bho  na  dh'fhàg  thu  sinn, 

'S  ar  cridhe  ghnàth  to  ghruaim  ; 
A  nis  bho  'n  chuir  thu  cùl  ruinn, 

'Sa  laidh  smùrnein  air  do  ghruaidh, 
Mar  sholas  and  deigh  dorachadais, 

Tha  Tòrmod  mar  bu  dual. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  ^-c. 

'S  e  Tormod  òg  mo  shubhachas. 

Air  bhuidheachas  shiol-Leòid, 
Ma  's  mac  an  ait'  an  athar  thu, 

Thig  fathast  gu  bhi  mòr; 
Ann  san  Dun  gu  flathail, 

'N  robh  do  chinneadh  roi  beò, 
Mac-ratha  dhùisgeas  eibhneas  domh, 

Le  aighear  threig  mi  bròn. 
Their  zni  ho-ro,  <|c. 

Ma  thuirt  iad  ogha  Thòrmoid  riut, 

B'  i  sud  an  fhoirm  fhuil  ghlan, 
Ma  thuirt  iad  iar-ogha  Ruairidh  riut, 

B'  i  'n  ard-fhuil  uaibhreach  mliear  ; 
'S  ogha  'n  Eoin  gun  truailleadh, 

Thug  suairceas  air  gach  neach, 
Mac  an  fhir  nach  b'fhuathach  leam, 

An  nochd  thog  suas  mo  ghean. 
Their  mi  ho-ro,  <^c. 


CREACII-NA-CIADAIN.* 

TiiA  muld,  tha  mulad, 

Lion  niulad  r(»  nihòr  mi, 
'S  gc  d'  i^  «'i^iii  (idinli  fhiilaiig, 

Tha  tuillc  'n  iia's  Icoir  onn  ; 
Throniaicli  sac  air  mo  ghiulan, 

Lc  dùmhludas  dùrainn, 
Dh*  amais  dosgaich  na  bliadhn  onn, 

Creach-na-Ciadain  so  Icon  mi  ! 

Creach-na-Ciadain  so  Icon  mi, 

Dh'  fhàg  Hii  breòite  gu'n  fhiabhras, 
A  dh'i'hògair  mo  shlainte, 

'S  tearc  mo  bhrathair  's  na  criochan  ; 
Agam  glaodh  an  loin  bhrùnaich, 

'N  deigh  a  h-eoin  's  i  'ga  iargairin, 
Dh'  f'hall)h  gach  solas  a  b'  abhaist, 

'S  dh'  t'iiuirich  càiilein  a  in'  t'hiacail. 

Dh'  fhuirich  caillein  a  m'  fhiacail. 

So  i  bhliadhn'  a  thug  car  dhoinh, 
Dh'  fhag  puthar  fo  m'  leine, 

Nach  faothaich  leigh  tha  air  thalamh, 
Mo  leigheas  cha'n  fheudar, 

Cha  re  domh  bhi  fallain, 
Fhuair  mi  dinneir  la  Càisge, 

'S  cha  b'  fheairrde  mo  ghoin  i. 

Cha  b'  fheairrde  mo  ghoin  i, 

Ge  do  bha  mi  mu'n  chò'roinn, 
'N  diugh  gur  buan  domh  ri  aithris, 

Gu'n  bhuail  an  t-earrach  so  bròg  orm  ; 
Mi  mu'm  màighsteir  glè  mhath, 

'S  fad  a  leus  orm  nach  beò  e, 
Ge  do  racha  mi  seachad, 

Cha'n  fhaigh  mi  facal  dheth  chòmhra. 

Cha'n  fhaigh  mi  facal  dheth  chomhra, 

Chleachd  mi  mòran  deth  fhaotainn, 
'N  diugh  dh'  fhaodas  mi  raite, 

Gur  uan  gu'n  mhàthair  san  treud  mi, 
*S  ann  is  gna  dhomh  bhi  tùrsach, 

Gu'n  bhrath  furtachd  as  eugais, 
'S  o'n  a  chaochail  e  àbhaist, 

'S  tearc  a  chaoidh  mo  ghàir  èibhinn. 

'S  tearc  a  chaoidh  mo  ghàir  eibhinn, 

Cha  bheus  domh  bhi  subhach, 
Ghabh  mi  tlachd  ann  bi  tùrsach, 

Chuir  mi  ùigh  ann  bi  dubhach, 
Mu'n  ti  tha  mi  'g  iomi-adh, 

Chuir  an  cuimhne  mo  phutar, 
Nis  o'n  fhuair  an  uaigh  e-san, 

Chaidh  an  caisead  mo  bhruthaich. 


*  This  lamentation  was  composed  on  the  death  of  John 
Breac  Mncleod. 
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Cliaiilh  an  caisead  iiio  bhrtithnich, 

'S  mi  f'o  chumha  da  direadli, 
Dol  an  ti'uiuioad  's  au  àirde, 

An  diii^Oi  a  thainig  niu  dhiobhuil  : 
Dh'  fhalbh  mo  laittieichean  eibhinn, 

O'n  a  tlueig  sibh  Clàr-9gìth«, 
Tha  mo  thaic  aim  sna  h-Earadh 

'N  deigh  fhalach  'na  aunar. 

'N  deigh  fhalach  'na  aonar, 

IJi'dh  e  daonnan  'an  uaigneas, 
Sguul  niu'n  gearanach  daoiric, 

'S  mnai  chaointeach  nan  luath-biios, 
'S  iad  a'  co-stri  r'a  cheile, 

Ceo!  gun  eibhneas  seachd  tniaighe  ! 
Leum  ino  chridhe  'na  spealtaibh, 

M'  an  chaismeachd  'n  uair  chualas. 

Gur  h-i  chaismeachd  so  chualas, 

A  luathaicli  orm  tioma, 
Dh'  Ibàg  io  m'  osnaich  fuil  bhrùitc, 

A'  sioi'-dhrCithadh  air  m'  inuigh, 
*S  fhaide  seachduin  na  bliadhna, 

O'n  a  thriall  sibh  thair  linne, 
Le  fi'iamhach  iia  fialachd, 

Bh'ann  san  lion-bhrat  air  fhilleadh, 

'S  ann  san  lion-bhrat  air  fhilleadh, 

Dh'  fhàg  mi  spionnadh  nan  aitfhann, 
Ceann-uidhe  luchd-ealaidh, 

Mar  ri  earras  luchd-seanachais. 
Agus  ulaidh  aus-dàna, 

Chuir  do  bhàs  iad  gu  h-imcheist ; 
'S  o'n  a  chaidh  thu  sa  chiste, 

Cha  bu  mhis  a  chùis  fbànnaid. 

Cha  bu  mhis  a  chùis  fharmaid, 

Ghabh  mi  tcarbadh  o'n  treud  sin, 
Far  an  robh  mi  a'm  mheanbh-ghair, 

'An  toiseach  aimseir  mo  cheitein, 
'S  ann  an  deireadh  a  Charbhais, 

A  dhearbhadh  ar  feuchain 
Chain  mi  'n  ùr-ghibht,  a  chreach  mi, 

Ann  an  seachduin  na  Ceusda. 

Ann  an  seachduin  na  Ceusda, 

Diciadain  mo  bhristidh, 
Chain  mi  iuchair  na  h-eudail, 

Cha  mhi  aon  neach  is  mist  e, 
Gu'n  bhrath  faighinn  gu  bràth  oirr', 

Sjfeul  a  shàraich  mo  mhisneach  ; 
'S  ann  fo  dhiomhaireachd  m'  àirnean, 

A  tharmaich  mo  niosgaid. 

A  tharmaich  mo  niosgaid, 

Cha'n  fhaidh  mise  bhi  slàn  deth, 

Se  fear  tinn  a  chinn-ghalair, 
A  ni'n  gearan  bochd  cràiteach, 


'S  ann  air  ata  'n  easlaint, 

Nacli  d'  fhiosraich  a  nabaidh, 

'S  cha  inhd  dh'  fhaii'aich  e  thinneas 
Lcis  'n  do  mhilleadii  a  shiainte. 

Far  'n  do  mhilleadh  mo  slilaint  n', 

'S  ann  a  tharmaich  dbòinh  in'  easlaint, 
Gu'n  d'  chuir  aimsir  na  Càisge, 

Mi  gu  bràth  fo  throm  airsneal, 
Gheibh  gach  neach  iio  na  dh'  fhàg  thu, 

Uud  'an  àite  na  bh'  aca, 
Ach  mis  agus  Mkiri, 

A  chuir  a  bràthair  'an  tasgaidh. 

Chaidh  do  bhràthair  'an  tasgaidh, 

'Se  mo  chreach-sa  gur  fior  sud, 
'S  ann  an  diugh  tha  mi  'g  acain. 

Mar  tha  mhac  na  mhaol-ciarain, 
Agus  ise  bochd  bronach, 

'N  deigh  a  leonadh  o'n  chiadain. 
Thug  mo  mhaighstir  math  uamsa, 

Leis  'ii  do  bhuaineadh  mo  phian-bhron. 

Mo  phian-bhron  a  Mbàiri, 

Mar  tha  thu  fo  chumha, 
Nach  faic  thu  do  Bhrathair, 

Mar  a  b'  àbhaist  gu  subhach. 
An  sean-fhacal  gnàthaichte. 

An  diugh  's  fior  e  mar  thubhairt  ;  — 
*'  Cha  robh  meoghail  ga  miad, 

Nach  robh  na  deigh  galach,  dubhach." 

Nach  robh  na  deigh  galach,  dubhach, 

'Se  'm  fear  subhach  am  beairteas, 
Cha'n  fhaigh  piuthar  a  bràthair 

Ach  gheibh  bean  àluinn  leth-leapach, 
Thainig  ar  air  an  dùthaich, 

Dia  a  dhùbladh  an  carta, 
'S  ga  cumail  an  uachdar, 

Gus  am  buadhaich  do  mhac  e. 

Gus  am  buadhaich  do  mhac  e, 

'N  deigh  a  ghlasadh  le  gruagaich, 
Lan  saibhris  is  sunais, 

Ann  san  onair  bu  dual  dut. 
Lean  cùis  's  na  hi  leanbail, 

'S  na  bidh  marbh-ghean  air  t-uais1ean, 
Cum  an  coimeas  ruit  fcin  iad, 

'S  na  toir  beum  dha  t-ainm  Uuairidb. 

Iluairidh  reachdar,  run-meanmach, 

Tartach,  toirbeartach,  teannta, 
Do  shi-seanair  o'n  tainig, 

Cha  b'ion  do  nàmhaid  dol  teann  air, 
'S  Iluairidh  gasda  'na  dheigh, 

Cha  b'e  roghainn  bu  taire, 
'S  an  trcas  Iluairidh  fa  dheireadh, 

Cha  b'e'n  gainneanach  fas  e. 
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An  trens  liiiairidh  de*n  dream  tin, 

A  choÌ8Ìiiti  (reiill  'a  cliu  b'  <*  mi  cliliu, 
CliH  I)'  e  'ii  coillcaiiacli  k;(Iiii  f, 

Acli  ail  t'.caiiiis^alacli  mili-aiit* 
]\ia  'h  tusu  I'uiiiii  8iias, 

All  ceatlirainh    Rauiridh,  iia  dfaniiad, 
Lean  li  siiiiisirt'aclitl  t-aiteaiii, 

'S  II  a  loir  uiasladh  dliu  'ii  aiiiin  sin. 

Na  toir  mnsladh  dha  'ii  aiiiin  sin, 

'S  cnir  Iraiiahas  to  d'  bhru^aii, 
Nu  biodh  daoin'  uiiii  am  barail, 

Ge  d'  tba  car  aig  an  ùig  ort, 
Bidh  gu  tìùgliaiitach  sinachdail, 

Rianail,  rcacbdinlior,  'n  triath  Lcudach, 
*'  Na  t'aic  frid  an  sijil  bridean," 

Cba  cliiiis  dion  do  iMbac-Leùid  e. 

Cha  chùis  dion  do  Mhac-Leòid, 

A  bbi  dòluin  's  rud  aige, 
I^ean  an  dCitbcbas  bu  choir  dhut, 

'S  biodh  inùr-rhuis  na  t-aigneadh, 
Ach  ma  leigeas  tii  dhiot  e, 

Bi'dh  na  ciadan  ga  t-agairt, 
'G  ràdh  gur  crann  shhitag  chrion  thu, 

'N  ait'  a  ghniomharaich  bheacbdail. 

Maide  dh'  fhàs  na  chraoibh  thoraidh, 

Fo  bhlà  onarach  àluinn, 
Ann  an  lies  nan  crann  euchdach, 

Bha  tiachd  nan  ceud  ann  's  gach  ait'  air, 
Lean  an  duthchas  bu  chathair, 

A  inhic  an  athar  a  chràidh  sinn, 
Na  bidh  ad  chrionaich  gu'n  duilleicb, 

Ann  'san  ionad  'u  do  thàmh  thu. 


)(^     O  R  A  N    M  O  R   M  H  I  C  -  L  E  O  1  D. 

[EADAB   AN   CLARSAIR   AGUS   MAC-TAI.LA.] 

MiAD  a  mhulaid  tha  'm  thaghall, 

Dh'  fhag  treoghaid  mo  chleibh  gu  goirt 
Aig  na  rinn  mi  ad  dheighidh, 

Air  m'  aghairt  's  mo  thriall  gu  port. 
'S  ann  bha  mis'  air  do  thoir. 

'S  mi  meas  robh  coir  agam  ort ; 
A  dheagh  mhic  athar  mo  ghràidh. 

B  tu  m'  aighear,  's  rat'  àdh,  's  m'  olc. 

Chaidh  a  chuibhle  mu'n  cuairt, 

Gu'n  do  thiunndaidh  gu  fuachd  am  blàthas, 
Naile  chuna'  mi  uair, 

Dim  flathail  nan  cuach  a  thràigh. 


Far  biodh  taghaich  nan  duan, 

loma'  inathaH  gu'n  chruas,  gu'n  cbàa; 

Dh'  fhalbh  an  lalba  sin  bliuain, 
'S  t)ia  na  t<iigbcan  gu  liiaraidh  fas. 

Dh'  fl>all)h,  mac-tall'  an  an   Dun, 

'N  am  H;;araclidaiiiii  diiinn  r'  ar  triath  ; 
'S  ann  a  tbacliair  e  riuin, 

Air  Hi'acharan  bheanii,  Han  t-tthliabh. 
Labhair  e-saii  air  thuH — 

"  Math  mo  bliarail  gur  tu  ma  's  fior, 
Oitinna'  mist;  fo'  mliuirn, 

Roi  'n  uiridh  an  Dun  nan  cliar." 

A  Mhic-talla,  nan  tùr, 

'  Se  mo  bharail  gur  tiisa  bha, 
Ann  an  teaghlach  an  fhion', 

'S  tu  g-aithris  air  gniomh  mo  lainh  : 
"  'S  math  mo  bharail  gur  mi, 

'S  cha  b'  urasd  dhomh  bhi  mo  tbàinh  ; 
G-eisdeachd  brosluim  gach  ceòil, 

Ann  am  fochar  Mhic-Leoid  an  àigh." 

A  Mhic-talla  so  bha, 

Anns  a  bhaile  'n  do  thar  mi  m'  iuil  ; 
'S  ann  a  nis  dhuinn  ns  leir, 

Gu'm  beil  mis'  a's  tu  fein  air  chùl. 
A  reir  do  chomais  air  sgeul, 

O'n  's  fear  comuinn  mi-fein  a's  tu  ; 
'M  beil  do  mhuinntearas  buan, 

Aig  an  triath  ud,  da'n  dual  an  Dun  ? 

"  Tha  Mac-talla  fo  ghruaiin, 

Anns  an  talla  'm  biodh  fuaim  a  choòil ; 
'S  ionad  taghaich  nan  cliar, 

Gu'n  aighear,  gu'n  mhiag.h,  gu'n  phòit. 
Gu'n  mhire,  gu'n  mhùirn, 

Gu'n  iomracha  dlù  nan  corn  ; 
Gun  chùirm,  gu'n  phailteas  ri  dàimh, 

Gu'n  mhacnas,  gu'n  mhàran  beoil. 

"  'S  rai  Mac-talla,  bha  uair 

'G  eisdeachd  fathrum  nan  duan  gu  tiugh  ; 
Far  bu  mhuirneach  am  beus, 

'N  am  cromadh  do'n  ghrein  san  t-sruth. 
Far  am  b'  fhoirmeal  na  seòid, 

'S  iad  gu  h-òranach,  ceolmhor,  clufh  ; 
Ged  nach  laicte  mo  ghnùis, 

Chluinnt'  aca  sa'a  Dim  mo  gbuth." 

"  'N  am  eiridh  gu  moch, 

Ann  san  teaghlaich,  gu'n  sproc,  gu'n  ghruaim  ! 
Chluinte  gleadhraich  nan  dos, 

'S  an  ceile  na*  cois  on  t-suain  : 
'Nuair  a  ghabhadh  i  Ian, 

'S  i  gu'n  cuireadh  os  n-aird  na  fhuair; 
Le  meoir  fhileanta  bhinn, 

'S  iad  gu  ruith-leumach,  dionach,  luath." 
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'*  Bhiodh  a  riariailair  i'ùìiì, 

Cuir  an  ire  fjur  h-e  bhiudh  aim  ; 
'S  e  g-eiri(lli  na  ineasg, 

'S  an  eibhe  gu  trie  na  cheann. 
Ge  d'  a  b'  ard  leinn  a  fuaim, 

Cha  tuairgneadh  u  sinn  gu  teann  ; 
Chuireadh  tagradh  am  chluais, 

Le  b-aidmbeil  gu  luath,  's  gu  mail. 

'Nuair  a  chuirt'  i  na  tàmh, 

Le  furtachd  na  t'àrdaich  fein  ; 
Dhumli-sa  b'  fhurasda  ràdh, 

Gu'm  bu  churaideach  gàir  nan  teud. 
Le  h'iomairt  dha  làmh, 

A  cuir  a  biiineas  do  chàch  an  ceill  ; 
'S  gu'm  bu  shiubhlach  am  chluais, 

A  moghunn  lughar  le  luasgatt  mheur. 

"  Ann  sa'  fheasgar  na  dheigh, 

N  am  teasa  na  grein  tra  nòin  ; 
Fir  chneatain  ri  clùir, 

'S  mnai'  freagairt  a  ghnù  cuir  leò. 
Da  chomhairieach  ghearr, 

A  labhairt  's  gu  'm  b'àrd  an  gloir  ; 
*S  gu'm  bu  thitheach  an  guin. 

Ail*  an  duine  gu'n  fhuil,  gu'n  fheoil." 

**  Gheibhte  fleasgaich  gu'n  ghrain, 

Na  do  thalla  gu'n  sgràig,  gu'n  t'huath  ; 
Mnai'  fliiornia  'n  fhuilt  reidh, 

Cuir  buineis  an  ceill  le  fuaim. 
Le  ceileireachd  beoil, 

Bhiodh  gu  h-ealanta,  h-ordail,  suairc  ; 
Bhiodh  fear-bogha  'nan  coir, 

Ri  cuir  meo-ghair'  a  mheòir  nan  cluais. 

**  Thoir  teachdaireachd  bhuam, 

Le  deatam,  gu  Ruaridh  òg  ; 
Agus  innis  dha  fein, 

Cuid  de  chunnard  ged  'se  Mac-Leoid. 
E  bhi'g  amharc  na  dheigh, 

Air  an  Iain*  a  dh-eug,  s'  nach  beò  ; 
Ge  bu  shaibhir  a  chliii, 

Cha'n  fhàgadh  e  'n  Dun  gu'n  cheòl." 


Note. — This  song  was  a  favourite  with  Sir  Alcfxandcr 
M'Kenzie,  of  Gairlnch,  who  paid  a  person  to  sing  it  to 
him  every  Christmas  night.  One  of  Sir  Alexander's  ten- 
ants went  to  him  one  day  to  seek  a  lease  of  a  certain  farm. 
The  laird  desired  him  to  sit  down  and  sing  Omn  Mor 
Mhic.Ledid  till  he  should  write  the  document.  The  ten- 
ant remarked  that  he  certainly  set  great  value  on  that 
song.  "  Yes,"  was  his  reply,  "  and  I  am  sorry  that  every 
Highland  laird  has  not  the  same  regard  for  it." 


*  John  Breac  M'Leod  was  one  of  the  last  chieftains 
that  had  in  his  retinue  a  bard,  a  harper,  a  piper,  and  a 
fool,— all  of  them  excellently  and  liberally  provided  for. 
After  his  death,  Dunvegan  Ca.stle  was  neglected  by  his  son 
Roderick,  and  the  services  of  these  functionaries  dispensed 


C  U  M  n  A 

DO    DH-KHEAK   THAI.ASOAIR.* 

Dh-fhai.bh  solas  mo  latha, 

Dhòrchaich  m'  oidhche  gu'n  aighear, 

Cha  'n  eil  lanntair  na  m'  radbad, 

'S  gu'n  mo  chainniean  a'  gabhail, 

Tha  luchd  'm  foineachd  ua'n  laidhe  sa'n  ùir  orr. 

Bas  an  Eoin  so  ma  dheireadb, 

Rinn  ar  leònadh  gu  soillear, 

Sa  chùir  ar  8ÒIas  an  gainnead, 

Dhùisg  e  bròn  an  Eoin  eile, 

Dh-fhag  e  duirt-thromach  eire  mo  ghiùlain. 

Co  chunnaic  no  chuala, 
Sgeul  's  triiime  sa  's  truaidhe  ? 
Na'm  beum  guineach  so  bhuail  oirnn, 
Sa  dh'  thag  uile  fo  ghruaim  sinn, 
Eadar  islean  a's  uaislean  do  dhCithcha. 

Se  siol  Leoid  an  siol  dochair, 

Siol  gu'n  solas,  gu'n  sochair, 

Siol  a  bhroin  a's  na  bochain, 

Siol  gu'n  cheòl  a's  gu'n  bhroslium, 

An  siol  dorainneach  's  goirt  a  rug  sgiùrs  orr. 

Se'n  clàr-sgìth  an  clar  ro  sgith, 

Clar  na  diobhail  's  na  dusgainn, 

Clar  gu'n  eibhneas  lann  osnaidh, 

Clar  nan  deur  air  na  rosgaibh, 

An  clar  geur,  an  clar  goirt,  an  clar  tùrsach. 

Cneidh  air  chneidh  'sa  chneidh  chràiteach, 

Na  seana  chneidhean  ga  'n  arach, 

Na  'n  ùr  chnàrahain  an  dràsta, 

Sgrìob  gach  latha  gar  fàsgadh, 

Gur  trie  taghaich  a  bhàis  a  toirt  spuilldhinn. 

Tha  mi  'gràite  le  ceartas, 

Thaobh  aobharachd  m'  acaid, 

Nach  "  fearr  e  ri  chlaistinn 

An  t-olc  cràiteach  na  fhaicinn," 

'S  claon  a  dh-fhag  an  sean-fhacal  o  thus  e. 


with  to  make  room  for  grooms,  gamekeepers,  factors, 
dogs,  and  the  various  et  cetnas  of  a  fashionable  English 
establishment.  We  here  beg  the  reader  to  note,  that  we 
have  not  said  Hory  was  an  English  gentleman,  but  only 
hinted  that  he  aped  the  manners  of  one.  Eight  stanzas  of 
this  song  are  purposely  omitted,  as  we  think  their  inser. 
tion  would  be  an  outrage  on  our  readers'  sense  of  pro- 
priety. 

•  Mr  John  M'leod,  son  of  Sir  Roderick  M'Leod. 
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John  M'Kav,  the  celebrated  |)i|)('r  and  poet  was  horn  in  the  j)ari.sh  of  (ìah"h)eh,  Ross- 
shire,  in  the  year  IGOG.  Like  his  lather,  who  was  u  native  of  Lord  Reay's  Country,  he 
was  born  blind,  but  with  perhaps  the  exception  of  ;i  slight  shade  on  their  eyes,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  the  most  acute  observer  to  perceive  that  they  had  not  their  sight.  When 
John  had  acquired  the  first  principles  or  elementary  parts  of  music  from  his  father,  he 
was  sent  to  the  College  of  Pipers  in  Skye,  to  finish  his  musical  studies  under  the  auspices 
of  the  celebrated  Mac-Criummein.  There  were  at  this  time  no  fewer  than  eleven  other 
apprentices  studying  with  this  celebrated  master-piper  ;  but  in  the  articles  of  capacity  and 
genius  so  superior  did  Iain  Dall  prove  himself  to  his  fellow-students,  that  he  outstripped 
them  all  in  a  very  short  time.  This  superiority,  or  pre-eminence  naturally  gained  hitn 
the  envy  and  low-souled  ill-will  of  the  others,  and  many  anecdotes  have  traditionally  come 
down  to  us  illustrative  of  their  rivalry  and  wounded  pride.  On  one  occasion  as  John  and 
another  apprentice  were  playing  the  same  tune  alternately,  in  the  highest  key  of  rivalry, 
Mac-Criummein  rcprimandingly  asked  the  other,  "why  he  did  not  play  like  Iain  Dall  f 
to  which  the  chagrined  aspirant  replied,  "  By  Mary,  I'd  do  so  if  my  fingers  had  not 
been  after  the  skate !" — alluding  to  the  conglutinous  touch  of  his  fingers  on  the  chanter- 
holes  after  having  forked  at  some  of  that  fish  at  dinner.  Hence  originated  the  taunt 
which  the  north  country  pipers,  conscious  of  their  own  superiority,  are  in  the  habit  of 
hurling  at  pipers  of  the  more  Southern  districts — *'  T/ia  mheòirean  as  deighe  na  sgaitT 
Genius  is  never  at  a  loss  for  developing  itself,  and  where  there  is  actually  no  casus,  its 
fertility  of  invention  finds  abundant  materials  to  work  upon.  Our  youthful  piper,  it 
appears,  was  somewhat  unfortunate  in  the  appointment  of  his  bed,  during  the  early  period 
of  his  apprenticeship;  in  short,  he  was  infested  with  certain  marauders,  which  detracted 
from  his  comfort  and  sleep.  This  circumstance  he  commemorated  in  the  composition  of  a 
piobaireachd  appropriately  called  " Pronnadh  nam  Mial,'^  which,  although  his  first  effort, 
both  as  regards  its  variations  and  general  structure,  is  equal  to  any  thing  of  the  kind. 

One  of  the  Mac-Cruimmeins,  a  celebrated  musician  known  by  the  cognomen  of  Padruig 
Caogach,  owing,  we  suppose,  to  his  inveterate  habit  of  twinkling  or  winking  with  his  eyes, 
was  about  the  time  composing  a  new  pipe  tune.  Two  years  had  already  elapsed  since 
the  first  two  measures  of  it  became  known  and  popular ;  but  owing  to  its  unfinished  state, 
it  was  called  "  Am  port  Leathach.'^  Some  of  the  greatest  poets  have  experienced  more 
difficulty  in  supplying  a  single  line  or  couplet  than  in  the  structure  and  harmonization  of 
the  entire  piece — musicians,  too,  have  experienced  similar  perplexities — oxia  Padruig  Caog- 
ach had  fairly  stuck.  The  embryo  tune  was  every  where  chanted  and  every  where  ap- 
plauded, and  this  measure  of  public  approbation  tended  to  double  his  anxiety  to  have  it 
finished — but  no  !  the  genius  of  composition  seemed  to  exult  at  a  distance,  and  to  wink  at 
Caogaclis  perplexity.  Tender  of  his  brother's  reputation,  our  blind  author  set  to  work, 
and  finished  the  tune  which  he  called,  "  Lasan  Phàdruig  Chaogaich" — thus  nobly  re- 
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nouncing  any  share  of  the  laudation  which  must  have  flowed  upon  the  coniplction  of  the  ad- 
mired strain.  Patricic,  finding  liis  peculiar  province  usurped  by  a  blind  beardless  youth, 
became  furiously  incensed,  and  bribed  the  other  apprentices  to  do  away  with  his  rival's  life! 
This  they  attempted  one  day  while  walking  together  at  Dun-Bhorraraig,  where  they 
threw  their  blind  friend  over  a  precipice  of  twenty-four  feet  in  height !  John  alighted 
on  the  soles  of  his  feet,  and  suffered  no  material  injury  :  the  place  over  which  he  was 
precipitated  was  shown  to  us,  and  is  yet  recognised  as  Leurn  an  Doill.  The  completion 
of  "Lasan  Phàdruig  Chaoyaicli''  procured  great  praise  for  our  young  musician,  and  gave 
rise  to  the  following  well-known  proverb — *'  Chaidh  an  fhòyhluim  os-ccann  MhiC' 
Cruimein."  i.  e.  '*  the  apprentice  outwits  the  master." 

After  being  seven  years  under  the  tuition  of  Mac-Cruimmein,  he  returned  to  his  native 
parish,  where  he  succeeded  his  father  as  family-piper  to  the  Laird  of  Gairloch.  He  was 
enthusiastically  fond  of  music,  and  the  florid  encomiums  which  every  where  flowed  in 
upon  him,  gave  his  inventive  powers  an  ever-recurrent  stimulus.  During  his  stay  in  this 
excellent  family,  he  composed  no  fewer  than  twenty-four  piobaireachds,  besides  numberless 
strathspeys,  reels  and  jigs — the  most  celebrated  of  which,  are  "  Cailleach  a  Mhaillear^^^ 
and  *^  Cailleach  Liath  Rasaidh.'" 

Finding  himself  ultimately  in  comfortable  circumstances,  he  married,  and  had  two  child- 
ren, a  son  and  a  daughter — the  former  of  whom  was  a  handsome  man.  His  name  was 
Angus,  and  he  was  equal  to  any  of  his  progenitors  in  the  science  of  music.  When  our 
author  became  advanced  in  years,  he  was  put  on  the  superannuated  list,  with  a  small  but 
competent  annuity  ;  and  he  passed  the  remaining  part  of  his  life  in  visiting  gentlemen's 
houses,  where  he  was  always  a  welcome  guest.  His  visits  or  excursions  were  principally 
in  the  country  of  Reay  and  the  Isle  of  Skye.  It  was  during  one  of  these  peregrinations, 
that,  hearing  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tong,  of  the  demise  of  his  patron.  Lord  Reaj%  he 
composed  that  beautiful  pastoral  ''  Coirean-Easam,'*  which  of  itself  might  well  immortalize 
his  fame.  It  is  not  surpassed  by  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  the  Keltic  language — bold,  ma- 
jestic, and  intrepid,  it  commands  admiration  at  first  glance,  and  seems  on  a  nearer  survey 
of  the  entire  magnificent  fabric,  as  the  work  of  some  supernatural  agent. 

After  the  death  of  Sir  Alexander  M'Donald  of  Slate,  John  paid  a  visit  to  his  old  ren- 
dezvous, now  occupied  by  his  friend's  son.  The  aged  bardic-piper  soon  experienced  the 
verification  of  the  adage — new  kings,  new  laws—instead  of  being  honoured  with  a  seat  in 
the  dining-room  as  usual,  he  was  ushered  into  the  servants'  hall  immediately  below — an 
indignity  he  was  by  no  means  disposed  to  pass  sub  silentio.  As  the  young  chief  was 
taking  dinner,  a  liveried  servant  made  his  appearance  in  the  hall,  and  addressing  John 
said — *'  My  master  wishes  you  to  play  one  of  those  tunes  he  often  heard  his  father 
praise" — "  Go  back  to  your  master,"  replied  Iain  Dall  warmly,  *'  and  tell  him  from  inc, 
that  when  I  used  to  play  to  his  father  it  was  to  charm  and  delight  his  ears,  and  not  to 
blow  music  up  in  his  a !" 

Having  returned  to  Gairloch,  he  never  again  went  from  home.  He  died  in  the  year 
1754,  being  consequently  98  years  of  age,  and  was  buried  in  the  same  grave  with  his 
father,  Ruairidh  Dall,  in  the  clachan  of  his  native  parish,  Gairloch. 
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BEANNACHADII   IJAIRD  DO  SIIIll  ALASDAIR  M AC-CHOlNNICIl, 

TKIATII   OIIKAUII-LOCM;    AIll   UlIA   NIOHICAN   TIIIOHEARNA   GIIRANND   A   POSADH. 


Gu'm  bennnuicho  Dia  an  teach  's  an  tin* 
'S  an  ti  thainij^  ùr  'n-ur  ccann, 
Geug  shonna,  sholta  glieibh  cliii, 
'Ni  buannachd  diithclia  's  nach  call. 

A  gheug  a  thainig  'a  an  deagh  uair, 
Dha  'm  bundhacli  miiirn  agus  ceòl 
Ogha  Cboinnich  nan  run  reidh, 
'S  Bharoin  Shrath-Spe  nam  bo. 

()  I  aria  Shi-phort  an  tòs 
Dhiuchd  an  òigh  is  taitneich  beus 
'S  o'n  tuitear  Shaileach  a  ris. 
A  fhreasduileadh  an  righ  iia  fheuni. 

'S  bithidh  Granndaich  uime  nach  tim, 
Bu  treubhaich  ioniairt  's  gach  ball. 
O  Sp6  a  b'  iomadaich  liiine, 
A  's  feidh  air  tirichean  àrd, 

'S  ann  o  na  Cinnidhean  nach  fànn, 
Thainig  ann  òigh  is  glaine  ere, 
Gruaidh  chorcair,  agus  rosg  mall, 
Mala  chaol,  chain,  's  cul  reidh, 

Tha  h-aodann  geal  mar  a  chailc, 

'S  a  corp  sneachaidh  air  dheagh  dhealbh, 

Maoth  leanabh  le  gibtean  saor, 

Air  nach  facas  fraoch  no  fearg. 

Tha  slios  mar  eala  nan  srùth, 
'S  a  cruth  mar  chanach  an  fheoir, 
Cul  cleachdach  air  dhreach  nan  teud, 
No  mar  aiteal  grein  air  or. 

Bu  cheol-cadail  i  gu  suain, 

'S  bu  bhuachaiir  ì  air  do-bhèus 

Cainneal  sholais  feadh  do  theach, 

A  frithealadh  gach  neach  mar  fheum. 

Gu  meal  thu-fein  t-ùr  bhean  og, 
A  Thriath  Ghearr-Loch  nan  corn  fial 
L-e  toil  chairdean  as  gach  tir, 
Gu  meal  thu  ì  's  beannachd  Dhia, 

Gu  meal  sibh  breath,  agus  buaigb, 
Gu  meal  sibh  uaill,  agus  mùirn, 
Gu  meal  sibh  gach  beannachd  an  cein, 
'S  mo  bheannachd  fein  diubh  air  thus. 


'S  iomadh  beannachd  ngus  teist, 
Th'aig  an  òigh  is  glainne  hIìoh, 
'S  beannachd  dlia'n  ti  a  thug  It-is, 
liogha  nam  ban  an  gnè,  sa  meas. 


DAN  COMH-FHURTACHD. 

DO  SHIR  ALASDAIB  MAC-DHOMHNUILL  6HLE1BHTE. 

[Air  dha  thighinn  dhachaigh  a  Lunnainn  do  chaisteal 
Armadail  sa'n  Eilean  Sgiathanach,  agus  a  Bhain-tighearn' 
og  nihaiseach  a  bhi  marbli  a  staigh,  air  chinn  da  thighinn. 
Tharladh  dha  na  phlubaire  dhall  a  bhi  staigh  aig  an  am, 
agus  sheinn  e  'n  dan  a  leanas  na  dhail,  a  ntchdadh  dha  gu'n 
chàill  iomadh  treun  a's  flath  an  ceud  ghràdh,  d'a  b'eigin 
fadheoigh  solas  a  ghlacadh.J 

Beannachd  dhut  o'n  gliabh  thu  'n  t-àm, 
.    O  chrich  nan  Gall  gu  do  thir, 
Dùthchas  tha  ri  slios  a  chuain 
'S  trie  a  choisinn  buaigh  dha'n  righ. 

Do  bheatha  gu  do  thir. fein, 

'Dheagh  Mhic-Dhomhnuill  nan  sèud  saor, 

'S  ait  le  maithibh  Innse-Gall, 

Do  ghluasad  a  nail  thar  chaol. 

'S  ait  le  fearaibh  an  Taobh-tuath, 
Gu'n  bhuannaich  thu  mar  bu  choir 
Trotairnis  uil'  agus  Sleibhte, 
Uidhist  nan  eun  a's  nan  ròn. 

'S  ait  le  fearaibh  an  Taobh-deas, 
Gu'n  shuidhicheadh  tu  ceart  gu  leor, 
'S  tu  sliochd  nan  rirean  o  shean, 
Dha'n  robh  miagh  fainear  air  ceòl. 

Ach  'sann  dhomh-sa  b'aithne  'm  beus, 
Na  ghabh  rium  fein  diu'  o  thus, 
Croinn-iubhair  le  brataicbean  sròil, 
Loingeas  air  chòrs  a's  ròs-iùil. 

Long  a's  leoghann  a's  lamh-dhearg, 
Ga'n  cuir  suas  an  ainm  an  riarh, 
Suaicheantas  le  'n  eireadh  neart, 
'N  uair  thigeadh  'ur  feachd  gu  tir. 


A  PIODAIUE   UALL. 
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Na  'n  tàiliidh  dhuibh'  bin  air  Icirg, 
Fo  nihcirgh'  diia'in  biodh  dearg  a's  ban 
(ju  inaisoacb,  fairilleach,  tr(!uti, 
C'huiroudh  sibh  ratreat  air  each. 

Gu  h-àrmach.  armailteacb,  òg, 
Neo-chearbach  an  tòir  nan  riiag, 
'S  gach  àitc  "n  croinadb  an  ceann, 
liu  leo  na  bhiudli  anti,  'iia  luach. 

Baitbne  dhomli  Sir  Si'uinas  inòr 
'S  b'eòl  dhomh  Uòinhnull  a  nibac, 
B'eòl  dhomh  DòmhnuU  eile  lis, 
Chumadh  to  chis  na  slòigh  ceait. 

B'eòl  dhomh  Dòmhnull  nan  tri  Dòn'uU 
'S  fje  b'òg  e,  bii  nihòr  a  chliù, 
Bbi'db  ft'araibh  Alb'  agus  JMiinn, 
A  'g  èiridl)  leis  anns  gach  cuis. 

B'eol  domh  Sir  Seumas  na  ruin, 
T-athair-sa  mhic-chliiitaich  fein, 
'S  tus  a  nis  an  siathamb  gliin 
Dhordaich  High  nan  dùl  na'n  dcigh. 

Na'n  tuiteadh  m'  aois  cho  fad  a  ni;ic,h, 
'S  do  mhac-sa  theachd  air  mo  tbiin  — 
H'e  sin  dhomh-s'  an  seachdamh  glùn, 
'Thainig  air  an  Dun  ri'  m'  linn. 

'S  cha  'n  ionghadh  dhomh-sa  bhi  crion, 
A's  mo  chiabhag  a  blii  liath 
'S  gach  aon  diu'  le  cridhe  mor 
Toirt  dhomh  airgeid  a's  òir  riamh. 

'S  gach  aon  diu'  ga  m'  àrach  dùth, 
Thuigeadh  iad  uam  giith  nam  meur, 
'S  tha  iadsa  sabhailt  an  diugb, 
Anns  a  bhruth  am  b'eil  iad  fein. 

'S  tha  mis'  air  fuireach  sa'n  ar, 
'S  mi  cuir  a  bhlàir  mar  bha  riamh, 
'S  mo  chridhe  'g  ostiaich  na'n  deigh, 
I\Iar  Oisian  an  deigh,  nam  Fiann  ! 

Gu  meal  thu  t-oigbreacbd,  's  do  chliù, 
Dheagli  MbicDbomhnuill  nan  ruin  rcidh, 
'S  ged  dh'imich  uat  t-  ùr  bhean  òg 
Na  biodh  ort-sa  bron  na  dèigii. 

'Sa  liughad  òigh  thaitnea(;h  gun  di, 
Tha  eadar  Clàr-sgìth  a's  Mon-ròs 
'S  ma  dha  thaobh  Arcamh  a  chùaiii 
Deas  a's  tuath,  thall  sa  biios. 

Agus  iad  \i\V  ort  an  dcigh 
Bbeireadh  dhut  iad-fein  's  an  cuid, 
Oighean  taitneach  nam  beul  binn, 
^iam  meur  grinn,  's  nam  broine  buig. 


Chain  rJgh  Bhrcatainn,  a's  ba  bhcud, 
A  ](*al)aidh  fein  leiig  a  ghatil 
'S  o  na  tbarladh  su<l  n:i  cbar, 
B'eigin  dha  bhi  seal  gu'n  nibnaoi. 

Mac-righ  Sorcha*"  sgiath  nan  arm 
Gur  h-e  b'ainm  dha  Maigbre  borb, 
Chain  e  gheaia-bhean  mar  ghein, 
'S  dh  fhurich  e-fein  na  deigh  beò  ! 

Chain  r'gh  na  h-P>aspaiIt  a  bhean, 
An  ainnir  gbral  nigh'n  righ  Grcig, 
'S  gach  a(m  diubij  gabbail  a  null, 
'S  dh'imich  o  Fhionn  a  bhean  fein. 

On  tha'n  saoghal-so  na  cheò, 

'S  gur  doigh  dha  bhi  dol  mu'n  cuairt  ; 

Bidh'maid  subbach  annain  fein 

'S  beannachd  leis  gach  ni  chaidh  uainn. 


*  As    Myro,  son    of  the   king   of  Sora,*  <vas  one  day 
sailing  in  his  little  barque  aloi);?  the  Irish  coast,  he  came 
to  a  bay,  remarkable  for  its  beautiful  seclusion.     As  his 
eye  wandered  here    and  there   over    every   part  of  the 
smooth  expanse,  it  at  length  rested  on  a  group  of  nymphs 
desporting  themselves,  as  they  thought  unseen,    and  en- 
joying the  cool  of  a  fine  summer's  eve  among  the  waters. 
For  a  time,  he  fancied  them  mermaids,  or  daughters  of 
the  sea,  and  continued  to  g^ze  on  them  with  admiration 
and  awe  ;    but  observing,  as  he  drew  nearer,  that   their 
forms  were  entirely  human,  he  made  all  sail  to  ascertain 
who  they  were!     On  observing  his  approach,  they  darted 
like  lightning  to  conceal  themselves  in  the  crevice  of  an 
adjoining  rock,  whither  fear  and  modesty  compelled  them 
to    seek  a  hasty  retreat.     Determined  to  make  captive  of 
the  fairest,  whosoever  she  might  tie,  he  moored  his  skifF, 
and   went  in  pursuit.      He  soon  pounced  upon   them   in 
their  concealment,  and  carried  ott'  the  most   handsome. 
Awed   wiih    terror,  and  suffused   with  tears,  she  on  her 
knees   imploied    him   for   liberty, — telling    him   that  her 
name  was  ^'  Faine-Soluis"   i.  e.   beam  of  light,  and  that 
her  father  wa<  king  of  that  pait  of  Ireland.     Unmoved 
by  her  entreaties,  lie  conveyed  her  to  his  boat,  ai;d  bore 
her  otr  to  his  own    country,  where  she  lived   with    him 
for  sometime,  as  the  p.irtner  of  his  bed.     To  her,  how- 
ever, Sora  was  a  place  of  torment, — for  the  thoughts  of 
kindred  and  of  home  embittered  every  hour  of  her  exist- 
ence.    Goaded   to  desj.air,  she  formed  the  resolution  of 
attempting  her  escape,  and,  having  s;illicd   forth  one  day, 
as    had    been   her  custom,    to   the  beach,    she    observed 
Myro's   curach  afloat,   and    no   one  within  view,    which 
she   unmoored,  and  committing  herself  to  the  mercy  of 
the  elements,  nimbly  leaped  onboard.     Spieading  all  sail, 
and  a  favourable  breeze  having  sprung  up,  she  was  soon 
driven  upon  the  coast  of  Scotland,  at  a  spot  where  Fingal 
and  his  attendants  were  refreshing  themselves  after  the 
fatigues  of  the  chase.     Her  eyes  beamed  witli  joy  as  she 
recognised  the  hero.     After  mutual  salutations,   she  in- 
formed the  king  of  Morven  of  what  had  happened;  and, 
imploring  his  protection,  as  her  husband  was  in  pursuit, 
she  assured  him  of  her  determination  to  die  rather  than 
return.     Fingal  promised    her  his  aid;    but,  haidly  had 
her  troubled  minii  composed  itself  to  rest,  when  the  ptince 
of  Sora   landed  in  the  bay,  and  demanded  his  wife  from 
liim.     The    hero,  true  to   his  plighted   promise,  refused. 
The  prince  of  Sora  drew  his  sword,  and  menaced  defiance. 


•  Tl>e  island  of  Sorcha  is  freqiieutly  mentioned  in  the  poem*  of 
O&RÌaD.  It  is  uncei-tain  where  it  I.iy,  but  it  seems  to  have  beeu 
Doted  for  the  cruelty  of  its  iuhabitaiits.— Z>r  Sniilh, 
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SAlUOBAlll  NAM  BARD  GAELACII. 


CUMIIA  ClIOIir-AN-EASAIN. 

Ml  'ii  diiijih  Ji'  lVi«;ail  nil  tiro, 
'Siubliul  nil  frith  iiir  lui  Iruth-tnoMi, 
'S  t"  (lirriiàij  jjuti  iiirf(«'i<l  mo  pliucii, 
Ceuiui  nio  .stùir  bill  lo'  n:i  leacan. 

*S  mi  nig  brài;;«  'n  alltain  riabliaicli, 
A  'g  iarraidh  gu  bealluch  na  leatba, 
Far  am  bi  «lamh  (lisirj^  iia  cròicf, 
IVIu  Flioili-aii  rùid  a  dol  sail  dàinhaii'. 

'S  mi  'g  iarraidii  gii  Coir'-an-easain, 
Far  a  trie  a  sgapadh  t'ùdar, 
Far  am  bi'dh  miol-ciioiii  ga  'n  teirbeirt, 
Ciiir  inac-na-li-èildc  gii  dliitbhlaii. 

Coire  gu'ii  casbhuidh  gu'ii  iomrall, 
'S  trie  a  bha  llaibeart  ma  d'  ehomaraich, 
Cba  n'eil  uair  a  ni  mi  t-iomradli, 
Nach  tuit  mo  ehridhe  gu  troma-ehràdh. 


Upon    which,  Gaul,  the  son   of  Morni,   stepping   forth, 
encountered  the  stranger.     But,  valiant  as  was  the  arm 
of  Oaul,  he   had  well   nigh    been    overpowered.     Oscar, 
however,  the  son  of  Ossian,  taking  advantage  of  an  ex. 
ccption  to  the  Fingaliaii  law,  "  not  to  aid  cither  party  in 
single  combat  with  the  rif^hl  hand,"  hurled  a  dart  at  the 
young  chief  of  Sora  with  his  left  j  but  which,  missing  its 
aim,  unhappily  pierced  Fàine.Soluis  to  the  heart.     Con-  I 
founded  at  the  sight,   Myro  became  unnerved,  and  was 
overpowered  and  bound  by  Gaul.    Fàine-Soluis  was  buried  I 
where  she  fell,  and  the  young  chief  returned  to  Sora.    The  j 
episode  concerning  the  Maid  of  Craca,  in  the  third  book  I 
of  Fingal,  is  to  be  regarded  as  another  version  of  the  same  I 
story,  though  perhaps  the  following  poem,  entitled  "  Cnth  \ 
Mliaighre  ìiihòir  mhic  righ  Sorcha,'"  is  the  more  correct,  | 
There  are  indeed  several  editions  of  this  piece,    all  of 
which  are  good,  but  this,  in  our  judgment,  is  the  best.     It 
furnishes  internal  evidence  of  its  antiquity. 

La  do  Fhionn  le  beagan  sluaigh 
Aig  Eas-ruadh  nan  eubha  mall, 
Chunnacas  a'  seòladh  o'n  lear 
Curach  ceo  agus  bean  ann. 

'S  b'  e  sin  curach  bu  mhath  glcus 
A'  ruith  na  steud  air  aghaidh  ciiain, 
Clos  cha  d'  rinneadh  leis  no  tamh 
Gus  an  d'  rainig  e  'n  t-Eas-ruadh. 

'S  dh'  eirich  as  maise  mna, 
B'  ionann  dealradh  dii'i  's  do'n  ghrein, 
•Sa  h-nchd  mar  chobhar  nan  tonn, 
Le  fliucli-osnaich  trom  a  clcibh. 

Is  sheas  sinn  uil'  air  an  raon, 
Na  flaithean  caoin  a's  mi  fein  ; 
A  bhcan  a  thainig  thar  lear, 
Bha  sinn  gu  leir  roirape  seimh. 

"  'S  mo  chomraich  ort  ma  's  tu  Fionn," 
I'S  e  labhair  ruim  am  maise  mna) 
"  'S  i  d'  ghnùis  do'n  ànrach  a  ghri-^.n, 
'S  i  do  sgiath  ceann-uighe  na  bàigh." 

'S  a  gheng  na  maise  fo  dhriùchd  bròin, 
'S  e  labhair  gu  foil  mi  fhein, 
Ma  's  urra  gorm-lannan  do  dhion, 
Bidh  ar  cri  nach  tiom  d'an  reir. 


'•  'S  «•  .sin  mise  Coir'-aii  easan, 
'i'bu  mi  in'  Hbeasaidh  mar  a  b'àbtiaist, 
Ma  tiia  tliu-sa  iin  t-fhear  ealaidh, 
C.'iiiiiiiK'amaid  annas  do  làimiie." 

An  àill  luat  mis'  a  riisgadh  ('eoil  diit, 
'.S  mi  'm  Hhuidhi^  mar  elit-u  air  bt'aiaeh, 
Gu'ii  Hpc-is  aig  diiine  tha  beò  dhiom, 
O'n  cbaidli  an  Cùirneil  to'  thaiamb. 

I\Io  (•Jircacl)  !  mo  tliùrsa,  's  mo  tliniaigbc  ! 
(ia  ehnii'  san  nair-s'  dbomb  an  ire, 
IMbiiinntir  a  cbumadh  riuin  uaisle, 
Bbi'n  diiigb  ann  san  uaigh  ga  in'  dlii-sa. 

Na'n  creideadh  tu  nam  a  Cboire, 
Gur  h-e  doran  snd  air  m'  inntinn, 
'S  cuid  mhòr  a  ghabhail  mo  leisgeil, 
Nach  urrainri  mi  seasamh  ri  seinii  dut. 

"  Measar  learn  gur  tu  mac  Iluairidh, 

Chunna  mi  mar  ri.s  a  chòirneai, 

'N  uair  a  bha  e  beò  na  bh«'atha 

13u  mhiann  leis  do  leathaid  na  sheùmar. 


"Tòrachd  a  ta  orms'  air  muir, 
Laoch  is  mòr  guin  air  mo  lorg, 
Mac  righ  Sorcha  sgiath  nan  arm, 
Triath  d'an  ainm  am  Maighre  boib." 

*S  glacam  do  chomraich  a  bhean, 
Ro  aon  fhear  a  tii'air  do  thj ; 
'S  a  dh'  aindeoiu  a  Mhaighre  bhuiib, 
Bidh  tu  am  bruth  Fhinn  aig  sith, 

Tha  talla  nan  creagaiglaimh, 
Aite  tàimh  clanna  nam  fonn, 
Far  am  faigh  an  t-annrach  bàigh, 
A  thig  thar  bhàrca  nan  tonn. 

'Sill  chunnacas  a  tighinn'  mar  steud 
Laoch  a  bha  mbeud  thar  gach  fear, 
A  caitheamh  na  fairge  gu  dian 
An  laobh  ciand'  a  ghabh  a  bhean. 

B'  ard  a  chroinn,  bu  gheal  a  shiùil, 
Eu  mhire  'n  t-iuilna  cobhar  sruth  ; 
"  Thig  a  mharcaich  nan  steud  stuadhach 
Gu  cuilm  Fhinn  nam  buadh  an  diugh." 

Bha  chlaidhe  trom  toirteil  nach  gann 
Gu  teann  air  a  shlios  gu  reidh, 
Sgiath  dhrimneach  dhubh  air  a  leis, 
'S  e  'g  iomairtchleas  air  a  clè. 

Thug  GoU  mac  Morna  'n  urchair  gheur. 
As  air  an  treun  do  thilg  e  sleagh  ; 
B'  i  'n  urchair  bu  truime  beum, 
D'a  Egeith  do  rinn  si  da  bhlòidh. 

Dh'  eirich  Oscar  's  dh'  eirich  Goil 
Bheireadh  losgalòm  's  gach  catl:, 
'S  dh'  eirich  iad  uile  na  slòigh 
A  dh'  amharc  còmhrag  nam  flath. 

Sin  thilg  Oscar  le  làn-fheirg 
A  chraosach  dhearg  le  laimh  chll, 
Do  mharbhadh  leis  bean  an  fhir 
'S  mor  an  cion  do  rinneadh  I'i. 

Thiodhlaiceadh  leinn  aig  an  Eas, 
Fàtne-Solais  bu  ghlan  lirh, 
'S  chuir  sinn  air  barraibh  a  meòir. 
Fain  òir  mar  oiiair  gin  righ. 


A  nOliAlKE  DALL. 
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••  Bii  lion'ar  de  mhaitliHari  na  h-Eir«aiin, 
'I'higeadh  gu  in'  reiill»lean  1«;  h-calaidli, 
iiljeinnead  lluairidh  dall  dhoinh  fàilte, 
liliiudh  Mac-Aoidh  'sa  cliàirdean  mar  lis." 

O'n  tha  thus'  a'  caoidh  nan  ài'inunn, 
Leis  am  b'  abhaist  bbi  ga  d'  tha^hall, 
Gu'n  seiiin  mi  ealaidh  gu'ii  duaisdut, 
Ge  fada  bhuaua  's  mi  gu'n  fhradharc. 

'Slionmhor  caochla  teachd  sa'n  t-saoghal, 
Agus  aobhar  gu  bhi  dubhach, 
Ma  sheinneadh  san  uair  sin  dut  fàilte, 
Sciunear  an  tra  so  dhut  cumha. 

•*  *S  e  sin  ceòl  is  binne  thruaighe, 
Chualas  o  linn  Mhic-Aoidh  Dliòmhnuill, 
'S  fada  mhaireas  e  am  chluasan, 
Am  fuaim  a  bh'aig  tabhunn  do  mheuirean. 

*'  Beannachd  dhut  agus  buaidh-larach, 
Ann  's  gach  aite  *n  dean  thu  seasaidh, 
Ail'  son  do  phuirt  bhlasda,  dhionach, 
Sa  ghi'ian  a'  teannadh  ri  I'easgar." 

'S  gi'ianach  t-ursainn  fein  a  choire, 
'S  gun  fhcjdli  a'  tearnadh  gu  d'  bhailc, 
'S  iomadh  neach  da  m'  b'  fhiach  do  mholadh, 
Do  chliath chorrach,  bhiadhchar,  bhainueach. 

Do  chiob,  do  bhorran,  do  mhilteach, 
Do  sliiios  a  Choire  gui*  lionach, 
Lubach,  luibheach,  daite,  dionach, 
'S  iasgach  do  chuile  's  gur  fiarach. 

Tha  t-cideadh  uil'  air  dhreach  a  chanaich, 
Cirein  do  mhullaich  cha  chrannaich, 
Far  'm  bi'  na  feidii  gu  torrach, 
'G  eiridh  farumach  ma  t-fhireach. 

Sleamhuinn  slios-thad  do  shliochd  àraich, 
Gu'n  an  gart  no'n  càl  mu  t-iosal, 
Manngach,  màghach,  adhach,  tearnach, 
Graidheach,  craiceach,  fradharc  frithe. 

Neòineineacli,  gucagach,  mealach, 
Lònanach,  lusanacli,  imeach, 
'S  bòrcach  do  gliorm  luachair  bhealaich, 
Gu'u  fhuachd  ri  doiniouu  ach  cidheach. 


Sramragach,  s«albl»a<(ar,h,  duillearh, 
IVIin- le.icacli  goiiii-hliltilfhteach,  gleannach, 
liiadhchar,  riabhach,  riasgach,  luideach, 
Le  'n  diolta  cuideachd  gun  clieannacli. 

'S  cruiteal  Icam  gabhail  do  hhraighe, 
l>i(daire  t-uisge  ma  t-innsibii, 
JVIiodar,  màghach,  cnochdacb  cathair, 
Gu  breac  bldtb-mhor  an  uchd  min-tiieuir. 

Gu  gormanach,  tolmanach,  àluinn, 
Lochach,  lachach,  dosach,  crai-ghia'ch, 
(iadharach.  faghaideach,  bràidheach, 
G-iomain  na  ii-eilde  gu  nàmbaid. 

Jiùireineach,  dubharach,  bruachacii, 
Fradharcach,  cròichd-cheannach,  uallach, 
Feòirneanach  uisge  nam  fuaran, 
Grad  ghaisgeant'  air  ghasgan  cruadhlaich. 

Colg-shuileach,  fàìleanta,  biorach, 
Spang-shronach,  eangladhrach,  corrach, 
'S  an  anmoch  is  meanbh-luatli  sireadh, 
Air  mhire  a'  direadh  sa  Choire. 

'Sa  mhadainn  ag  eiridh  le'r  miol-choin, 
Gu  mùirneach,  maiseach,  gasda,  gniomhach, 
Lubach,  leacach,  glacach,  sgiamhach, 
Cracach,  cabrach,  cnagach,  fiamhach, 

'N  am  da'n  ghrein  dol  air  a  h-uilinn, 
Gu  fuilteach,  reubach,  gleusda,  gunuach, 
Snapach,àrmach,  calgach,  ullaihh, 
liiachacli,  marbhach,  tarbhach,  giuilach. 

'N  am  dhuinn  bhi'  tearnadh  gud'  rcidhlean, 
Tinnteach,  cainteach,  cainnleach,  ceirear.n, 
Fionach,  còrnach,  ccùlar,  teudach, 
Ordail,  eòlach,  'g  òl  le  reite 

Sguiridh  mi  nis'  dhiot  a  Choire, 
O'n  tha  mi  toilicht'  dheth  do  seanachas, 
Sguiridh  mise  shiiibhal  t-aonaieh, 
Gus  an  tig  Mac-Aoidh  do  dh'Alba 

Ach  's  e  mo  dhùrachd  dhut  a  Choire, 
On  's  mòr  mo  dhùil  ri  dol  tharad, 
O'n  tha  sinn  tuisleach  sa  mbonadh, 
Bi'dh'mid  a'  teannadh  gu  bailc. 
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ALASDAIR  MAC  MIIAIGlISTIll  ALASDAIR. 

Alexandeu  IM'DoNALi),  cuiniuonly  called  Alasdair  Mac  Mhaiyhstir  Alasdair,  was 
born  in  the  bejjinning  of  the  eij^hteenth  century.  His  father  resided  at  Dalilca,  in 
Moidart,  and  was  Episcopalian  clergyman  at  Ardnamurchan.  He  always  travelled  on 
foot,  there  being  no  roads  in  that  rugged  country,  in  his  time,  and  returned  the  same 
day.  He  was  a  man  of  groat  bodily  strength,  which  his  weekly  labours  and  travels 
required.  His  strength  was,  however,  sometimes  necessarily  exerted  on  other  occa- 
sions. In  his  time  the  people  of  Moidart  and  Suainart  often  met  at  interments  in  Eilean- 
Fionain,  then  the  common  burying-ground  of  both  districts;  and,  as  was  the  custom  in 
former  ages,  consumed  an  anchor  or  two  of  whisky,  and  then  fought.  The  presence  of 
the  clergyman  was  often  required  ;  and  it  was  not  seldom  that  his  strength  also  was 
exhibited  in  parting  the  combatants.  His  character  and  prowess  were  so  well-known 
that  few  men  dared  dispute  his  right  as  umpire.  All  were  obliged  to  succumb  to  the 
pacificator  ;  but  the  Suainart  men  alleged  that  he  generally  laid  a  heavy  hand  on  them, 
the  Moidart  men  being  his  own  friends  and  relatives. 

The  Rev.  gentleman  had  a  large  family  of  sons  and  daughters.  The  latter  all  died 
of  the  small-pox,  after  they  had  families  of  their  own.  An  anecdote  is  still  related  con- 
cerning them.  The  small-pox  raged  in  Moidart  when  his  children  were  young,  and  Mr 
M'Donald  removed  with  them  to  Eilean. Fionain,  (not  the  burying-place  but  another 
island  farther  up  in  Loch-Sheil,)  that  they  might  escape  the  contagion  that  proved  fatal 
to  so  many.  And  they  did  then  escape.  But  nothing  can  more  clearly  evince  our  want 
of  foresight  and  utter  incompetency  to  judge  of  what  is  best  than  the  result  of  the  Rev. 
gentleman's  care— that  is,  even  taking  it  for  granted  that  it  was  a  consequence  ;  for  his 
daughters  all  died  of  the  very  malady  from  which  he  had  been  so  anxious  to  guard  them, 
and  that  at  a  time  which  to  superficial  thinkers  would  seem  to  have  rendered  the  calamity 
awfully  more  distressing — when  their  death  left  several  families  of  motherless  children. 
The  distress,  we  are  but  too  apt  to  think,  would  have  been  greatly  lessened  if  they  had 
been  taken  away  when  their  father  consulted  their  safety  by  fiight.  But  the  ways  of 
Providence  are  inscrutable  to  our  dim  vision ! 

Four  of  Mr  M'Donald's  sons  lived  to  a  good  old  age.  Angus,  the  eldest,  and  his 
descendants,  continued  tacksmen  of  Dalilea  for  a  century.  Alexander,  the  subject  of 
this  memoir,  was  the  second.  His  two  younger  brothers  were  settled  in  Uist  as  tacks- 
men. 

The  Clanronald  of  that  day  countenanced  young  men  of  merit.  He  wished  young 
Alexander,  of  whom  early  hopes  were  entertained,  to  be  educated  for  the  bar.  His 
father  wished  him  to  follow  his  own  profession,  and  gave  him  a  classical  education.     But 
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our  poet,  like  many  a  wayward  genius,  followed  his  own  inclination — and  disappointed 
both  his  chief  and  his  father.  His  abilities  and  qualifications  fitted  hinn  for  any  calling  j 
yet  there  seems  to  be  a  kind  of  fatuity  attending  those  who  woo  the  Muses,  which  often 
prevents  them  from  adoj)ting  the  most  j)rudcnt  and  advantageous  pursuits. 

When  attending  college,  it  is  certain,  however,  that  he  did  not  neglect  his  studies,  as 
he  was  a  good  classical  scholar.  His  genius  was  not  of  that  kind  which  too  easily  indulges 
in  the  indolence  and  inactivity  of  life.  His  powers  were  great ;  and  his  energy  of  mind 
adequate  to  any  task  in  which  his  will  inclined  him  to  act.  But  he  was  inconsiderate,  or 
improvident.  He  entered  into  the  married  state  before  he  had  finished  his  studies,  and 
soon  found  it  necessary  to  attend  to  other  avocations.*  His  marriage  gave  rise  to  the 
vulgar  error,  that  he  was  intended  to  have  been  made  a  priest ;  but  that,  disliking  the 
office,  he  disqualified  himself  by  that  rash  step  ;  whereas,  he  was  a  protestant  of  the 
English  church. 

As  teaching  is  the  usual  and  most  proper  occupation  of  students  who  must  do  some- 
thing towards  their  own  support,  the  poet,  whose  studies  had  been  interrupted  by  his 
marriage,  betook  himself  to  that  most  useful,  but  arduous  labour.  It  is  said  that  he 
was  at  first  teacher  to  the  Society  for  propagating  Christian  knowledge. 

We  find  him  afterwards  parochial  schoolmaster  of  Ardnamurchan,  and  an  elder ; 
consequently  a  presbyterian.  He  lived  on  the  farm  of  Cori-Vullin,  at  the  base  of 
Ben-Shiante,  the  highest  mountain  in  that  part  of  the  country,  and  adjacent  to  the 
noble  ruins  of  Castle  Mingarry,  a  romantic  situation  on  the  Sound  of  Mull,  directly 
opposite  to  Xo^bgrmory,  whose  rural  scenery  aided  the  frequent  inspirations  of  the  bard  ; 
for,  while  he  wielded  the  ferula,  he  neglected  not  the  muses.  There  many  a  scene 
witnessed  their  delightful  amours.  He  might  have  devoted  more  of  his  time  to  them 
than  could  be  well  spared  from  the  labours  of  the  farmer,  and  the  duties  of  the  in- 
structor ;  yet  the  poet  would  have  his  own  way,  as  well  as  please  his  own  mind.  As 
might  have  been  expected,  complaints  were  preferred  against  him  ;  and  the  Presbytery 
appointed  a  committee  to  examine  the  school.  His  best  friends  must  have  allowed  that 
there  was  just  ground  of  complaint ;  yet,  the  examinators  were  not  inclined  to  be  rigor- 
ous. To  give  a  specimen  of  the  progress  the  scholars  were  making,  the  schoolmaster 
called  up  a  little  boyf  who  had  entered  the  school  at  the  preceding  term,  and  then  com- 
menced to  learn  the  alphabet.  He  read  now  the  Scriptures  fluently  and  intelligibly. 
The  Reverend  gentlemen  were  well  pleased  with  the  specimen,  and  gave  a  favourable 
report  of  the  school. 

*  "  He  was  married  to  Jane  M' Donald,  of  the  family  of  Dail-an-eas,  in  Glenetive.  He  com- 
posed a  song  on  her,  which  is  not  remarkable  for  tenderness  or  affection,  but  cold  and  artificial, 
when  compared  with  his  lofty  and  impassioned  strains  in  praise  of  Morag." — Mtr.wir  prefixed  to 
the  Glasgow  edition  of  \S'Ò9- 

+  Duncan  M'Kenzie,  Kilchoan,  who  lived  to  the  great  age  of  ninety-four  ;  and,  in  18*28,  com- 
municated to  us  this  information.  He  also  told  us  that  in  the  ensuing  summer  he  was  taken  from 
school  to  attend  cattle  ;  and  that  some  time  thereafter  Mr  M' Donald  left  his  school  and  farm  and 
joined  the  Prince.  "  Poor  man,"  added  he,  "  he  lost  his  all."  He  also  mentioned  that  the  country- 
was  in  an  unsettled  state  for  some  time,  and  that  he  lost  the  opportunity  of  getting  any  more 
education. 
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A  bard  was,  even  in  our  poet's  time,  a  conspicuous  character,  and  that  not  only  as  the 
"man  of  song  :"  he  was  higlily  estceniod  in  war  and  in  peace,  lie  was  first  in  council  ; 
consulted  in  all  matters  of  importance  as  a  man  of  acknowledged  talent ;  as  being 
shrewd,  cautious,  and  intelligent.  An  anecdote  will  show  the  opinion  entertained  of 
our  bard  even  in  the  eighteenth  century.  One  day  the  clergyman  and  he  nu.'t.  They 
went  to  have  a  drink,  and  some  conversation.  *•  There  is  little  public  news,  and  what 
is  the  private?"  enquired  the  clergyman.  *'  Very  little,"  was  the  answer.  **  Have  you 
heard  of  any  thing  at  all  in  my  parish  that  is  worth  relating,  or  any  thing  the  reverse?" 
••  Nothing."  "  Then,"  said  the  minister,  *'  I  have  a  piece  of  news  for  you."  *'  We 
shall  hear  it."  *'  Yes  ;  and  it  is,  that  one  of  my  elders  has  got  his  nurse  in  the  family 
way."  **  Is  it  possible!"  *'  1  understand  that  it  is  very  true."  The  poet  wondered 
that  he  had  not  heard  of  it.  **  IIow  can  any  thing  be  known  in  the  country,  and  1 
ignorant  of  it  ?"  said  he  to  liimself.  They  parted.  The  poet  felt  chagrined  :  could 
not  get  over  it.  When  he  went  home,  he  mentioned  to  Mrs  M'  Donald  the  piece  of 
intelligence  communicated  by  the  minister,  but  could  not  think  who  the  elder  was. 
She  smiled,  and  told  him  it  was  himself, — she  being  in  the  family  way,  and  nursing. 

Of  the  changes  and  troubles  of  the  year  1745,  our  author  had  his  share.  He  laid 
down  the  ferula  and  took  up  the  sword ;  abandoned  his  farm,  and  lost  his  all,  in  a  cause 
which  to  cool  reflection  must  have  appeared  hopeless.  Prince  Charles  must  have  esteemed 
him  as  a  highly  accomplished  scholar  and  a  soldier,  enthusiastic  in  his  cause,  so  much 
attached  to  his  interest,  but,  above  all,  as  a  bard.  He  was  the  Tyrtaeus  of  his  army. 
His  spirit-stirring  and  soul-inspiring  strains  roused  and  inflamed  the  breasts  of  his  men. 
His  warlike  songs  manifested  how  heartily  he  enlisted  in,  and  how  sanguine  he  was  in  the 
success  of  the  undertaking.     He  received  a  commission. 

He  not  only  changed  his  profession,  and  put  all  he  had  on  the  chance  of  the  Prince's 
success,  but  he  also  changed  his  religion :  he  became  a  Koman  Catholic.  We  need  not 
wonder  at  this,  as  he  was  now  among  his  friends  and  countrymen  of  that  persuasion, — 
especially  as  he  was  given  to  changes.  He  was  brought  up  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
England  ;  he  was  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Scotland  when  parochial  schoolmaster  and 
elder ;  and  he  became  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Rome  among  his  own  clan  and  rela- 
tions. The  Mull  bard,  his  constant  antagonist,  hit  upon  the  true  cause  of  his  last 
change  w^hen  he  says : — 

"  Cha  be  'n  creideamh  ach  am  brosgul, 
Chuir  thu  ghiulan  crois  a  phàpa." 

After  the  year  1745,  the  bard  and  his  elder  brother,  Angus,  a  man  of  a  diminutive 
size,  but  of  extraordinary  strength,*  escaped  the  pursuit  of  their  enemies,  and  concealed 

*  Some  good  anecdotes  are  still  current  in  Moidait  about  this  great  little  man.  He  is  called 
Aonghas  heap  Mac  Mhaighsiir  Alasdair.  We  dfem  the  following  worth  preserving; — Collu  ban 
]\r Donald,  of  Barasdale,  came  one  daj'  to  a  ford  of  the  Lochie  which  he  was  meaning  to  cross, 
and  found  Angus  sitting  on  a  stone  taking  off  his  shoes  and  stockings  preparatory  to  going  over 
also.  The  river  was  considerably  swollen  at  the  time,  and  Barasdale,  who  was  a  strong  and  tall 
mun.  accosted  Angus  as  follows  : — "  My  little  fellow,  keep  on  your  shoes  and  stockings,  as  they 
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themselves  in  the  wood  and  caves  of  Kinloch-na-nua,  above  Borradale,  in  the  district  of 
Arisaig.  Their  local  knowledge  of  the  country,  and  the  care  and  attention  of  friends, 
enabled  them  to  elude  all  search,  surmount  difficulties,  and  endure  privations  to  which 
many  fell  a  sacrifice. 

A  well-authenticated  anecdote  of  the  poet  and  his  brother  demonstrate  the  courage  of 
the  soldier  and  the  spirit  of  the  times.  One  day,  as  they  were  removing  from  one  place 
of  concealment  to  another,  Angus,  observing  that  his  brother's  hair  was  grey,  (the  side 
of  his  head  next  the  ground,  cold  and  frozen,  became  quite  grey  the  night  before,)  con- 
temptuously declared  him  an  old  man.  "  I  should  not  wonder,"  replied  Alexander,  **  were 
it  not  a  dwarf  that  called  me  *  a  poor  old  man.*  "  Angus,  turning  instantly  round,  dared 
him  to  repeat  his  words.  They  were  in  imminent  danger.  The  least  noise  or  indication 
of  persons  concealing  themselves  might  have  betrayed  the  place  of  concealment,  and  it 
would  not  have  been  safe  for  them  to  remain  any  longer  in  that  part  of  the  country. 
Regardless  of  the  situation  and  critical  circumstances,  the  poet  could  not  pass  over  an 
occasion  of  cracking  a  joke,  and  the  spirit  of  the  manikin  was  too  high  to  suffer  any  con- 
tempt. The  fear,  however,  of  provoking  the  resentment  of  the  redoubtable  hero, 
made  the  bard  observe  silence. 

After  this  eventful  period,  Alexander  M' Donald  lived  poor.  He  was  invited  to  Edin- 
burgh by  Jacobitical  friends,  residing  in  the  metropolis,  to  take  charge  of  the  education 
of  their  children,  and  where  he  had  a  better  opportunity  of  finishing  the  education  of  his 
own.  From  Edinburgh  he  returned  to  the  Highlands,  being  disappointed  of  the  expected 
encouragement,  and  took  up  his  residence  in  Moidart.  He  and  Mr  Harrison,  the  priest, 
lived  not  on  the  best  terms,  and  therefore  he  removed  to  Knoydart,  and  resided  at 
Inveraoi.*     He  latterly  returned  into  Arisaig,   and  resided  at    Sandaig  till  his  death. 

will  make  you  wade  the  better,  and  make  haste  come  ovor  with  me  and  keep  in  my  wake  ;  I  will 
break  the  force  of  the  stream,  which  will  enable  you  to  get  over  with  the  greater  ease."  Angus 
knew  him,  and  thanked  him  for  his  goodness  ;  he  did  also  as  he  was  bidden.  AVhen  they  were  iri 
the  most  rapid  part  of  the  stream,  Barasdale  was  like  to  be  overpowered  by  the  current,  and  was 
for  returning ;  which  Angus  dared  him  on  his  peril  to  do  ;  and,  placing  himself  between  Coll  and 
the  stream,  dragged  him  by  sheer  force  to  the  other  side.  Then  said  Angus  to  him,  "  You  called 
me  '  little  fellow'  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  water  ;  who,  think  you,  might  with  gj-eater  propriety 
be  called  *  Utile  fellow'  on  this  side  ?  Take  advice  :  Never  call  any  man  little  till  you  have  proved 
liim  ;  and  always  try  to  form  your  estimate  of  a  man's  character  by  something  more  substantial 
than  mere  appearance.  Remember,  also,  great  as  you  are,  that  had  it  not  been  for  a  greater  man 
than  yourself  you  might  have  been  meat  for  all  the  eels  in  the  Lochie." 

*  He  composed  a  number  of  songs  after  this  :  and  one  of  them,  eittitled  **  lomraich  Alnsdair  a 
Eigneig  do  dh'  Inner-aoidli ,"  displaying  curious  traits  of  the  irritable  and  discontented  temper  that 
embittered  his  life  when  in  Eigneig.  While  there,  he  represents  all  things,  animate  and  in- 
animate, rocks  and  thorns,  thistles  and  wasps,  ghosts  and  hobgoblins,  combining  to  torment  and 
persecute  him.     He  speaks  of  Mr  Harrison  as  follows:  — 

. ^,^ — *•  Am  fear 

Dheanadh  as.caoin-eaglais  diruaidh  orm, 
Mu'n  cluinneadh  a  cliluais  tri  cliasaid."  * 

On  the  other  hand,  he  represents  Inveraoi,  in  Knoydart,  a  place  like  paradise, — full  of  all  good 
things,  blooming  with  roses  ar>d  lilies,  and  flowing  with  milk  and  honey, — free  of  gliosis,  /mb- 
pobliiis,  and  venomous  7-eptiles.  How  long  he  remained  in  this  rocky  paradise  is  not  known  ;  but 
he  appears  to  have  lived  some  time  in  Morror,  as  he  composed  a  very  elegant  song  in  praise  of  that 
country. 

*  For  this  song  see  the  Glasgow  edition  of  183{1,  page  S8. 
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Ho  dleil  at  a  trood  old  aj^o,  and  was  gathered  to  his  fathers  in  Eilean-Fionain,  in  Lucli- 
Slioil. 

Like  most  men  of  genius,  who  nuike  some  noise  in  the  world,  Mac- Mhui^hstir  Alas- 
dair  has  been  much  lauded  on  the  one  side  by  the  party  whose  cause  he  espoused,  and 
as  much  vililied,  juid,  in  some  instances,  falsefied,  by  the  other  party.  Mr  Kt^id,  in  liis 
book,  *'  liibliothoca  Scoto-Celtica,"  seems  to  iiave  iiad  his  information  IVom  the  last  men- 
tioned source.  ^^'e  have  taken  our  account  of  him  from  undoubted  authorities.  We 
have  seen  individuals  who  knew  and  were  intimate  with  him  ;  and  have  been  acquainted 
with  many  of  his  relatives,  and  some  of  his  descendants.  Let  us  now  proceed  to  his 
M'orks.  The  first  given  to  the  public  was  his  "  Gaelic  and  English  Vocabulary,"  pub- 
lished under  the  patronage  of  the  Society  for  propagating  Christian  knowledge  in  the 
Highlands  and  Islands  of  Scotland, — a  work  of  acknowledged  inerit  and  great  usefulness 
in  the  schools,  and  which  is  very  creditable  to  the  author.  It  appeared  in  1741,  and 
was  the  first  Vocabulary  or  Dictionary  of  the  language  ever  published  in  a  separate 
form.  It  is  not  alphabetically  arranged,  but  divided  into  subjects.  His  poems  were  first 
published  at  Edinburgh,  in  1751,  and  but  for  their  being  in  Gaelic  must  certainly  have 
brought  on  their  author  the  vengeance  of  the  law  agents  of  the  crown,  for  it  is  scarcely 
possible  to  conceive  of  language  more  violent  and  rebellious  than  that  of  many  of  his 
pieces.  The  longest  and  most  extraordinary  of  his  poetical  productions  is  his  "  Birlinn 
Chlainn  Raonuill."  "  He  has  in  his  *  Birlinn,"*  says  Mr  Reid,  '*  presented  us  with  a 
specimen  of  poetry  which,  for  subject  matter,  language,  harmony,  and  strength,  is  almost 
unequalled  in  any  language."  He  must  have  had  the  greatest  command  of  the  Gaelic 
language  to  have  composed  on  a  subject  that  would  exhaust  the  vocables  of  the  most 
copious. 

From  1725  to  1745  he  composed  his  descriptive  poems,  &c.  *'  Alt-an  t-Siucair'  is 
an  ignoble  stream  passing  between  the  farm  he  occupied  and  the  next  to  it,  which  he 
immortahzes  in  flowing  strains.  As  a  descriptive  poem,  it  is  perhaps  unequalled  by  any 
in  the  language.  Every  object  which  the  scene  affords  is  brought  to  bear  upon,  and 
harmonize  with,  and  give  effect  to  the  picture  with  a  skill  and  an  adaptation  which 
bespeak  the  master-mind  of  the  artist.  Nowhere  does  poetry  seem  more  nearly  allied  to 
painting  than  in  this  admirable  production  of  our  bard.  His  ."  Oran  an  t-Samhraidhy" 
or  *'  Ode  to  Summer,"  in  which  he  is  said  to  be  delightfully  redundant  in  epithets,  like  the 
season  in  its  productions  which  he  describes,  he  composed  at  Glencribisdale,  situated  on 
the  south  side  of  Loch-Suainart,  in  the  parish  of  Morven.  He  came  there  on  a  visit 
the  last  day  of  April  ;  and  rising  early  next  morning,  and  viewing  the  picturesque  scenes 
around,  was  powerfully  impressed  with  the  varied  beauties  of  nature,  displayed  in  such 
ample  profusion.  His  "  Ode  to  Winter"  is  longer,  and  indicative  of  even  greater  powers 
of  genius.  The  reason  why  this  poem  is  not  so  popular  as  the  forementioned  is  probably 
because  it  contains  so  many  recondite  terms  and  allusions.  If  it  were  as  generally  under- 
stood it  would  doubtless  be  as  well  appreciated.  It  was  composed  in  Ardnamurchan, 
as  well  as  many  others  in  which  scenes  and  events  have  been  described  which  enable 
us  to  point  out  the  locahty  and  relate  the  circumstances  that  gave  occasion  to  them.    But 
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after  leaving"  Ardnamiirchan,  a  suhject  presented  itself  that  required  all  Ins  energy, 
exertion,  and  enthusiasm, — and  he  was  not  vvantinjj  in  either  of  them.  His  powers,  both 
bodily  and  mental,  were  roused  to  action.  His  soul  was  fired  with  the  prospect  in  view. 
He  invoked  the  Muse,  and  she  was  auspicious.  The  few  that  remain  of  his  Jacobite 
poems  and  songs  are  known  to  excel  all  other  productions  of  this  mighty  son  of  song. 
The  *'  Lion's  Eulogy"  breathes  Mars  throughout:  so  does  the  Jacobite  song,  sung 
to  the  tunc  of  "  Waulking  o  the  Fauld'^  beginning  ""'  A  chomuinn  rioghail  runaich.'* 
The  song  entitled  "  Am  Breacan  Uallacli^  is  equally  spirited  and  warlike. 

We  have  good  authority  for  saying  that  a  tenth  of  these  poems  and  songs  have  not 
been  given  to  the  world.  His  son  Ronald  had  them  all  in  manuscript ;  but  having  pub- 
lished a  collection  of  Gaelic  poetry,  and  not  meeting  with  much  encouragement  for  a 
second  volume,  he  allowed  his  MS  to  be  destroyed.  Dr.  M'Eachen,  a  friend  and  con- 
nexion, had  the  mortification  of  seeing  leaves  of  them  used  for  various  purposes  through 
the  house. 

Mr  M'Donald  could  bear  no  rival.  He  often  selected  indifferent  subjects  to  try  his 
own  powers.  For  instance,  *'  The  Dairy  Maid,"  and  '*  The  Sugar  Brook."  But,  while 
as  a  poet  he  merits  the  highest  praise,  he  is  not  to  be  excused  for  his  immoral  pieces, 
which  of  course  are  excluded  from  the  "  Beauties  of  Gaelic  Poetry." 
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GuR  h-i  's  crioch  araid 

Do  gach  caiiint  fori  ghrein, 

Gu  ar  smuaintean  fhàsmhoi* 

A  phairteachadh  r'a  cheil'  ; 

Ar  n'  iiintinnean  a  rùsgadh, 

Agus  run  ar  cri, 

Lei  'r  gnionih,  's  le  'r  giùlaii, 

Surd  chuir  air  ar  dith. 

'S  gu  laoidh  ar  bfoil 

A  dh'iobradh  Dhia  nan  dul, 

'S  e  li-ard  chriòch  mhòr, 

Go  bi  toirt  dosan  cliù. 

'S  e'n  duine  fein, 

'S  aon  chreutah'  reusant  ann, 

Gu'n  tug  toil  De  dli'a, 

Gibht  le  blieul  bhi  cainnt : 

Gu'n  chum  e  so, 

O'n-uile  bhruid  gu  leir  ; 

O  ghibht  mhòr  phrìseil-s' 

Dbealbh  na  iombaidh  i'ein  ! 

Na'm  beirte  balbh  e, 

'S  a  theaiiga  marbh  na  cheann, 

B'i  n  iarguin  shearbb  e, 

B'  thearr  blii  marbli  no  ann. 


'S  ge  h-iomadh  canan, 
O  linn  Bhabel  fhuair 
A'slioc-bd  sin  Adhamh, 
'S  i  Ghà'elig  a  thug  buaidh. 
Do'n  labhradh  dbàicheil, 
An  t-ui'ram  àrd  gun  tnairins'. 
Gun  mlieang,  gun  tbùilìnn, 
Is  urrainn  each  a  luaigh. 
Bha  Gbaelig,  ullamb, 
Na  glòir  fior  gbnineach  cruaidh. 
Air  feadh  a  chruinne 
Ma'n  thuilich  an  Tuil-ruadh. 
jNlhair  i  fòs, 

'S  cha  teid  a  glòir  air  cball 
Dh'ain-deoin  go, 
A's  mi-run  mhòr  nan  Gail. 
'S  i  labhair  Alba, 
'S  Galla-bhodaiche  fein  ; 
Ar  flaith,  ar  priunnsai, 
'S  ar  diùcannan  gun  eis. 
An  taigh-combairl'  an  righ, 
'Nuair  shùidheadli  air  beinu'  a  chuirt, 
'S  i  Ghàelig  lìobhta, 
'Dh'  fhuasgladh  snaim  gach  cuis. 
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'S  I  Inbhalr  Cnlum 
Alliiil  !   u  rliinii-Miliòir, 
(ìarh  iiiill),  h'h  iiiaitli, 
i>liu  'ii  Alb.i  bcug  u'tt  iiiùr. 

'S  i  lubliuir  Gain,  n'a  Cìàcil, 
Nro-cbleiricb,  u's  cli'ir 
Ciacli  iVar  a's  bi'uii, 
A  ^bliiJiisi'.KÌh  tt'iiii^'  am  binil. 
'S  Ì  labhair  Adhanili, 
Ann  a  Pàrrais  fein, 
'S  bu  sbiiibblacb  (iàl'lig 
()  bbcul  àluiiMi  lCul>h'. 
Ocb  tha  bbuil  aim  ! 
'S  uireasach  gaiin  lo  dbith, 
Glòir  gach  toaiiija 
A  labhras  caiunt  seach  i. 
Tha  Laideann  coiinhliunt', 
Toirteach,  teann  ni's  leoir  ; 
Ach  sjjalag  tliràilleil  e 
Do'n  Ghàclig  cliòir. 
Sa'n  Atheii  mhoir, 
13ha  Ghrèuguis  cor  na  tim, 
Ach  b'ion  d'  ì  h-òrdag 
Chuir  fo  h-òi'  chrios  grinn. 
'S  ge  min,  slim,  bòidheach, 
Cuirteil,  rò  bhog  lìobht', 
An  Fhraingeis  loghmhor, 
Am  pdilis  mòr  gach  righ  ; 
Ma  thagras  each  oir', 
Pairt  d'an  ainbhfheich'  fein, 
'S  ro  bheag  a  dh'  fhàgas 
lad  de  dh-àgh  na  ere. 

'Si  'n  aon  chànan 
Am  beul  nam  bard  's  nan  cisg, 
'S  fearr  gu  càitieadh, 
O  linn  Bhabel  loin. 
*S  i's  fearr  gu  moladh 
'S  a's  torruniiaiche  gleus, 
Gu  rann  no  laoidh, 
A  tharruiiin  gaoth  tro'  bheul. 
'S  's  fearr  gu  comhairl', 
'S  gu  gnodhach  chuir  gu  feum, 
Na  aon  teang'  Eòrpach, 
Dh'  ain-deoin  bosd  nan  Greug. 
'S  's  fearr  gu  rosg, 
'S  air  chosabh  a  chuir  dhuan  ; 
'S  ri  cruaidh  uchd  cosgair, 
Bhrosnachadh  an  t-sluaigh. 
Ma  chionnearah  bar, 
'S  i  's  tàbhachdaich  bheir  buaidh, 
Gu  toirt  a  bhàis 

Do  'n  eucoir  dhàicheil,  chruaidh. 
Cainnt  laidir,  ruithteach, 
Is  neo-liotach  fuaim  ; 
'S  i  seadhail,  sliochdmhor, 
Brisg-ghloireach,  mall,  luath. 


Cbu'n  fhcuin  i  iasad, 
'S  ciia  inhù  dh'iarruN  bliii:it)\'  ; 
()  'n  t-st'aii  iiihathair  (-bÌHlaitli, 
I.un  do  cbiadaiiih  biinidh  ! 
'I'lia  i-lc'iii  dauiiiian, 
Sailtliir,  niaoiiK'acli,  8làn  ; 
A  taighcau  taisge. 
DiiTbarluri  gasda  iàn. 
A  chàiiain,  sgH|>ach, 
Thapaidh,  bhla^da,  ghrinn  ! 
Tliig  ii!  tar(ar, 
Ncartmhor,  o  beul  cinn. 
An  labhairt  shiolmhor, 
I^ioniiihor,  's  milteach  buuidh. 
Sultmhor,  brighor, 
Fbir-ghlan,  chaoidh  iiach  truaill  ! 
H'  i'  n  teanga  miiilis, 
Bhinn-fbaclach  's  an  dan  ; 
Gu  spreigeil,  tioram, 
loraltach,  's  i  Ian 
A  chanain  cheòlmhor, 
Shòghmhor,  's  glùrmhor  bias, 
A  labhair  mòr-shiiochd 
Scòta  's  Ghàeil  ghlais. 
'S  air  reir  Mhic-Comb, 
An  t-ùghdar  mòr  ri  lùaigh  ! 
'S  i's  froumhach  oir, 
'S  ciad  Ghrchiiair  glòir  gach  sluaigh  ! 


MOLADH    MORAIG. 
Aia  roNN — "  Fiohaireackd." 

Urlar. 

'S  truagh  gun  mi  's  a'  choill 
'N  uair  bha  Morag  ann, 
Thilgearaaid  na  croinn 
Co  bu  bhòich'  againn? 
Inghcan  a  chùil  duinn, 
Air  am  beil  a  loinn, 
Bhi'maid  air  ar  broinn 
Feadh  na  ròsanan  ; 
Bhreugamaid  sinn-fhin, 
Mireag  air  ar  bllon, 
A  buaiii  shobhrach  iriin-bhui' 
Nan  còsagan  : 
Theannamaid  ri  stri 
'S  thaghlamaid  san  fhrith 
'S  chailleamaid  siiin  fhin 
Feadh  nan  sròineagan. 

Suil  mar  ghòrm-dhearc  driùchd 
Ann  an  ceò-mhadainn  ; 
Deirg'  is  gil'  na  d'  ghnùis 
Mar  bhlà  òirseidin. 
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Shuas  cho  miii  ri  plùr  : 

Sliios  gurbh  inu  chuluidh-chiùil ; 

GrÌHii  nam  piaiiud  curs, 

A  iiiensg  òig)ieuiuian  ; 

lieulla  glilaii  gun  stniiir 

Mcas^  nan  rionnajf-iiiil ; 

S^athan  mais'  air  iiura 

Na  bòichìd  thu  ; 

Ailleaj^an  glan  iir, 

A  dhallas  rulsg  gu'n  cùl  ; 

IVla's  ann  de  chriaghaich  tliit 

'S  aobliar  mòr-ionghnaidh. 

O'n  thainig  gnè  de  thur 
O  m'  aois  bige  dhomh, 
Nir  facas  creutair  dhiu, 
J3a  cho  glormhoire ; 
Bha  Malli  dearbha  caoin, 
'S  a  gruaidh  air  dhreach  nan  caor  ; 
Ach  caochlaidlicach  mar  ghaoith, 
'S  i  ro  branach  ; 
Bha  Pegi  fad  an  aois, 
Mar  be  sin  b'i  mo  ghaol  ; 
Bha  Marsaili  fir  aodrum, 
Làn  neònachais ; 
Bha  Lili  taitin  rium, 
Mar  be  a  ruisg  bhi  fionn  ; 
Ach  cha  ba  shà  buirn-ionnlaid, 
Do'n  Mhòraig-s'  iad. 

Siubhal. 

O  !  's  coma  leam,  's  coma  learn, 
Uir  iad  ach  Mòrag  ; 
llibhinn  dheas  chiilach 
Gun  uireasbbuidh  foghlum  ; 
Cha'n  fhaighear  a  siunnailt. 
Air  mhaise  no  bhunailt, 
No'm  beusaa  neo-chumant', 
Am  Muile  no'n  Leoghas. 
Gu  geamnuidh,  deas  furanach. 
Duineil  gun  mhòr-chuis  ; 
Air  thaghadh  na  cumachd, 
O  mullach  gu  brbgan  ; 
A  neul  tha  neo-churaidh, 
'S  a  h-aghaidh  ro  lurach  ; 
Go  briodalach,  cuircideach, 
Urramach,  seblta. 

O  guili-gag  !  guili-gag  ! 
Guili-gag  Mbrag  ! 
Aice  ta  chulaidh 
Cu  cuireadh  nan  bigear  ; 
B'  e'n  t-aighear  'sa  sulas, 
Bhi  sinte  ri  t-ulaidh, 
Seach  daonnan  bhi  fuireach 
Ri  munavan  pòsaidh. 
D'am  phianadh,  's  d'am  ruagadh 
Le  buaireadli  na  feola  ; 
Le  aislingean-connain 
Na  colla  d'  am  leonadh  ; 


'Nuair  chidh  mi  ma  m'  choinneamh, 
A  ciuchan  le  coitineil, 
Theid  m'aigneadh  air  bhoile, 
'S  na  theine  dearg  sòlais. 

O  fair-a-gan  !   fair-a-gan  ! 
Fair-a-gan !  Mòrag ! 
Aice  ta  chroiteag 
Is  toite  san  Korpa  ; 
A  ciochan  geal  criostoil, 
Na  faice'  tu  stoit'  iad, 
Gu'n  tairrneadh  gu  beag-nair', 
Ceann-caglais  na  Ilbirnhe. 
Air  bhuigead  's  air  ghilead. 
Mar  lili  nan  luintean  ; 
'Nuair  dheana  tu'n  dinneadh 
Gu'n  cinneadh  tu  deonach  ; 
An  deirgead,  an  grinnead  ; 
Am  minead,  's  an  teinnead  ; 
Gu'm  b'àsainn  chur  spionnaidh, 
Agus  spioraid  am  feoil  iad. 

Urlar. 

Thogamaid  ar  fonn, 
Anns  an  òg-mhadainn  ; 
'S  Pficebus'  dath  na'n  tonn, 
Air  fiamh  òrensin  ; 
Fa'r  ceill  cha  bhiodh  conn, 
Ar  sga'  dhoir'  a's  thom, 
Sinn  air  daradh  trom 
Le'r  cuid  gbr-aileis  ; 
Direach  mar  gu'm  biodh 
Maoiseach's  hoc  a  frith, 
Crom-ruaig  a  cheile  dion 
Timcheall  òganan  ; 
Chailleamaid  ar  cli 
A'  gàireachdaich  linn-f!jìn, 
Le  bras  mhacnas  dian  sin 
Na  h-bgalachd. 

Siubhal. 
O  dastram  !  dastram  ! 
Dastram,  Mòrag! 
Ribhinn  bhuidh  bhastalach, 
Leac-rui  teach  ròsach  ; 
A  gruaidhean  air  lasadh. 
Mar  lasair-chlach  dhaite, 
'S  a  deud  mar  an  sneachda, 
Cruinn-shnait'  an  dlù  òrdnt;h. 
Ri  Bhenus  cho  tlachdmhor, 
An  taitneachdainn  fheol'or  ; 
Ri  Dido  cho  maiseach, 
Cho'  snasmhor  's  cho  cbrr  r'i  ; 
'S  e  thionnsgan  dhomh  caitheamhi 
'S  a  laodaich  mo  rathan, 
A  bhallag  ghrinn  laghach, 
Chuir  na  gathan-sa  m'fheol-sru 

'S  mar  bithinn  fo  ghlasaibh, 
Cruaidh  phaisgte  le  pòsadh, 
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Dh'iohruiiiii  cridhe  ino  phi'tu'sa, 

Air  an  altair  so  IMòia^, 

Cìu'ii  liiiblii-iiiiiii  ^iiii  aii'srHMil, 

Ajj  stòlaibli  a  cSs  e  ; 

'S  mar  ^abhadli  i  tlarlid  (iliioiii, 

CMia  b'  lliatia  sin  \wò  mi. 

O   n  t-iirram  !  an  t-urram  ! 

An  t-urram  !  do  IMhòraij^! 

Clin  mhor  nacii  do  (linir  1  ; 

ISrthuil  nil'  as  a  h-ùrdiigh  ; 

Gu'n  d'rnif  urradh  ceum'tuislidl), 

Fo  iomachd  mo  cbuisloaii, 

Le  teas  a^iis  murtachd, 

O  mhuch-thra  Di-dòmhnaìcii. 

'S  til  rculla  nan  cailin, 
Làn  lainnir  gun  cheù  ort  ; 
Fior  chomhnart  gun  charraid, 
Gun  arral,  j^iin  bheòlam  ; 
Cho  nihi  ri  cioidii-eala, 
'S  cho  geal  ris  a  ghaillionn  ; 
Do  sheang  shlios  seamh  fallain, 
Thug  bariachd  air  mùran. 
*S  tu  ban-righ  nan  ainnir, 
Cha  sgallais  an  cùmhradh  ; 
Ard  foinnidh  na  d'  ghallan, 
Gun  bhaileart,  gun  nihbr-chuis ; 
Tha  thu  coimhliont'  na  d'  bhallabh, 
Gu  h-innsgineach  athlamh  ; 
Caoin,  meachair,  farasd, 
Gun  fharum,  gun  ròpal. 

Urlar. 

B'fhearr  gu  bithinn  sgaoilt' 
As  na  cordamhsa, 
Thug  mi  tuille  gaoil 
A's  bu  choir  dhomh  dhut  ; 
Gu  'n  tig  fa  dhuine  taom, 
Gu  droch  ghniomh  bhios  claon, 
Cuii'eadh  e  cruaidh-slinuim 
Air  o'n  ghòraich  sin  : 
Ach  thug  i  so  mo  chiall, 
Uile  bhuam  gu  trian  ; 
Cha'n  fhaca  mi  riamh 
Siunnailt  Mòraìg-sa, 
Ghoid  i  bhuam  mo  chri, 
'S  shlad  i  bhuam  mo  chli, 
'S  cuiridh  i  'san  chill, 
Fo  na  fòdaibh  mi. 

Siuhhal, 

Mo  cheist  agus  m'uUaidh 
De'n  chunnaic  mi  d'  sheors  thu, 
Le  d'  bhroilleach  geal-thuraid, 
Nam  muUaichean  bòidheach  ; 
Cha'n  fhaigh  mi  de  dh'f huras, 
Na  ni  mionaid  iiat  fuireach, 
Ge  d'  tha  buarach  na  dunach 


I)*Hin  rhnmail  (»  d'  phÒNadh. 
Do  bhi'ul  mar  an  t-sirist, 
'S  e  milis  ri  phògadh, 
("ho  dcarg  ri  hhtrmillian, 
Mar  bliilfagan  ròsan  : 
Gu'n  d'rinn  thu  mo  mhillfadh, 
De  d'  Chnjiid  d'am  bhioradh, 
'S  le  d'shaighdan  caol,  bioracli, 
A  ri nu  ciorram  fa  m'  chòta. 

Tha  mi  Ian  mulaid, 
O'n  chunnaig  mi  Mòrag, 
Cho  trom  ri  clach-mhuilinn, 
Air  lunnan  d'a  !<eòladh  : 
Mac-samhail  na  cruinneig, 
Cha'n  «'il  arms  a  chruinne  ; 
JMo  chri  air  a  ghuin  leat, 
O'n  chunna'  mi  t-òr-chul 
Na  shlamagan  bachallach. 
Casarlach,  còrnach  ; 
Gu  faineagach,  ck'achdagach, 
Dreach-lubach,  glòrmhor  ; 
Na  rt'ullagan  cearclach  ; 
Mar  usgraichean  dreachmhor, 
Le  fudar  san  fhasan 
Grian-lasda,  ciabh  òr-bhuidh. 

Do  shlios  mar  an  canach  ; 
Mar  chaineal  do  phògan  ; 
Hi  Pheonix  cho  aineamh  ; 
'S  glan  lainnir  do  chuta  : 
Gu  mùirninneach  banail, 
Gun  ardan  gun  stannart  ; 
'S  i  corr  ann  an  ceanal, 
Gun  ainnis  gun  fhùtus. 
Na  faicte  mo  leannan 
'S  a  mhath-shluagh  dirdònaich, 
B'i  coltas  an  aingeal, 
Na  h-earradh's  na  comhradh  ; 
A  pearsa  gun  talach 
Air  a  gibhtean  tha  barrachd  ; 
A'n,  TÌ  dh'  fhàg  thu  gun  aineamh, 
A  rinn  do  thalamh  rud  bòidheach. 

Urlar. 
Tha  'n  saoghal  Ian  de  smaointeannan  feolar, 
Alamon  bi'dh  'g  ar  claonadh 
IjB  ghoisnichean  ; 
A  choluiiin  bheir  oir'n  gaol 
Ghabhail  gu  ro  fhaoin, 
Air  striopachas,  air  craos, 
Agus  stròthalarhd  : 
Ach  cha  do  chreid  mi  riamh 
Gu'n  do  sheas  air  sliabh, 
Aon  te  bha  cho  ciatach 
Ri  Mòraig-sa ; 
A  subhailcean  's  a  ciall, 
Mar  gu'm  biodh  ban-dia. 
Leagh  an  cri  am  chliamh 
Le  cuid  òrrachan. 
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Siuhhal, 

Ar  coinhairlw  na  ceilihh  orm. 
Ciod  eile  their  no  rii  mi  ? 
Ma'n  ribhinn  bu  tearc  ceiletreadh, 
A  shoinneadh  air  an  f'iii(l«*i;(  : 
Cha'ii  fhaighear  ii  ietliid  eile  so, 
Air  tir-mor  no  'ii  eileanan  ; 
Cho  ioinlan,  's  cho  eireachdail. 
Gho  teiridneach,  's  cho  bioijail, 
'S  ni  ci II n teach  gur  ni  deireasach 
Mar  ceileir  so  air  Sine, 
Mi  thuiteam  an  gaol  leath-phairteach, 
*S  mo  cherenion  ga'm  dhiobiiail ; 
Cha'n  eil  do  bhiirn  a  Seile  sid, 
No  shneachd  an  Cruachau  eilideach 
Na  bheir  aon  fhionnaciid  eiridneach 
Do'n  teine  th'ann  am  innsgin. 

'Nuar  chuala  mi  ceol  leadanach 
An  fheadain  a  bh'aig  Mòrag, 
llinn  m'aigneadh  damhsa'  beadarach, 
'S  6  freagra  dha  le  solas  ; 
Sèamh  ùriar,  sochrach,  leadarra 
A  puirt,  's  a  meoir  a  breabadaich  ; 
B'e  sid  an  òr-fhead  eagarra, 
Do  bheus  nan  creaga'  mora, 
Ochòin  !  am  feadan  baill-eughach, 
Cruaidh  sgal-eughach,  glan  ceolmhor, 
Nam  binn-phort  stuirteil,  trileaiita, 
Ri  min-dhionachd,  bog  rò-chaoiri  j 
A  màrsal  comhnardstaideil  sin, 
'S  e  lùghmhor  grasmhor  caiseamachd  ; 
Fior  chrunluath,  brig,  spalpara. 
Fa  clia-lù  na  bras-chaoin  sporsail. 

Chinn  prois,  is  stuirt,  a's  spraidiealachd. 
Am  ghnuis  'n  uair  bheachdaich  guamag, 
A  seinn  an  fheadain  ioraltaich, 
Bard  iolach  ann  am  chluasan  ; 
A  suain-cheol,  sithe  mir-anach  ; 
Mear  stoirmeil,  pongail,  mionaideach  ; 
Na  b'  fhoirmeile  nach  sireamaid, 
Ail"  mhirid  ri  h-uchd  tuasaid. 
O'n  buille  meoir  bii  lomarra, 
Gil  pronnadii  a  pbuirt  uaimhrich  ! 
'S  na  h-nilt  bu  lùghmhor  cromain^'nn 
Air  thoUaibh  a  chroinn  bhuadhaich  ! 
Gun  slaod-inheoirich,  gun  ronnaireachd, 
Brisg,  tioram,  sochdair,  colaideach  ; 
Geal-ludag  nan  gearra-cholluinneau, 
Na  craplù,  loinneil,  guauach  ! 

Urlar. 

Chasgamaid  ar  n-iot 
Le  glan  fhion  an  sin, 
'S  bhualamaid  gu  dian 
Air  gloir  shi()mhalta: 
Tuille  cha  bhiodh  ann, 
Gu8  an  tigeadh  am, 


A  bhi  ciuich  air  dam, 
Air  na  tiodhan  sin  : 
Dh'ùlaimaid  ar  dram, 
Dh'fhùgradh  uaiiin  gun  taiiig, 
Gach  ni  chuireadh  maill 
Air  bhi  miog-chuisearh  ; 
Maighdean  nan  ciabh  fann, 
Shniamhaiiach  nan  clarin  ; 
Mala  chaol,  dhonn,  cham, 
Channach,  fhinealta. 

A.n  crnuluatli. 

Mo  cheann  tha  l,\n  de  shoilleanaibh 
O  dheilicli  mi  ri  d'bhrio<lal  ; 
Mo  shròn  tha  stoipt'  a  à\\-elebor 
Na  deil,  le  teine  dimbis  ; 
Mo  shuileati  tha  cho  dcireasatth, 
Nach  faic  mi  gne  gun  teles(/op, 
'S  ge  d'bhiodh  meudach  beinn'  ann, 
'S  ann  theirinn  gur  h-e  fiid  i. 
Dh'fhalbh  mo  cheudfaidh  corporra 
Gu  docharach  le  bruadar, 
'N  uair  shaoil  mi  fortan  thor  chairt  domh, 
'S  mi'm  thorroichim  air  mo  chluasaig: 
Air  dùsgadh  as  a  chaithream  sin 
Cha  d'fhuair  mi  ach  aon  fhaileas  d'i, 
An  ionad  na  maoin  bearraideach 
A  mheal  mi  gu  seachd  uaiiean. 

Ach,  ciod  thug  mi  gu  glan  fhaireachadh, 
Ach  carachadh  rinn  cluanag  : 
'S  CO  so,  o  thus,  bha  INIhurag  ann, 
Ach  Sine  an  òr-fhuilt  chuachaich  ; 
'Nuair  thur  i  gu'n  do  lagaich  mi, 
'S  gu  teumainn  rag  chuir  stalcaidh  ann, 
Gu'n  d'rinn  i  draoidheachd-chadail  domh, 
Rinn  cruaidh  fior  rag  de  m  luaidhe. 
13ha  cleasachd-sa  cho  innealta, 
'S  cho  innleachdach  ma'n  cuairt  d'i, 
Nach  faodainn  fhin  thaobh  si-mhaltachd, 
Gun  dlighe  crion  thoirt  uam  dh'i  ; 
Gu"n  thiunndaidh  mi  gu  h-ordail  r"i  ; 
'S  gu'n  shaoil  mi  gu'm  b'i  Mòrag  i ; 
Gun  d'  aisig  mi  mo  phogan  du, 
'S  cha  robh  d'a  coir  dad  uaipn. 


Note. — This  is  one  of  the  finest  productions  of  the 
Keltic  muse.  The  bard  appears  to  have  been  really  en- 
amoured, and  he  pours  forth  his  elegant,  rapid,  and  im- 
passioned strains  in  a  torrent  of  poetry  which  has  never 
been  equalled  by  any  of  his  contemporaries.  Mòrag 
was  a  common  country  girl  ;  and  it  is  said  that  the 
poet's  wife  became  jealous  of  her  rival.  1  he  bard  had 
talked  of  the  marriage  ties  with  the  greatest  contempt, 
and  regretted  that  he  was  fettered  with  the  bonds  of  wed- 
lock. This  raised  a  storm,  and  the  bard  sacrificed  the 
mi.stress  to  appease  the  wile,  and  composed  his  "  Mi. 
niholndh."  Here  is  an  instance  of  his  disregard  to  truth 
and  common  decency,  as  well  as  of  moral  and  poetical  jus- 
tice. As  the  praise  was  e.Napger.-.tcd  and  extravagant,  the 
censure  was  cruel,  unmanly,  and  imdescrved.  He  first 
raised  the  object  of  his  admiration  to  the  skies,  with  the 
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most  hyporholiral  praiio — anil  then,  wilhout  nny  provoca- 
tion, he  Hiulili'iiiy  whi'o'.it  roviiul  niul  ovcrwiii'liiis  liiit 
f{utl(lo«t<  with  tlio  inost  Hl.iiulcrouK,  foul- mouthed  aiul  utu 
fciluig  nl)iise.  Hill  "  Mi.mhuUnlh  Moraiii"  is  |iiiiilO(l  in 
the  diasgow  cutn/UtU'  cUiUon  oj  hia  wui/a  ({/  \KiO. 


ORAN    AN    T-S  AMII  11  A  1  1)11. 
Air  FONN — "  Through  the  wood,  laddie." 

An  duis  dhnmh  diisgadh  's  a'mhaduiiin, 

'S  an  (Ipiilt  air  a  chòill, 
Ann  a  madaiiin  ro  shoilleir, 

Ann  a  lagan  beag  doilleir, 
G It'll  cuatas  am  feadan 

Gu  leadurra  seiiiii ; 
'S  mac-talla  nan  creagan 

D'a  flireagairt  brbn  bhiiin.* 

Bi'dh  am  belthe  deagb-bholtrach, 

Urail  dosrach  nan  earn, 
Ri  maoth-blilàs  driùchd  cèitean, 

Mar  ri  caoin-dhearsadh  greine, 
Briichdadii  barraich  tro  gheugan, 

'S  an  mhios  cheutach  sa  Mhiiigh  : 
Am  mios  breac-laoghach,  buailteach  ; 

Bhainneach,  bhuaghacb,  gu  dair  ! 

Bi'dh  gach  doire  did  uaigiiidh 

'S  trusgan  uain'  ump  a'  fas; 
Bi'dh  an  snothach  a  direadh 

As  gach  I'riamhach  a's  isle, 
Tro  'na  cuislinnean  sniomhain, 

Gu  miadachadh  blà  : 
Cuach,  a's  smeòrach  's  an  fheasgar, 

Seinn  a  leadain  'n  am  bJirr. 


*  We  have  heard  it  broadly  asserted,  that  the  com- 
mencing stanza  of  this  song  is  a  mere  translation  of  the 
first  stanza  of  a  certain  song  in  "  Ramsay's  Tea  Table 
Miscellany."  That  there  is  a  general  similarity  between 
these  two  stanzas,  is  admitted  at  once:  and  that  M'Don- 
ald  may  have  seen  the  "  Miscellany,"  and  also  read  the 
stanza  in  question,  is  likewise  conceded.  But  that  the 
similarity  between  the  two  is  such  as  to  warrant  the  con- 
clusion that  he  must  have  seen  it,  we  cannot  allow.  As  to 
its  being  a  translation,  if  our  opinion  were  asked,  we 
would  say  at  once  "  It  is  not."  But  we  subjoin  the  lines 
from  the  "  Miscellany,"  that  the  reader  may  have  the 
better  opportunity  of  judging  : — 

"As  early  I  wak'd. 

On  the  first  of  sweet  May, 
Beneath  a  steep  mountain, 

Reside  a  clear  fountain, 
I  heard  a  grave  lute 
Soft  melody  play. 
Whilst  the  echo  resounded 
The  dolorous  lay." 
Haniaay't  Tea  Table  Miscellany,  F'oi  1, 


A  mios  brpar-niglwarlj,  braonach, 

C'rt'aniliucb,  inaotli-roeiacb,  àidh  ! 
CbuireaH  NgcadaH  ruui-thruailliclh, 

Air  guch  àitt'  d'a  dbiiai<tbM<'acb(i  ; 
A  dh  llio^raH  .sneaclid  le  cliuid  fiiachd, 

O  ghetir-ghruaim  nam  bcannard  ; 
*S  aig  mcMid  pagail  roi  Phdhvs, 

Tlifid's  na  Hpptiraibh  'na  KUiàl. 

A  mios  hisanac.h,  menlacb, 

I-'curach,  iaik>ana<;b,  bl'itb  ; 
'S  e  gu  gucagacli,  duillcarh, 

Luaciiracb,  ditbeunach,  luracli, 
Beachach,  seilleanach,  dearcach, 

Ciiirach,  dealltacb,  trom,  thà  ; 
'S  i  mar  cbuirneanan  daimein, 

Bhratach  bhoisgeil  air  làr  ! 

'S  moch  bhios  Phoebus  ag  òradh 

Ceap  nam  mòr-cruacii  's  nam  beann  ; 
'S  bi'dh  'san  uair  sin  le  solas, 

Gach  eun  binn-fhaclach  boidheach. 
Ceumadh  meur-buillean  ceolar, 

Feadh  phres,  ògan,  a's  ghleann  ; 
A  chorruil  chuirteach  gun  sgreadan, 

Aig  pòr  is  beadarraich  greann  ! 

'S  an  am  tighinn  do'n  fheasgar, 

Co-fhreasgradh  aon  am, 
Ni  iad  co'-sheirm,  sheimh,  fhallain, 

Gu  bileach,  binn-ghobach,  allail, 
A  seinn  gu  lù-chleasach  daigbeann 

A  measg  ur-mheaghain  nan  crann  ; 
'S  iad  fein  a  beucail  gu  foirmeil, 

Le  toirra  nan  {jrgan  gun  mheang. 

Bi'dh  gach  creutair  do  laigid 

Dol  le  suigeart  do'n  choill  ; 
Bi'dh  an  dreadhaii  gu  balcant', 

Foirmeil,  talcorra,  bagant', 
Sir  chuir  failt  air  a  mhadainn,        ^ 

Le  rifeid  mhaisich,  bhuig,  bbinu  ; 
Agus  Rubin  d'a  bheusadh 

Air  a  gheig  os  a  chinn. 

Gur  glan  gall-fheadan  Richard 

A  seinn  na'n  cuislinnin  grinn, 
Am  bàrr  nam  bilicbean  blathor, 

'S  an  dos  na  lom-dharag  àrda, 
Bhiodh  's  na  glacagan  fàsaich 

As  cubhraidh  fàile  na'm  fion  ; 
Le  phuirt  thriolanta  shiubhlach 

Phrounair  lùghor  le  dion. 

Sid  na  puirt  a's  glan  gearradh. 

'S  a's  ro  ealanda  roinn  ; 
Chuireadh  m'inntinn  gu  beadradh, 

Clia-lu  t-fheadain  ma'n  eadradh, 
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'N  am  do'ii  chrodh  bhi  g'an  l<;i<^eadh, 

An  iiiriiis  bheitir's  a'  chuill  ; 
'S  tu  d'  leig  air  baidcil  ri  cioiilliar, 

All  grianaii  aon-chasach  cruiiin. 

IJi'dh  bradan  seaiig-mlicar  an  fhìor-uisg', 

Gu  brisg,  slinn-leuinnacb,  liiath  ; 
Nam  bhuidbnean  tarra-gbealach,  lannach, 

Gu  h-iteach,  dearg-bhallar.h,  earrach, 
Le  shoillsean  airgeid  d'a  earradli, 

'S  inin-bhreac  lainnireach  tuar  ; 
'S  e-fein  gu  crom-gbobach  ullauih, 

Ceapadh  chuileag  le  cluaiii. 

A  bhealltuinn  bhog-bhailceach,  ghriauach, 

Lònach,  lianach,  mo  ghràidh, 
Bhainneach,  fhionn-mheagach,  uachdracb, 

Ombanach,  loinideacb,  chuacbach, 
Ghruthach,  shlainanach,  mhiusrach, 

Mhiodrach,  mbiosganach  Ian, 
Uanach,  nriheannanach,  inbauineach, 

Bbocach,  mhaoiseach,  Ian  ail  ! 

O  .'  's  fior  eibhinn  r'a  chluintinn, 

Fann-gheum  laoigb  anns  a  chro 
Gu  h-ural,  min-bhallach,  àluinn  ; 

Druira-fhionn,  gearr-fhionnach,  fail!, 
Ceann-fhionn,  colg-rasgach,  cluas-deai'g, 

Tarra-gheal,  guaineiseach,  òg, 
Gu  mogach,  bog-lad hrach,  f'àsor, 

'S  e  leum  ri  baraich  nam  bo  ! 

A  sbbbhrach  gbeala-bhui'  nam  bruachag, 

Gur  fanna-gheal,  snuaghar,  do  ghniiis  ! 
Chinneas  badanach,  cluasacb, 

Maoth-mhin,  baganta  luaineach  ; 
Gur  tu  ròs  is  fearr  cruadal 

A  ni  gluasad  a  h-ùir; 
Bi'dh  tu  t-eideadh  as  t-earrach 

'S  c  ch  ri  falach  an  sùl. 

'S  curaidh  faileadh  do  mbuineil, 

A  chrios-Cho-chulainn    nan  earn  ! 
Na  d'  cbruinn  bbabaidean  riabhach, 

Lbineach,  fhad-luirgneach,  sgiainhach, 
Na  d'thuim  gbiobagach,  dreach-nibin, 

Bharr-bbuidh,  cbasurlaich,  àird  ; 
Timcheall  thulmanan  diamhair 

Mam  bi'm  biadh-ianain  a  i'òs. 

'S  gu'm  bi  froineisean  boisgeil 

A  thilgeas  foineal  ni's  leoir, 
Ar  gftch  lu-ghart  de  neoinein, 

'S  do  bbai'raibh  sheamragan  lòmhar  ; 
Mar  sin  is  leasacban  soilleir, 

De  db-fheada-coille  nan  cos, 
Timcheall  bhoganan  loinneal, 

A's  trie  an  eilid  d'an  coir. 


'Nis  treigidh  coileach  a  gbucag, 

*S  caitean  briicach  nan  craobb, 
'S  theid  gu  mullach  nan  sliabb-cbnoc', 

Le  c.hiro  gbearr-gljobaicb  rial)iiaich, 
'S  bi'dh'ga  suiridh  gu  cùirteil 

Am  pillein  ciil-gorina  (Vaoich  : 
'S  ise  freagra  le  tùcban  : — 

"  Pì-hù-hù  tha  thu  taoin." 

A  choilich  chraobhaich  nan  gearr-sgiath, 

'S  na  falluine  dùi', 
Tha  dubh  a's  goal  air  am  miovgadh, 

Go  ro  oirdheirc  na  t-itich  ; 
Muineal  lainnireach,  sgipi, 

Uaine,  slis-mhin,  's  trie  crom  ! 
Gob  na'n  pongannan  milis 

Nach  faiet'  a  sileadh  nan  ronn  ! 

Sid  an  turaraich  ghlan,  loinneal, 

A's  ard  coilleag  air  tom, 
'S  iad  ri  bù-rà-rus  seamh,  ceutach 

Ann  a  feasgar  bog  ceitean  ; 
Am  bannal  geal-sgirteach,  uchd-ruadh  ; 

Mala  ruiteaeh,  ehaol,  chrom  ; 
'S  iad  gu  h-uehd-ardach,  earra-gheal, 

Ghrian-dhearsgnaidh,  dhruim-dhonn. 


Note — The  poet  here  uses  a  redundancy  of  adjectives, 
epithets  and  alliterations,  with  more  pedantry  than  be- 
comes pastoral  poetry :  but,  with  all  its  faults,  the  poem 
contains  many  beautiful  passages.  The  address  to  the 
primrose  is  peculiarly  elegant  and  happy — the  description 
of  tlie  love  of  the  grouse  is  also  very  good — and  the  address 
to  the  black  cock  is  lively  and  graphic,  though  it  ends  with 
an  unlucky  and  far-fetched  conceit. 


O  R  A  N    A    G  H  E  A  M  H  11  A  I  D  H. 
Air  fonn— "  Tweedside.'' 

Tharruinn  grian  righ  nam  -planad  's  nan  reull, 

Gu  sign  Chavcer  di-ciadain  gu  beachd, 

A  riaghlas  cothrom  ma'n  criochnaich  e  thriall, 

Da  mhios-dcug  na  bliadhna  ma  seach  ; 

Ach  gur  h-e  'n  dara,  di  sathuirn'  na  dheij^h, 

A  ghrian-stad-shamraidh,  aon-deug,  an  la's  f'aid  • 

'S  a  sin  tiuntaidh  e  ehùrsa  gu  seimh, 

Gu  seas-ghrian  a  gheamhraidh  gun  stad. 

'S  o  dh'imich  e  'nis  uainn  m'an  cuairt, 
Gu'm  bi  fuachd  oir'n  gu'm  pill  e  air  ais, 
Bi'dh  gach  la  dol  an  giorrad  gu  feum, 
'S  gach  oidhehe  do  rcir  dol  am  lad  : 
Sruthaidh  luibhean,  a's  coill,  agus  feur, 
Na  fàs-bheodha  erion-eugaidh  iad  as  ; 
Teichidh  snodbach  gu  friambach  nan  crann, 
Suighidh  glaoghan  an  sùgh-bheath'  a  stcacb. 


112 


SAR  OlJAlil  NAM    15AKD  CJ  A  KLACll. 


Sèà('hdu!«lh  i;t'ii^nii  nhm  ciilihraidh  nnn  crnnn, 
Hh.i  .s  ail  t  s.inilirailli  tiiMu-NtiMc  tc  It*  iiicaH, 
Cmi'ii  tiiir-liMiin  uii  toradli  ^u  l.ir, 
Chi'ii  s^ruisuir  am  burr  liir  ^acli  litis. 
Guiliilii  tVadaiii  u'a  creuchaiiin  iiuiii  li<'aiiii, 
Snitliairi  clniostail  iiaii  f;lt«aiiii  Ic  tioiii  spiuKtlul, 
Caoidli  nam  liiaraii  ri  iiiraciiiiin  ^n'li  cliniiu, 
Deocli-sliiiiiiila  nam  maoi»«>acli    s  nam  boc. 

Laidhidh  brim  air  an  talami)  ^\i  \C'\v, 
Gu'n  aognnich  iia  hleibhteHn's  na  cnuic  ; 
Cirad  diibhaidh  raoin  uacbdar  nam  ))lài', 
Fal-riiisi;t»\  's  iad  fàillinneach  bdthd 
Nci  b  I'oin  bhudiallacb'  bbreac-itoaoli,  uliiinn, 
Sbciniieudb  basganta,  binn,  am  barr  dbos, 
Gu'n  tcid  a  gblas-ghuib  ar  am  bciil, 
Gun  bbodha,  gun  teud,  's  iad  nan  tost. 

Sguiridh  bùirdìsich  sgiathach  nan  spour, 
D'an  ceileiribh  grianach  car  greis, 
Cba  seinn  iad  a'  vuiidnean  gu  h-àrd, 
ìio  ftasgaran  cbràbhach  's  a'  pbreas; 
Cadal  clutlior  gu'n  dean  aims  gach  cos, 
Gabliail  fasgaiiih  am  frògamh  nan  creag  ; 
'S  iad  ag  ionndrainn  nan  gathanan  blàth, 
Bbiudb  ri  dealaradh  o  sgàile  du  theas. 

Cuirear  daltachan  srian-bhuidh  nan  r' s 
Bbarr  mhui-chioch  nan  òr-dhitliean  beag, 
'S  inghean  gucagach  lili  nan  Ion, 
Nam  fluran,  's  gheal  noinein  nan  eug  ; 
Cha  deoghlair  le  beachan  nam  bruach, 
Cròdbaidb  fuarachd  car  cuairt  iad  na  sgeap  ; 
'S  cha  mho  chruinnichcas  seillein  a  mhàl, 
'S  thar  gheal-ùr-ros  chroinn  garaidh  cha  streap. 

Tearnaidh  bradan,  a's  sgadan,  's  gach  iasg, 
O  t-iarguinn  gu  fia-ghrunnd  nan  loch  ; 
'S  gu  fan  air  an  aigein  du-dhonn, 
Ann  an  doimhneachd  nam  fonn  a's  nan  slochd. 
Na  brictharra-ghealach,  eari'a-ghobhhich  shliom, 
Lt'uraadh  mearagant',  ri  usgraichean  chop, 
Nan  cairtealan  geamhraidh  gu'n  tàmh, 
Meirbh,  sàmhach,  o  thàmh  thu  fo'n  ghloh. 

Chasa's  ghreannaich  gach  tulach,  's  gach  torn, 
'S  dùite  lom  chinn  gach  fireacb,  's  gach  glac  ; 
Gu'n  d'  obhraich  na  sltheanan  feoir, 
Bu  lusanach,  feoirneanach  brat ; 
Thiormaich  monainean,  's  ruadhaich  gach  fonn  ; 
Bheuchd  an  fhairge  'sro  thonn-ghreannach  gart ; 
'S  gu'n  sgreitich  an  dulachd  gach  long, 
'S  theid  an  cabhlach  na  long-phort  a  steachd. 

Neulaich  paircean  a's  miodair  gu  bas, 
Thuit  gach  fàsach,  's  gach  àite  to  bhruid  ; 
Chiaraich  monadh  nan  iosal  's  nan  ard  ; 
Theirig  dathanan  gràsmhor  gach  luig  ; 


Dh.fhalbh  am  fAilradh,  nm  nuinr/,  a's  am  fonn  ; 
Dli-lhallili  am  niais*!  iiliarr  lombair  gach  biiig  ; 
('baidh  an  t'unlaitlh  gu  caoidhruran  tniagh, 
L'i.sfag,  Huicuracli,  a  a  cuach,  agUM  druid. 

A  fhraoich  bbadaiiairb,  gbaganaich,  ùir, 
D'am  b'<da'N  <1  am  b  ThiKlar  a  nihil, 
in  bhli'ith  ghrian  do  bhaltt'a  gach  iiair, 
CÌU  giuilacbd  do  glii'uaigr  1«>  sgil  ; 
'8  a  iril)adaiii  incbair  'niiair  bbuÌHgeadh  a  ghnùis, 
Air  bhiiidhiiinin  driiicbdacb  nan  dril, 
B'fbior  chùbbraidh  's  gu'm  b'eibbinn  an  sinùid 
So  dh'fireadh  bharr  chnirnein  gach  bil. 

Gu'n  theirig  suth-talmhuinn  nam  bruach; 
Dh'fhalbh  an  cnuaisach  le'n  trom-lubadh  slat, 
Tiiuit  an  t-ubball,  an  t-MÌris,  's  a  phcur, 
C'huir«!adli  bodba  air  a  gbeig  anns  a  bbad. 
Dh-thaibh  am  bainne  bho'n  eallach  air  chùl, 
Ma'm  bi  Icanaba  bi  ciùcharan  bocbd  ; 
'S  gu'm  pill  a  grian  gu  siyn  Thuurus  nam  buadh. 
'S  treun  a  bhuadhuicheas,  fuachd,  agus  gort. 

Theid  a  ghrian  air  a  thurus  man  cuairt, 
Yiothropic  Cliupricorn  ghruamach  gun  stad, 
O'n  tig  fearthuinn  chruinn,  mheallanach,  luath, 
liheir  air  muUach  nan  cuairteagan  sad  ; 
Thig  tein'-adhair,  thig  torunn  na  dhcigh, 
Thig  gaillionn,  thig  cireadh  nach  lag, 
'S  cinnidh  uisge  na  ghlaineachan  cruaidh, 
'S  na  ghlas-leugaibh,  min,  tuar-licnt-ach  rag. 

A  mios  nuarranda,  garbh-fhrasach  dorch', 
Shneachdach,  cholgarra,  stoirm-shionach  bith  ; 
Dhisleach,dhall-churach,chathach,fhliuch,chruai, 
Bhiorach,  bhuagharra,  's  tuath-ghaothach  cith  ; 
Dheibheach,  lia-rotach,ghlib-shleamhain  gharbh, 
Chuireas  sgiobairean  fairge  nan  ruith  ; 
Fhliuchacli,  fhuntuinneach,  ghuincach,  gun  tlàs  ; 
Cuiridh  t-anail  gach  caileachd  air  chrith, 

A  mios  cratanach,  casadach,  lom, 
A  bhios  trom  air  an  t-sonn-bhrochan  dubh  ; 
Churraiceach,  chasagach,  lachduun  a's  dhonn, 
Bhrisneach,stocainneach,chom-chochlach,thiugh, 
BhrJjgach,  mhiotagach,  pheiteagach  bhàn, 
Imeach,  aranach,  chàiseach,  gun  ghruth  ; 
Le  miann  bruthaiste,  mairt-fheoil  a's  càl  ; 
'S  ma  bhios  blàth  nach  dean  tair  air  gnè  stuth. 

A  mios  brotagach,  toiteanach  soigh 
Ghionach,  stròitheal,  fhior  gbeòcach  gu  muic  ; 
Liteach,  làghanach,  chabaisteach  chorr, 
Phoiteach,  ròmasach,  ròiceil,  gu  suit ; 
'S  an  taobh-muigh  ge  do  thugh  sinn  ar  elm, 
Air  an  fhàile  gheur-tholltach  gun  tlus, 
'S  feudar  dram  òl  mar  llnnigeadh  cleibb, 
A  ghrad  fhadas  tein'-eibhinn  's  an  uchd. 


ALASDAIR  MAC  MHAIGIISI  III  ALASDAIR. 


113 


Bi'dh  grean'-diibh  air  cuid  tnòr  de'ti  Uoiiiiieorp, 
O  In^airh  k<{cuiii1i  òrdlia  do  theas, 
Do  sholiis  b(i  Mhiila»  vo  inliùr, 
Ar  fra^harc  a's  ar  luchratin  geal  deas  ; 
Ach  'nuair  thig  e  gu  Geinini  a  lis, 
'S  a  laiiinir  's  gach  riglicaclid  gu'ii  cuir, 
'S  biiidli  soillseiii  nan  coire.iii's  nam  ineall, 
'S  riuchdail  fiainh  nau  òr-inheall  air  a  inhuir. 

'S  theid  gach  salmadair  ball-mliaiscach  ùr, 
Ann  an  crannaig  chraobh-dhlii-dhuiilicli  chaisi 
Le  'n  seol  luin  a  sheinn  laoidh  's  a  thuirt  cliù, 
Chiunti  a  phlanaid-s'  a  chursadh  air  ais  ; 
Gu'in  bi  coisir  air  leth  anns  gacli  geig, 
An  dasgaibU  eibhinn  air  reidh-sblios  nan  slat, 
A  tuirt  lag  iobairt  le'n  ceileir  d'an  Triatli, 
Air  chaol  churraibh  an  sgiath  anns  gach  glaic. 

Cha  bhi  creutair  fo  chupan  nan  spcur, 
'N  sin  nach  tiunndaidh  ri  'n  speurad's  ri'n  dreach, 
'S  gu'n  toir  P/iabus  le  buadhan  a  bhlàis, 
Anain-las  daibh  a's  càileachdain  ceart 
Ni  iad  ais.oiridh  chuitcheann  on  uaigh 
1^'ar  na  mhiutaich  am  fuachd  iad  a  steach, 
'S  their  iad  : — guileag-doro-hidola-hann, 
Dh-fhalbh  angcamhra  s  than  samhradh  air  teachd. 


ORAN  NAM  FINEACHAN  GAELACII. 

A  CHOMuiNN  rioghail  rùinich, 

Sàr  ùmhlachd  thugaibh  uaibh, 

Biodh  'ur  ruisg  gun  smuirnean, 

'S  gach  cri  gun  treas  gun  lub  ann  ; 

Deoch-dainte  Sheumais  Stiubhairt, 

Gu  muirneach  cuir  ma'n  cuairt! 

Ach  ma  ta  giomh  air  bith  'n  'ur  stamaig, 

A  chàileis  naomh'  na  truaill. 

Lion  deoch.slainte  Thearlaich 
A  mheirlich  !  stràic  a  chuach  ; 
13'i  sid  an  ioc-shlant'  àluinn, 
Dhath-bheothaicheadh  mo  chàileaciid 
Ge  d'a  bhiodh  am  bus  orm. 
Gun  neart,  gun  àdh,  gun  tuar. 
A  High  rian  dùl  a  cbuir  do  chàbhlach, 
Oirn  thar  sail'  le  luathas. 

O  !  tog  do  bhaideil  ,\rda, 
Chaol,  dhionach,  shàr-gheal  nnadh, 
Ui  d'crannailh  bi-dhearg,  làidir, 
Gu  taisdeal  nan  tonn  gàireach  ; 


Tha  JEolus  ag  raitinn 

Gu  '»eid  e  I'ap-gliaotb  chruaidh, 

O'n  aird  an  ear  ;  's  tha  A'cfitun  dileas, 

Gu  uiineachadh  a  cluiuin. 

'S  bochd  ata  do  chiiirdean 
Aig  ru  mhead  t-fhàrdail  uainii  ; 
Mar  àlach  mhaoth  gun  mhathair  ; 
No  beachainn  breac  a  ghuraidi), 
Ag  sionnach  'n  dcis  a  fàsachd', 
Air  fViilinn  t'eadh  nam  bruaci). 
Aisig  cabliagach  le  d'  ciiabhlach, 
'S  leighis  plàidh  do  shluaigh. 

Tha  na  dee  ann  an  deagh  run  dut ; 
Greas.ort  le  siird  nco-mharbh, 
Thar  dhronnaig  nan  tonn  du-ghorm, 
Dhruim-robach,  bharr-chas,  shiubhlach, 
Ghleannchlaghach.  cheann.gheal,  shù'.dhlù, 
Na  mothar  chul-ghlas,  ghairbh  ; 
Na  cuan-choirean,  greatuiach,  stuadh-thorthach. 
'S  crom-bhileach,  inolach,  falbh. 

Tha  muir  a's  tir  cho-r6idh  dhut, 
JVlar  deann  thu  I'ein  a  searg  ; 
Doirtidh  iad  na'n  ceudan, 
Nan  laomabh  tiugha,  trcunna, 
A  lireatunn  a's  a  Eirinn, 
Ma  d'standard  breid-gheal  dearg  ; 
A  ghasraidh  sgaiteach,  ghuineach,  rioghail  ; 
Chreuchdach,  fhior.luath,  ghaig! 

Thig  do  chinneadh  fein  ort, 
Na  treun-fhir  laomsgair  gharbh, 
Na'm  beitheiribh  gu  reubadh  ; 
Na'n  leoghannaibh  gu  creuchdadh  ; 
Na'n  nathraichean  grad-leumneach, 
A  lotas  geur  le  'n  calg, 
Le'n  gathan  faobharach,  rinn-bheurra 
Ni  inor  uuchd  le'n  arm. 

'N  <tm  bhrataichean  lan-cideadh, 
Le  dealas  geur  gun  chealg, 
'I'hig  Uùmhnullaich,  nan  deigh  sin  ; 
Cho  dileas  dut  ri  d'leine  ; 
JNIar  choin  air  fasdadh  eile  ; 
Air  chath-chrith  geur  gu  sealg  ; 
'S  mairg  n'mhaid  do'n  noc.hd  iad  fraoch, 
Long,  leoghann,  craobh,  's  laimli-dhearg. 

Gu  neartaich  iad  do  chàmpa 
Na  Caim-beulaich  gu  dearbh, 
An  Diuc  Earraghalach  mar  cheann  orr', 
Gu  morghalach  mear  prionusail  ; 
Ge  b'e  bheir  air  iunsaidh, 
B'e  sid  an  tionsgnadh  searbh, 
Le  lannan  lotach,  du-ghorm,  toirteil, 
Sgoltadh  chorp  gu'm  balg. 
u 
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Gii  tnrbnrtnch,  plan,  cnlspnmnchjl, 
Fior  tlmrtanirli  iiu'ii  nine, 
'J'liij;  (Miiaini<lli  h*  cliiiid  I'cai  .saiiii(-li, 
Gu  ciiaiiiula  f;leus(Ia  j;ra(l.l)lM'irtca(li  ; 
Le  spaiiiticheuii  tcuiiii-biicirtcach 
'S  rniaitlli  fVad  ri  s^ailccadli  (tlicaiui  ; 
lii'dli  tiiil  d'a  diirtadii,  's  siiitmis  da  M}icultadli, 
liO  sgealpuireachd  'ur  laiiii. 

Driiidi<]h  suns  ri  d'  inheirglie, 
Nacli  ni»>irl)li  an  am  an  air, 
Cianirillcoiii  *  iiach  in«Mi'f;ich 
Airin  ri  uc)id  do  sl)t>irbii(>is  ; 
Lo'in  brntaichoan  's  siuiadh  f6iV{;  orra, 
*S  ail  K!irg  mar  tliairbh  gun  sgjith  ; 
A  foirne,  fearail,  iiimhenl,  arrail, 
'S  biiilleacb,  nllamh  làinh  ! 

Gun  thig  nn  fiiirain  Leodach  ort, 
I\Iar  slieocbdain  's  eoin  fo  spàig  ; 
Na'n  tuireamh  lann-gbonn,  thinnisneach  ; 
Air  cborra-gbleus  streup  gun  tiomachas  ; 
An  reiseamaid  fior  ioniialta, 
'S  fàth  gioraig  dol  na  dàil  ; 
Am  bi  iomadh  bòchdan  fuilteach,  foirmeil, 
Theid  le  stoirm  gu  bàs. 

Thig  curaidhnean  Chlann-cham-shroin  ort, 
Theid  meanmnach  sios  na  d'  spàirn  ; 
An  fhoireann  gbuineach,  cbaithreamach, 
'S  neo-fhiamhach  an  am  tarriiinne  ; 
An  lainn  gblas  mar  lasair  dealanaich, 
Gu  gearradh  cheann,  a's  lamb  ; 
'S  mar  luthas  na  dreige,  's  cruthas  na  crcige, 
Chluinnte  sgread  nan  cnàmh. 

Gur  cinnteach  dhuibh  d'ar  coinueachadh, 
Mac-Choinnich  mor  Chinn-Tàìle: 
Fir  laidir,  dbiina,  choimhneala, 
Don  fhior-cbruaidh  air  a  foinneacbadh, 
Nach  gabh  fiamh  no  somultachd, 
No  sgreamh  ro'  theine  bblar  ; 
'S  iad  gu  nàrach,  fuileach,  t'uiniiidh, 
Air  bhoil  gu  dbol  na  d'chas. 

Gur  foirmeil,  priseil,  brdail, 
Thig  Tòisicbean  nan  rcijic, 
Am  màrsail  stàtoil,  cbmbnard  ; 
Gu  piobach,  bratacb,  sròl-bhui  ; 
Tha  riogbalachd  a's  mùrchuis, 
Gu'n  sòradb  anns'n  dream  ; 
Daoine  laidir,  neartmhor,  crùdha, 
'S  iad  gun  ghb,  gun  mheang ! 

Thig  Granndaicb  gu  ro  tbartaracli, 
Neo  fhad-bheiifeach  do  d'  champ 

♦  Clann  •Ulean. 


Air  pbriobloN^adb  gu  c.ruudal, 

(ill  Niiaidhradli  cbcaiiii,  is  cIiIiiuh  din; 

(')io  iiiiiibcil  ris  na  tigerilib 

Le  fenobdraidb  dian-mbcar,  dàn', 

('buiiwas  i(Miiad  fVar  )••  N^ii-adail, 

'S  a  bbreabadaicb  ^ii  iar. 

Thig  a  ris  na  Frisrabiich, 
Gu  sgipi  ](>  iM-art  garbh  ; 
Na  seòcbdailtb  fiiti-^bbin,  togarrach, 
Le  fuatiniH  bbb'ir  iiarb  bogaic^liear  ; 
An  cùinhlan  iVarradba,  coNguracb, 
'S  mairg  neach  do  iiocbd  iad  fearg  ; 
A  spuir  glilas  aig  dliis  an  deirich 
13i'dh  nan  cilean  dearg. 

Nan  gasraidh  gbaisgoii,  lasgurra, 
Thig  Lacbtiniiaic.b  gun  chàird  ; 
Na  saigbdcan  dearga  puiseanda  ; 
Gu  claidheach,  sgiathach,  cuinnsearach  • 
Gu  gunnach  dagach,  ionnsaichte, 
Giwi  chunntais  ac'  air  àr  ; 
Dol  nan  deannamb  'n  aodainn  pheileir, 
Teachd  o  theine  chàich. 

Gabhaidh  pàirt  do  t-iorghaills', 
Clann-lomnhiiinn's  oirdbeirc  ciiil  ; 
Mar  thuinn  ri  tir  a  sior-bbualadh  ; 
No  bile  lasrach  dian-loisgeach  ; 
Nan  treudan  luatba,  fior-cbonfach, 
Thoirt  griosaich  air  an  nàmh  ; 
An  dream  chathach,  Mhuileach,  Shrathacli, 
'S  mf^th  gu  sgathadh  chnàrah. 

'S  mor  a  bhio's  ri  corp-rusgadh, 
Na'n  closHÌchean's  a  bhlàr, 
Fithich  anns  a  rocadaich 
Ag  itealaich,  's  a  cnocaireachd  ; 
Ciocras  air  na  cosgaraich, 
Ag  ul's  eg  ith  an  sàth. 

Och's  tùrsach  fann  a  chluinntir  moch-tbra, 
Ochanaich  nan  iir  ! 

Bi'dh  fuil  is  gaor  d'a  shùidreadh  ann, 
Le  lù-chleasan  'ur  lamb  ; 
Meangar  cinn,  a's  duirn  dhiu  ; 
GeaiTar  uilt  le  smuaisridh  ; 
Ciosnaicbear  am  biuidh, 
D'an  dù-losgadh,  's  d'an  cnamb  ; 
Crùnair  le  poimp  Tearlacb  Stiubbart ; 
'S  Frederic  Prionns  to  sbail. 

Xote This  address  to  the  Highland  clans  is  a  stalely 

spirit-stirring  martial  poem,  where  the  bard  describes  the 
various  Jacobite  clans  coming  forward  in  warlike  array  to 
place  Charles  on  the  throne,  and  leave  the  Hanoverians 
under  his  feet.  The  satirist  [Airench  Mhuile)  represents 
the  poet  travelling  through  the  country  to  excite  the 
Highlanders  to  arms,  and  it  is  probable  that  this  song  was 
composed  on  that  occasion.  It  was  well  calculated  to  rcise 
the  warlike  clans  to  the  approaching  conflict 
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O  R  A  N. 

Am  roNN — "  Cille-ckra(/ai(l/i." 

Tha  deagh  shoisgcul  feadh  nan  gaibh-chrioch, 

Surd  air  armaibh  cl)mhraig  ; 

Uird  ri  dararaich  duanamh  thargaid 

Nan  dual  ball-chruinn  boidheach  ; 

Chaidh  ar  seargadh  le  c.àin  earraghloir 

Sluaigh  fior  chealgach  Shùrais, 

O's  sgeul  dearbhta  thig  thar  fàirge, 

Neart  ro  gharbh  d'  ar  loirinn. 

Thig  thar  lear  le  gaoith  an  ear  oirn. 
Toradh  deal  ar  dùchaìs, 
Le  inhilte  fear,  's  le  annalbh  geal, 
Prionns'  uUainli,  mear,  's  e  du-cliaisgt  ; 
Mac  Righ  Seumas,  Tearlach  Stiubhart, 
Oighre  chrùin  th'air  fògar, 
Gu'n  dean  gach  Breatuinneach  Ian  umlilachd, 
Air  an  glun'  d'a  inli?;rachd. 

Ni  na  Gaeil  bheodha,  ghasda, 
Eiridh  bhras  le  sròlamh  ; 
lad  nan  ciadan  uim'ag  ialhadh, 
S  coltas  dian  cuir  gleois  orr'  ; 
Gu'n  fhiamh  's  iad  fiata,  claidheach,  sgiathach, 
Gunnach,  riaslach,  stròiceach, 
Mar  chonfadh  leoghannaibh  fiadhaich, 
'S  acras  dian  gu  leoil  orr'. 

Dèanamh  ullamh  chnm  ar  turuis, 
'S  bithibh  guineach,  deònach  ; 
So  an  cumasg,  am  bi  na  builean, 
An  dean  tar  full  a  dhòrtadh  ; 
Och  a  dhuin'  is  lionmhor  curaidh 
Is  fior  sturrail  co-stri, 
A  leigir  fear  eile  mar  chuileann, 
Dh'  fhaotainn  fuil  air  Sebras  ! 

'S  iomadh  neach  a  thoid  air  gliaisge, 
Tha  fior  lag  na  dhùchus, 
Gus  a  nochdar  stuTidard  brat-dhearg, 
An  righ  cheart-s'  tha  òinio, 
Ge  do  bhiodh  e  na  fhior  glioaltair, 
Gur  cruaidh  rag  gu  bhròig  e, 
Ceart  cho  gairge  ris  an  lasair, 
A  losgadli  asbhuain  eorra. 

Mhoir  is  sgairtoil,  foirmeil,  bagaiit, 
Giieil  ghasda,  cl^rodha; 
Gach  aon  bhratach  sios  do'n  bhaiteal 
Le  'n  gruaidh  laisde  rbsg-dearg  ; 
lad  gun  fhiamh,  gun  fheall,  gun  ghaiseadh  ; 
liioghail,  beaclid-bliorb,  prbiseal  ; 
Gu  no-lapach  ri  linn  gaisge, 
Spàinnteach  ghlas  nan  dùrnaibh. 


*S  binn  linn  plapraich  nam  breld  bhratach, 
Srannraidi  bras  ri  mùr-ghaoith, 
An  glacbduibh  gaisgeich  nan  ceum  Htaitt;il, 
Is  sluirteil,  sgairteil,  rnòision  ; 
'S  lann  ghorm  sgaiteach,  do  shàr-shlacan 
Geur  gu  sracbdadh  sbrfMi'  aige, 
Air  bac  cruachain  an  fhir  bhrataich, 
Gu  cuir  tais  air  Ibgradh. 

'S  furbaidh  tailccant,  's  cumta  pearsa, 
Treun-laoch  spraiceal,  doid-gheal  ; 
Piob  d'  a  spalpadh,  suas  na  achlais, 
Mhosglas  lasan  gleois  duinn  ; 
Caismeacbd  bhras  bhinn,  bhrodadh  aigne, 
Gu  dian  chasgairt  slòigh  leis  ; 
Chuireadh  torman  a  phuirt  bhuisgeil, 
Spioraid  bhras  'n  'ar  pbraibh, 

Bithibh  sunndacli,  lughor,  bèumach, 
Sgriosach,  geur,  gu  ffolach, 
'S  bi'dh  Mars  creuchdach,  cogacli,  reubach, 
Anns  'na  speur  d'  ar  seoladh  ; 
Soirbhichidh  gach  ni  gu  leir  libit, 
Ach  sibh-fein  bhi  deonach  ; 
Marsailibh  gun  dàil,  gu'n  eislein, 
Lughor,  eudrom,  ceol-mhor. 

Iklàrsailibh,  gun  fheall,  gun  airsneul, 
Gach  aon  bhratach  bhoidheach  ; 
Cuideachd  shuaicheanta  nam  breacan, 
'S  math  gu  casg  na  tùireachd  ; 
'Nuair  a  ruisgeas  sibh  na  claisich 
Bi'dh  smuis  bhreac  feadh  fcòir  libh  ; 
Gaor  a's  eanachuinn  na  spadul, 
'S  na  liath-shad  feadh  mhointich. 

Sliocraich,  slacraich,  nan  cruaidh  shiacan, 
Freagra  basgur  sheannsair  ; 
'Nuair  a  theid  a  ruaig  gun  stad  libh 
Gur  ro  fad  a  chluinntear, 
Feadraich  bhuillean,  sgoltadh  mhullach, 
Sios  gu  bun  an  rumpuill  ; 
Ruaig  orr'  nile  mar  mhoim  tuile  ; 
Chaoidh  cha  'n  urr'  iad  tiunntadh. 

*S  iomadh  fear  a  dh'  oladh  lionta, 
Slainte  an  righ-s'  tha  oirne, 
Spealgadh  ghlaineachan  aig  griosaich, 
'S  e  cur  beinn  air  Seoras  ; 
Ach  's  onaraiche  anis  an  gniomh, 
Na  cuig-ceud  mile  bòla  ; 
'S  fearr  aon  siula  a  dh'fhuil  's  an  fhrith 
No  galoin  fhion  air  bhòrdaibh. 

Dearbhaidh  beachdaidh  sibh  bhi  ceait  d'a, 
Eirdh  grad  le  'r  sloghaibh  ; 
Gu'n  'ur  mtiathan,  clann,  no  beirtcas, 
Chuir  stad-feachd  'a  'ur  dòcbus; 
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Aoh  ^lllas!ltl  iimtimu'acli,  liiiith,  cinnteach, 

Biodh  nr  rridhachan  a  dainhsa, 

Uiot^liail,  liont'  do  inliìir-chiiÌH  ; 

Linn  un  draniM*  a  dhoi  na  thruaill, 

IVliir  an  rainoach  a  dol  sios  diiiWIi, 

Mar  gu  'in  biodhinaid  'n  a  cheart  ain-sa, 

Sgrioaadh  diati  luchd  clùochdnii. 

Dul  do  'n  champ  a  dh'i'haolainn  Ituaidh. 

Ho-ro,  ^^c. 

'Ur  ceathairne  ghnmmach,  iiìiuImìI, 

L:\ii  do  nihire  cniadail ; 

Dc'n  dihh'  bhridhcar  noartar  l)lilasrla. 

'8  inlrij;  dlieaif,'  (hatha,  f,Mi  hair  latli  on', 

*S  milse  n(»  mil  l)h«'a«'h  gu  pnit, 

'S  craohh  dhoarj,'  dhath  nan  ^rnaidhcan  ; 

Lion  an  soitheach  KÌn  amach  dhninn, 

lad  gun  athadli  sios  le  'n  claidhoau 

De  'n  stuth  bhiasdar  ud  'san  stòj). 

Ri  siur  sgathadh  chnuachdan  ; 

JIu-ro,  c^c. 

Lotar  dcaif^anaich  le  'r  {^athan, 

*S  le'r  fior  chrathadlj  ciuadhach. 

'S-ioma  fearsta,  falachaidh,  tiachdmhur, 

Tha  'm  mac-na-bracha  r'a  luaigh  ; 

'S  beagaii  sluaigh,  a  's  trie  thug  huaidh, 

Rinn  sin  «  na  leannan  do  mhiltean, 

An  iomairt  chruaidh  a  chi)mhraig  ; 

'S  nu  mhilscin  itriseil  do'n  t-sluagh. 

Deanauiaid  gluasad  gu'n  dad  uanihuinn. 

Ho-ro,  i^c. 

'S  na  hiodh  luathas  oirne  ; 

Doirtidh  uaislcan  an  taobh-tuath, 

Sgaolaidh  e  ghruaim  far  a  mbuigein  ; 

Mac  Shim  nan  ruag,  's  Diuc- Gordon  ; 

Ni  e  fiughantach  fear  cruaidh  ; 

Le  mharc-shluagh  is  nuarrant  gruaim  ; 

Ni  e  cruadalach  fear  gealtach, 

'S  ruaim  aimhi  fhuar  nam  pbramh. 

Gus  an  tuid  e  feachd  no  'n  ruaig. 

Ho-ro,  ^c. 

J,, J     -r,-rr-r 

Ni  e  cainn teach  am  fear  tostach  ; 

Ni  e  brosgulach  fear  dùr  ; 

Ni  e  suireach  am  fear  nàrach  ; 

ORAN  RIOGHAL  A  BIIOTAIL. 

'S  fagaidli  e  dan'  am  fear  diùid. 

Ho-ro,  ^c. 

Aia  FONN— "  Let  us  be  jovial,  f  11  our  glasses.'' 

1 

Ni  e  pogach  am  fear  àilleant                                     1 

BiODHMAin  subhach,  's  olar  deoch  linn, 

Nach  fuiligeadh  cailin  'na  choir  ;                       j 

Osnaich   n  ar  fochar  cha  tàmh, 

Sparraidh  e  damhs'  anns  na  casan,                         1 
Nach  d'  rinn  riamh  aon  char  d'  an  deoin.         1 

Na  smaointicheamaid  ar  bochdainn, 

Fhad  's  a  bios  an  copan  Ian. 

Ho-ro,  ^c.                                                   1 

LUINNEAG. 

Fagaidh  e  neo  shanntach  acrach  ; 

JJò-rò  air  falldar-araidli 

Toinnidh  se  ciis  am  fear  sliom  ;                            j 

Ho  air  m'alldar-raraidh  rò, 

Bheir  e  caitean  air  fear  sleamhainn  ; 

Hò-rì)  air  malldar-raridh 

'S  ni  e  spreadhail  am  fear  tiom. 

Fàlldar,  ralldar,  raraidh  ho. 

Ho-ro,  ^c. 

Olamaid  glaiuneachean  làn', 

An  t-airgead  a  bha  d'a  sticleadh. 

Air  slainte  an  t-Seuinais  ata  uainn  ; 

An  sporan  nan  chripleach  riamli, 

Cuireamaid  da  shlaint'  an  càraìd, 

Bheir  e  furtachd  dha  a  priosan, 

Tosda  Thearlaich  stràic  a  chuach. 

Le  fuasgladh  cruaidh-shnaim  nan  ii  i. 

Ho-ro,  c^c. 

Ho-ro,  ^c. 

Ma  ta  stamac  anns  a  chuideachd, 

Ni  e  aoigheal  am  fear  doichleach  ; 

Nach  dean  a  chuidsa  d'  ar  miann, 

Ni  c  socharach  fear  teann  ; 

Siapaidh  e  'tnach  as  ar  carabh, 

Ni  e  duin'  uasal  do'n  bhalach ; 

Mar  an  carran  as  an  t-shiol. 

Ni  e  fathrumach  fear  fann. 

Ho-ro,  (^c. 

Ho-ro,  ^  c. 

Cuiroadh  ar  cupachan  tharsta  ; 

Ni  e  saor  chridheach  fear  duinte, 

Aisig  cas  an  corn  m'an  cuairt ; 

'S  faoisididh  e  run  a  chri  ; 

Faicear  èibhinneachd  air  lasadh, 

Saoilidh  an  lag  gur  h-e  'n  laidir, 

Le  fior  sgairt  'n  ar  beach  d,  's  'n  ar  gruaidh. 

Gus  an  dearbh  e  chàil  'san  slri. 

Ho-ro,  Sfc. 

Ho-ro,  (^c. 
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Tairrriidh  e  mulad  gu  aiteas  ; 

Tiumuliiidli  e  airsneul  gu  foim  ; 
Mionach  nan  sporan  gu  spiol  e 

Le  ghob  biorach  chiiomas  lom. 

llo-ro,  <.^c. 

Thigeadh  meanmua,  's  falbhadh  airsneul 
Air  chairstealau  uaiiiu  do'n   lloimh  ; 

Seiuneam  Orain  cheolmor,  ghasda, 
Shunndach,  bhras,  iiach  lapach  gloir. 

Ilo-ro,  <^c, 

'Nuair  bheirear  botul  a  stapul, 

'S  a  cbroinar  ri  cap  a  cluas  ; 
'S  eibhiim  a  ghogail  la  eariaich, 

Cogair  searraig  ris  a  chuaich  ! 
Ho-ro,  ^c. 

'S  milse  no  ceilearadh  smeòraich, 
Le  luinneag  ceolmhor  air  geig, 

Creatraich  shrideagach  do  sgòrnaiu  ; 
Cratan  's  bùiche  fo  'na  ghreiii ! 
Ho-ro,  S^c. 

'S  binne  na  luinneag  eoin-biichainn, 
Bhiodh  ri  tùchan  am  barr  thoniiy 

Guileag  do  mhuineil  a's  giuig  ort ; 
Cuisle-chiuil  a  dhùisgeadh  tbnn. 
Ho.ro,  S^c. 

'S  binne  no  cluig-chiuil  an  Ghlascho, 
T-fhuaim  le  bastul  dol  's  a  chòrn  ; 

Sid  an  fhailt  a  ghleusadh  m'  aigne, 
Mac-na-brach  a  teachd  le  pùig. 
Ho-ro,  ^c. 

Lion  domh  suas  an  t-slige-chreachainn  ; 

Cha  'n  ion  a  seachnadh  gu  dram  ; 
'S  math  Ghàelig  oirr'  an  creathann  ; 

An  t-slig'  a  chreach  sinne  a  t'  ann. 
Ho-ro,  ^c. 

'S  binne  no  ceol  coilich  choille, 
Bhiodh  ri  coilleig  air  an  torn, 

Dùi'dail  a  bhotail  ri  glainne  ; 
Crùnan  loinnteal  thoilleadh  bonn  ! 
Ho-ro,  c^c, 

Teicheadh  liun-dubh  as  'ur  comunn  ; 

Falbhadh  gainne ;  's  pailt  'ur  n-ùr  ; 
Na  biodh  spcuclair  oirbh  gu  ganntar, 

Fheadh  's  a  bhio's  an  dram  'n  'ur  sròin. 
Ho-ro,  (^c. 

Biodh  'ur  ceann-agaidh  uile  'n  ceart  uair, 
Cho  ruiteach  ri  dreach  nan  ròs, 

'Nuair  a  theid  'ur  full  air  ghabhail, 
Le  beirm  laghach  Mhic-an-Tòis. 
Ho-ro,  c^c. 


Gur  dionnsaireach,  spinnneai'ach,  t-ftiailcadh, 
'S  teas-ghradhach  do  hliiuiL;  tro'  in'  chliubh 

Fadadh  blàìa  air  feadh  mo  mhionaich  ; 
Gur  ro  mhioragach  do  thriall ! 

Ho-ru,  ^c. 

Gurgucagach,  coilleagach,  brisg-gheal, 
Bruiciieal,  neo-mhisgeach  do  tliuar, 

'N  a  d'  shlabhraidhean  criostail  a  dùrtadli, 
lii  biiin-chronanaich  am  chluaiiii. 
Ho-ro,  ^e. 

Sgaoileamaid  o  altair  Bhachuis  : 

A  chleirich  taisg  a  chailis  uat  ; 
Dh-fhalbh  ar  fuachd  ;  's  ciod  'ta  dlil  oirn  ? 

Thugamaid  bàig'  crion  do  'n  t-suain. 
Ho-ro,  ^c. 

Ach  freasdal  sinn  air  ghairm  na  maidne, 
Le  t-ioc-shlaint  aghmhor  Ian  bhuadh, 

'S  thoir  dhùinn  aon  ghloic-nid  'n  ar  leabaidh 
A  bheir  crith-chlaiginn  oirn  m'an  cuairt ! 
Ho-ro,  S^c. 


ALLT-AN-T-SIUCAIR. 

Air  fonn— "  The  Lass  of  Paties  Mill" 

A  dol  thar  AUt-an-t-siucair, 

A'  madainn  chùbhraidh  Cheit, 
'JS  paideirean  geal  dlù  chnap, 

De  'n  driuchd  ghorm  air  an  fheur, 
Bha  richard  's  robin,  bru-dhearg 

Hi  seinn,  's  fear  dhiù  na  bh6us  ; 
'S  goic  moit  air  cuthaig  chùl-ghuirm, 

'S  gug-gug  aic'  air  a  gheig. 

Bha  smeòrach  cur  na  smùid  dh'i 

Air  bacan  cuil  le'  fcin  ; 
An  dreadhann-donn  gu  sùrdail, 

'S  a  rifeid  chiuil  na  bheul  ; 
Am  breacan-beith'  a's  lub  air, 

'S  e  'gleusadh  lùgh  a  theud  ; 
An  coileach-dubh  ri  dCirdan  ; 

'S  a  chearc  ri  tùchan  rèidh. 

Na  brie  a  gearradh  shùrdag, 

Ri  plubraich  dhlù  le  chcil', 
Taobh-leumnaich  mear  le  lii-chleas, 

'S  a  bhurn,  le  mùirn  ri  groin  ; 
Ri  ceapadh  chuileag  siùbhlach, 

Le  'm  briseadh  lughor  fcin  ; 
Uruim-lann-ghorm,  's  ball-bhreac  giùran  ; 

'S  an  lainnir-chuil  mar  lèig. 
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IMit-(]hi>(>(tIu  8liiMllfiii  Nti'iaiiuch, 

Ma  d'  l»b«'arra  gorin  bbn-ac  coillteach, 

Lt>  (-rìiiiuii  'h  liutii  sraiiii, 

Ann  <:binn  a  btinn  le  b-àl, 

'N  lui  ditliibli  ba^liu-.li,  riabharli, 

Na  Hubhraichenn  mar  chuillean, 

IM:i  tl'  blilatliaihli  Kriuiiacii  cliraiin  ; 

Na  'n  coillfiribb  na  d'  sgalh. 

Si'iiibb-tlliriuciiin  tlhoiiiiii,  thiiirbil.kidh, 

Fd  shiiicaii  cioitbaii  t  fbcMr, 

Bi'dli  guilcag  cala  tiichan, 

Gun  tboachd-aii-tir  iiu  bliiaiili  ac'. 

'S  eoiri  bbùcbiiinn  am  barr  tliunii, 

Ach  fAileadh  ciatuuh  run. 

Ag  inbbear  Uillt-an-t-siùcair, 
Siiauib  lii-cbleasach  le  form  ; 

(Jur  niilis,  brisjj-jjhoal,  burii-yhlan, 

Ri  Meinn  gu  moiteil,  cuirtei', 

ÌMeall-cbùiriieatiach,  's  biiiii  t'uaini, 

Le  muineil-chiuil,  'h  iad  croin, 

Bras-sbt'utbaiii  UiUt-aii-t-siùrair, 

Mar  inbàla  pìob  a's  liib  air  ; 

Hi  tonnait  »iublihicb  liiath  ; 

Cuùl  tianihaidb  ciuin,  uavh  truin. 

Gacb  biidiiir,  's  luibli  le  'ii  ùr-ròs' 

A  ciiitirit)  dill  ma  bhriiaich  ; 

O!  's  grinn  an  obhair  ghràbbail, 

'S  e  toirt  dbaibb  bbuadaii  siiijhor, 

Rinn  nàdur  air  do  bbruaicb, 

Ga  'a  sui  bheathacha  m'aii  cuairk. 

Le  d'  lurachain  chreabbach,  fhàsor, 
'S  am  buicein  bhàn  orr'  hhuas  ; 

Burn  tana,  glan,  gun  ruadhan, 

Gach  saimeir,  neoinean,  's  màsag, 

Gun  dt'athach,  luaim,  no  ceo, 

Min-bbreachd  air  làr  do  chluain  ; 

Bheir  anain-fùs,  a's  gluasaid, 

Mar  rèulltan  reòt  an  dearsadh, 

D'a  chluanagan  ma  bhòrd. 

Na  spangan  àluinn  nuadh. 

Gaoir  bheacliainn  bhui'  's  vuadha, 

iii  diogladh  chluaran  uir, 

Bi'dh  cruinnr's  am  barr  mar  sgàrlaiil, 

'S  ceil"  mheala  d'  a  chuir  suas  leo, 

Do  chaorran  aluinn  ann  ; 

An  .ceir-chuachagan  'nan  stòr. 

'S  craobhan  bachlach,  àrbhuidli, 
A  faoisgneadh  àrd  ma  d'  choanii ; 

Gur  solas  an  ceòl-duaise, 

Bi'dh  dearcan,  's  suithean  sùghor, 

Ai'd-bbairich  buar  ma  d'  chrò  ; 

Trom  Ivibadh  an  luis  fein, 

Laoìgh  cheann-t'hionn,  bhroaca,  ghuanacb 

Caoiii,  seachdai,  blasdadh,  cubhraidh, 

Ri  freagra'  nuallan  bhò  ; 

A  call  an  drùis  ri  grein. 

A  bhanàreach  le  buaraich, 

'S  am  buachaille  fa  cùir, 

'S  CO  Ian  mo  lios  ri  Phàrrais, 

Gu  bleothan  a  chruidh  ahuaillinu, 

De  gach  cnuas  a  's  fearr  an  coil  I ; 

Air  cuaich  a  thogas  crùic. 

Na  reidhlich  arbhar  fasaidh, 
Bheir  piseach  ard  's  sgOinn  ; 

1 

Bi'dh  lochrainn  mheal'  a  Kibadh 

Pòr  reaohdmhor,  minear,  fasor, 

Nan  sràbh,  's  brù  air  gach  geig. 

Nach  cinn  gu  fas  na  laom  ; 

Do  mheasan  milis  cùbhraidh, 

'S  CO  reamhar,  luchdmhor  càileachd, 

Nan  ùbhlan  'a  nam  peur ; 

'S  gu  sgàin  a  ghrau  o  dhruim  ! 

Na  duilleagan  a  liùgadh, 

A's  fallas  cùil  diu  fein  ; 

Do  thachdar  mar'  a's  tire. 

'S  clann  bheag  a'  gabhail  tiichaidh. 

Bu  theachd-an-tir  leis  fein  ; 

D'  an  imlkh  dlu  le  'm  bcul. 

Na  'n  treudan  f6idh  'n  a  d'  fhritbean  ; 
'S  na  d'  chladach  's  miltean  eisg  ; 

B'  e  crònan  t-easan  srùlaich. 

Na  d'  thn.igh  tha  maorach  lionmhor  ; 

An  dùrdail  mhùirneach  Mhàigh  ; 

'S  air  t-uisge  's  fior-bhras  leus, 

'S  do  bboiriehibh  daite,  sgùm.gbeal. 

Aig  oganachaibh  rimheach. 

Tiugh,  flùranach,  dlù,  tlà  ; 

Le  morgha'  fior-chruaidh  geur. 

Le  d'  mhantul  do  dhealt  ùr-mhin, 

Mar  dhùra  cùil  raa  d'  bhla  ; 

Gur  h-ùròil,  slìochdor,  cuanda. 

S  air  calg  gach  feòirnein  dùir-flie'  ir. 

Greidh-each  air  t-fhuarain  ghoixn, 

Gorm  neamhnad  dhriùchd  a  fas. 

Le  'n  iotadh  tarruinn  suas  riut, 
Le  cluinntinn  nuall  do  thoirm  ; 

Do  bhrat  Ian  shradag  daoimein, 

Bi'dh  buicein  binneach  's  ruadhag. 

De  bhraon  ni  solUs'  air  làr  ; 

'S  minn-mheanbh-bhreac,  cluais-dearg,  tg 

A  chapel's  gasda  foineal, 

Ri  h-ionaltradh  gu  h-uaigneach, 

Gun  cho-^«e  ann  a  Whitehali j 

'S  ri  ruideis  luath  ma  d'  lùn. 
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Gur  dainhach,  adhach,  laoghach, 

F'onn  deas-oireach,  fior  uaibhreach, 

Mniiuac'h,  maoiseacli,  t-t'huiiri  ; 

Na  spèuclar  buan  do'n  ghroin  ; 

Do  ghliriti  l(>  seilg  air  laoinadh, 

Le  spreidii  thoid  duirie  Huas  anri. 

Do  gharblilach-chraobh  's  do  loin  ; 

Cho  luath  ri  each  na  leiiin  ! 

Gur  h-ùluinii  barr-fhioiiii,  braunach, 

Do  chanach  caoin-glieul  thorn, 

'S  aol  is  grunnd  d'a  dliailibh, 

Na  inhaibeiiibh  caoiri,  inao-iiihiti  ; 

Dh-fli.'ig  nkdur  tarbhach  iad  ; 

Na  d'  mhoiiitich  sg<ioth-chearc  doiin. 

Air  a  meinn  gu'n  toir  iad  arbhar, 
'S  tiugh,  stàrbhanach  ni  fas  ; 

IV  e  sid  an  sealladh  èibhinn, 

Bl'dh  dearrsanaich  shearr.niiaclach, 

Do  bhruachan  gle-dhearg  rùs, 

D'  a  lannadh  sios  am  boirin, 

S  iad  daite  le  gath  greirie, 

Le  luinneagan  binn  nioiiag  ; 

Mar  bhoisgnich  leug-bhui'  h\v  ; 

An  ceol  a  'a  misie,  roinn  ! 

B'  'iad  sid  an  geiltre  gle  ghrinn, 

An  Coir'  is  fearr  's  an  dùthaich, 

Cinn  deideagan  measg  feoir, 

An  Coir'  is  siighor  fonn  ; 

Dti  bharraibh  luibhean  ceutach  ; 

'S  e  Coirean  Uillt-an-t-siucair, 

'S  folrm  bhinn  aig  teud  gach  eoin. 

An  Coirean  rùnach  lorn  ; 
'S  ge  lom,  gur  molach,  ùrail. 

O  lili  righ  nam  flùran  ! 

Bog  miadar  did  a  thom. 

Thug  bàrr  mais  air  ur-ros  gheng, 

'M  beil  mil  is  bainn'  a  brCichdadh, 

Nil  bhabagan  cruinn,  pluir  mhiri, 

'S  uisg'  ruith  air  siùcar  pronn. 

'S  a  chrim  geai,  iir  mar  ghrein  ; 

Do'n  iiisge  ud  AUt-an-t-siùcair, 

An  Coire  searrachach,  uanach, 

'S  e  cùbhraidh  d'a  o  bheud 

Meannach,  uaigneach  aigh  ; 

Na  rionnagan  ma  lùbaibh, 

An  Coire  gleannach,  uaine. 

Mar  reullan-iiiil  na  speur. 

Bhliochdach,  luath  gu  dair  ; 
An  Coire  coillteach,  luachrach, 

Do  shealbhag  gblan  's  do  luachair 

An  goir  a  chuach  's  a  Mhàrt ; 

A  bùrcadh  suas  ma  d'  choir  ; 

An  Coir'  a  faigh  duin-uasal, 

Do  dhlthein  lurach,  luaineach, 

Biast-dubh,a'sruadh  'na  chàrn ! 

Mar  tliuairneagan  de'n  or  ; 

Do  phreis  Ian  neada  cuachacli, 

An  Coire  brocach,  taobh-ghorm  ; 

Cruinn,  cuairteagach,  aig  t-eoin  ; 

Torcach,  faoilidh  blàth  ; 

Barr  bhraonan  's  an  t-sail-chuachaig. 

An  Coire  lonach,  naosgach, 

Na'n  dos  an  uachdar  t-fheoir. 

Cearcach,  craobhach,  gràidh  ; 
Gu  bainneach,  bailceach,  braonach. 

B'  e  sid  an  leughas  leirsinn. 

Breacach,  laoghach,  blur  ; 

1 

De  luingeas  breid-gheal,  luath. 

An  suitor  mart,  a's  caora. 

Na  'n  sguadronaibh  seoil-bhreid-cbroni, 

'S  a  's  torach  laomsgair  barr ! 

A  bordadh  geur  ri  d'  chluais  , 

An  Coire  am  bi  na  caoirich 

Nan  giubhsaichibh  heo  ghleusda. 

Na  'n  caogadaibh,  le  'n  àl  ; 

'S  an  cainb  gu  16ir  riu  shuas  ; 

Le  'n  reamhad  'g  gabhail  faoisgnidh, 
A  'n  craicnibh  maoth-gheal  tlà  ; 

'S  Caol-Muile  fuar  d'a  reubadb, 

Le  anail  speur  bho  thuuth. 

B'  iad  sid  am  biadh,  's  an  t-aodach, 
Na  t-fhaoin-ghleannaibh  's  na  t-ard  ; 

'S  cruaidh  a  bhairlinn  fhuair  mi, 

An  Coire  luideach,  gaolach, 

O'n  fhuaran  's  blasda  glòir, 

'S  e  Ian  do  mhaoinibh  gràis ! 

An  caochan  's  mo  buadhan, 

Ata  fo  thuath  's  an  Eòrp ; 

An  Coire  lachach,  dracach 

Lion  ach  am  bùla  suas  deth. 

'M  bi  guilbneich  's  tràigh-gheoidh  òg 

'S  do  bbranndaidh  fhuair  ni's  coir  ; 

An  Coire  coileachach,  lan-damhuch. 

Am  puinse  milis,  guanach, 

'S  moch,  's  is  an-moch  spurs; 

A  thairrneas  sluagh  gu  ceòl ! 

'S  tim  dhomh  sgur  d'  an  àireamh, 
An  Coire  's  tasor  por 

Muim'  altrom  gach  por  uasail. 

Gu  h-innseach,  doireach,  blàrach, 

Nach  meith  le  fuachd  nan  sjjcur, 

'S  imeacach,  càiseach  bò  ! 

Tha  sgiath  to  'n  airde  tuath  oirr', 

Note. — This  piece  is  an  animated  and  faithful  descrip-     II 

Dh'fhag  math  a  buar,  's  a  feur  ; 

L' 

1                            *^ 

\  tioii  of  a  beautiful  scene  in  the  country,  on  a  . 

ummer 
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mornliiB.  The  bard  walks  nhrond  nnd  rccs  the  drw  Rliticr- 
ing  «11  (vory  U-al'  nml  tlowiT  -tlic  liiriln  waililiiiK  tluir 
songs — (he  iiiiiiiials  );ra/iiit;,  and  the  liees  t'olleeliiiK  ihiir 
stores— the  (ishes  are  leaping  out  ol'  the  \val«r,  ami  all 
nature  lejoieiiig  in  the  rctuiii  of  s|iriiig,  or  the  iiixiirianec 
of  8unniier  !  The  very  rivulet  h<  «'iiis  to  partake  of  the 
common  joy,  nml  inurniiirM  a  more  agreeiiblc  sound — the 
cows  low  aloud,  nml  the  calves  unswer  responsive — while 
the  dairy-maid  is  busily  engaged  at  her  tahk.  The  ground 
is  be.s()angled  with  flowers  of  richer  hues  than  the  most 
costly  gems.  'I'he  horses  gather  together  in  groups  to 
drink  of  the  streamlet,  und  the  kids  are  sporting  nml 
dancing  about  its  banks,  i'he  ships,  with  all  their  while 
sails  bent  to  the  gentle  breeze,  are  passing  slowly  along 
the  Souml  of  Mull.  The  poet  selects  the  most  natuial, 
lively,  and  agieeable  images  in  the  rural  scene.  All  good 
judges  admit  that  there  is  not  a  descriptive  ])ocin,  in 
(•aelic  or  Kngli:>h,  tit  tu  be  compared  with  this  exiiuUite 
productiuu. 


i'^f 


OHANLUAIGIIE   NO   FUCAIDIJ. 

LUINNKAG. 

Agvs  ho  Mhòrag,  vo  ho-ro, 
'  S  no  ho-rè-gheuUadh. 

A  MnòaAG  chiatach  a  chuil  diialuicb, 
Gur  li-e  do  luaigh  a  th'  air  m'aire. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  <^  c. 

'S  ma  (Ib'imich  thu  null  thar  chiiain  iialnn' 
Gu  ma  luath  a  thig  thu  thairis. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

'S  cuimhnich  thoii*  leat  bannal  ghruagacb, 
A  luaigheas  an  clù  ruadh  gu  daingheati. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  S^e. 

O  !  cha  leiginn  thu  do'n  bhuala, 
Ma  salaicb  am  buacbar  t-anart. 

.^  Agus  ho  Miiorug,  SyC. 

Dc  cba  leiginn  tbu  gu  cualacb  ; 
Obair  tbruaillidh  sin  nan  caileag, 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  S^c. 

Gur  h-i  Morag  gbrinn  mo  gbuamag, 

Aig  am  beil  an  cuailean  barr-fhionn. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

'S  gaganacb,  bacblagach,  cuacbach, 
Ciabbag  na  gruagaicbe  glaine. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Do  chill  peucbdach  sios  na  dbualaibh 
Dhalladh  e  uaislean  le  lainnir  : 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 


Sios  na  fheoirnrinean  ma  d*  ghuaillenn, 
JiCadun  (-iiHi-biigucb  na  b-ainiiir  : 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  tj[c. 

Do  chTil  pèurlacb,  òr-Lbui,  hiacbac.b, 

Tinicbeall  do  rbliiasan  na  cblaniiailib. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^^c. 

A,  Mbòiag  !  gu  b(;il  do  cbiiailean 
Orui»a  na  bbtiaireadb  gu'n  Ngainnear. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

'S  ge  nacb  iarr  mi  tbu  ri  d'  pbÙHadh, 
(ìn'ni  b'  R  mo  ruin  a  bbi  mar  riut. 

y\gns  ho  Mhorag,  i^c. 

'S  ma  tbig  tbu  a  ritbist  am  htbaibl), 
'S  e  'n  t-cMig  a  ruin  ni  ar  sgaradb. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Leanaidb  mi  cho  dlù  ri  d'  sbàilean, 
S  a  ni  bairneacb  ri  sgeir  mbara. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Sbiubbail  mi  cian  leat  air  m'  colas, 
Agus  spailp  de'n  stroichd  ar  in'  ain-eol. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  S^c. 

Gu  leanainn  thu  feadh  an  t-saogball, 
Acb  tbusa  gbaoil  theacbd  am  fbarraid. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  S^c. 

Gu'n  cbuireadh  air  mbisg  le  d'  ghaol  mi  ; 
'S  mear  aodrum  a  gbaoir  ta  m'  bballaibb. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

'S  a  Mhorag 'g  am  beil  a  ghruaidh  chiatach 
'S  glan  a  fiaradh  tbar  do  mhala. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Do  shùil  sbuilbhear,  sbochdrach,  mhòdhar, 
Mhireagach,  chombnart,  's  i  meallach. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  Sc. 

Dèud  cailce  sbnasda  na  ribhinn, 
Snaite  mar  dbisn'  air  a  gearradh. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Maighdean  bboidbeach,  na  'm  bos  caoine, 
'S  iad  cho  maoth  ri  cloidb  na  h-eala. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Ciochan  leaganacb  nan  gucag, 
'S  fàileadb  a  rnhusga  d'  a  b-anail. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

'S  iomadh  oigear  a  ghabh  tlachd  dhiot, 
Eadar  Mor-thir  agus  Mannuinn. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 
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'S  iomndh  gaisfjcacli  do  (;bà(JI, 
Nach  ubudli  le  in'  ghràdii-su  tanuiiin  : 
Agua  ho  Mhorag,  S^c. 

A  reachadh  le  sgiath,  's  le  clàidheainh. 
Ail*  bheag  sgà  gu  bial  nan  cannun  : 
Ayus  ho  Mkorag,  ^c. 

Chuiinardaiclieadli  dul  nan  òrdaibii, 
Thuirt  do  chùracli,  'inach  a  dli'  ain-deuin. 
Agus  ho  MliOTug,  ^c. 

'S  iomadh  armunn  làsdail,  trèubhach, 
Ann  an  Dun-eideann,  am  barail. 
Agus  ho  Mhorug,  c^c. 

Na  faiceadh  iad  gne  do  dhuais  ort, 
Dheanadh  tarruinn  suas  ri  d'  charraid. 

Agus  ho  Mhorug,  S^c. 

Mo  chionn  gu'n  dheanadh  leat  eridli, 
Do  Chaiptin  fein  JMac-'lc- Ailein  : 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^-c. 

Gu'n  theann  e  roi'  ro  chàch  riut, 
'S  ni  e  tasd  e,  ach  thig  thairis : 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  i^c. 

Gach  duine,  tha  'n  Uidhist  a  IMuideart, 
'S  an  Arasaig  dhù-ghoi'in  a  bharraich  ; 
Agus  ho  Mhorug,  ^c. 

An  Cana,  an  Eige,  's  am  Morror  ;* 
Keiseamaid  chorr  ud  Shiol-Ailein  ! 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

'N  am  Alasdair,f  a's  Mhontròs', 

Gu  'm  bu  bhòchdain  iad  air  Gliallaibh. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  c^c. 

Gu'n  d'  fhairich  la  Inblier-Lòchaidh, 
Co  bu  stròicich  ann  le  lannaibh. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag y  ^c. 

AmPeairt,  anCill-Saoidh,|  's  an  Allt-Eireann, 
Dh-t'hag  iad  Reubalaich  gu'n  anam. 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  i^c, 

Alasdair  mor  Ghlinne-Cothann, 
'S  biagad  coiinheach  Ghlinne-garadh. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Mar  sin  is  an  t-Annunn  Sleibhteach, 
Ge  d'  a  tha  e-fein  na  leanamh. 

Ayus  ho  Mhorag,  òyC. 

•  Mòr.Thìr.       f  Alasdair  Mac  Cholla.        X  Kilsytli. 


Dh'eiiidh  leat  a  nail  o'n  Rùdha, 
Annti'uni  lù'-cbleasac.h  nan  si-ang-each. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  S^c. 

Dhruideadh,  na  Gael  gu  leir  riut, 
Ge  b'  e  dh'eireadh  l(;at  no  <ih'nianadh. 

Agus  ho  Mhorug,  ^c. 

Shuath,  deich  mile  dhiu  air  clè  dhuiljh, 
An  cogadh  ri  Sèurlus  nach  maireann. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  c^c. 

'S  iomadh  clò  air  'n  tug  iad  caitean, 
tadar  Cat-taobh  agus  Anuinn. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

15ha  ciich  diultadh  teachd  a  luagh  dhuibh, 
'S  chruinnich  iad-san  sluagh  am  bannail. 
Agus  ho  Mhorug,  ^  c. 

A  ri  !  bu  mhath  's  an  luagh-lamh  iad, 
'.Nuair  a  tiiàirrneadh  iad  na  lannan  ! 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

ll-uile  clò  a  luaigh  iad  riamh  dhuibh, 
Dh-fhag  iad  e  gu  ciatach  daingheann  ; 

Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^c. 

Teann,  tiugh,  daingheann,  file,  luaite, 
Daite  ruadh,  air  thuar  na  fala. 
Agus  ho  Mhorag,  ^'C. 

Greas  thairis  le  d'  mhnathan  luaighe, 
'S  theid  na  gruagaichean-sa  mar  riu. 
'         Agus  ho  Mhorag,  <|c. 

Note. — This  song  has  been  always  highly  popular,  and 
is  certainly  the  most  spirited  and  elegant  of  all  our  Jaco- 
bite songs.  C  harles  is  represented  under  the  similitude  of 
Mòrag — a  young  girl  with  flowing  locks  of  yellow  hair  wav. 
ing  on  her  shoulders.  She  had  gone  away  over  the  seas, 
and  the  bard  invokes  her  to  return  with  a  party  of  maidens 
(».  e.  soldiers)  to  dress  the  red  cloth,  in  other  words,  to 
beat  the  English  red  coats.  The  allegory  is  kept  with 
elegance  and  spirit,  and  the  poet  introduces  himself  as  one 
who  had  followed  Mòrag  in  lands  known  and  unknown, 
and  was  still  ready  to  follow  her  over  the  world  if  required. 


SMEORACH  CHLOINN-RAONUILL. 

LUIN>'EAQ. 

Holaibh  o  iriag  fioroU  h, 
Holaibh  0  iriag  hòro  ì, 
Holaibh  0  oriag  hòroll  ò, 
Smcorach  le  Clann- Uaonuill  mi, 

GuR  h-e  mis'  an  smeòrach  chreagacli, 
An  deis  leum  bharr  chuaich  mo  iiidei;i, 
Sholar  bidh  do'm  ianaibh  beaga, 
Slieinneam  ceol  air  bharr  gach  bidein. 
Holaibh  0  iriug,  i^c. 
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Sineòrach  inUe  do  Chlnnn-DòinhnuUl, 
Drtniin  u  (Ihilliichciulli,  's  a  leoiiailli, 
'S  rliiiirfuilli  iiiiit'  an  rittciiil  iiu  siii«-i)raii'ii 
Gu  bhi  sfinn,    sa  cuii*  i°i  cool  duiltli. 
Huluibk  o  iriug,  ^c. 

Sa  chrcig  ghuinii  a  tlio^adli  iiiisc 
All  8jj;ii-ca(-h(l  CliatMtfil  diiibh  iiuii  cliar 
Tir  tha  daoiiiiuii  a'  cuir  tliaitiii 
Le  tuil  bliainiie,  nival',  an  tiuii. 
Holuibli  o  iriay,  S^c. 

Sliochd  nan  Kiiii  o'n  Cluiist»>il-lhircain, 
'S  o  EiK'an-Kiiiaiiuin  nan  gallan, 
Much,  a's  foasgar  togar  in'iolach, 
Seiuu  gu  l)il('a(-li,  niilis,  iiiealach. 
Jloliiib/i  0  iriucj,  c^c. 

Tha  mi  de'n  ghur  rioghail,  lnachach, 
*8  inatii  eun  fhaotainn  a  nead,  iiasu), 
Giiineadh  mi  gun  chol,  gun  truailleadh, 
Fu  sgiathaibh  Ailuin  inhic  lluaiiidh. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Cinneadh,  glaii  gun  sinCir,  gun  smodan 
Gun  smSl  gun  luaith  ruaidh,  no  ghrodan, 
'S  lad  gun  ghiomh,  gun  fheall,  gun  sodan, 
'S  treum  am  buiil'  an  tiugh  nan  trudan. 
holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Cinneadh  rioghail,  th'air  am  buaineadh, 
A  meiibh  meaia  na  cruadhach, 
'S  daoimein  iad  gun  spar  gun  truailleadh, 
Nach  gabh  stùr,  gnè,  smal,  no  ruadh-mheirg. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  <^c. 

Cinneadh  mor  gun  bhosd  gun  sparan, 
Suaiixe,  siobhalta,  gun  rapal, 
Caomhail,  cineadail  ri'n  càirdean, 
Fuilteach,  faobharach,  v'l  namhaid. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  (^c. 

Raonullaich  nan  or  chrios  taghach, 
Nan  Kiireach,  nan  sgiath,  's  nan  clogaid, 
A  theid  sios  gu  gunnach,  dagach, 
Nu  fir  ghasda  shunndach,  chogach. 
Holaibh  a  iriag,  (|c. 

Sud  na  h-aon  daoine  th'air  m'aire, 
Nach  dianadh  air  spùileadh  cromadh, 
Dhianadh  anns  an  àraich  gearradh 
Cinu  ga'n  sgaradh,  cuirp  ga'm  pronnadh. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  <^c. 

Ach  mur  tig  mo  righ-sa  dhachaigh 
Triallaidh  mi  do  dh-uamhaig  shlocaich, 
'S  bithidh  mi'n  sin  ri  caoidh,  's  ri  basiaich, 
Gus  am  faigh  mi  bas  le  osnaich. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  <^"c. 


Ach  ma  thig  mo  phriunnsa  thairis 
CuirtMir  initi'  an  cliablian  lurar.li, 
'S  l)illiidli  mi  (-aiuilaii't'arlid  gu  buileach 
'S  aim   sail  àroÌM  ni  mi  tuireach. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

Madainn  chuitean  am  barr  gacb  badaiii 
Sgaoiloadh  ciiiil  u  ghlaic  mo  gbiiibeiii, 
'8  àluinii  mo  chruiteach,  'h  mo  gblagaii, 
Stailceadli  mo  dhu  biiinii  air  Htuibt-an. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  <^c. 

Gur  e  mise  emit  nan  cnocan, 
Sciiin  mo  leadain  air  gach  bacan, 
*S  mo  chearc  tVin  gam'  bbeusair  stocan, 
'S  glan  ar  glocan  air  gach  stacun. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

Crith  chiuil  air  m'ugan  da  bliogadh, 
'S  mo  chom  tur  uile  Ian  beadraidb, 
Tein-eibhiiin  am  uchd  air  fadadh, 
'S  mi  air  fad  gu  damhs'  air  leagail. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

'Nuair  chuirean  goic  air  mo  ghogan, 
'S  thogain  mo  shailm  air  chreagan, 
Sann  orm  fcin  a  bbiodh  am  f'logan, 
Ceol  ga  thogail,  's  bròn  ga  leagail. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Eoin  bhuchalach  bhreac  na  coille, 
Le'n  òrganaibh  òrdail  mar  rinn, 
'S  feadag  ghlan  am  beul  gach  coilich, 
'S  binn  fead-ghuil  air  gheugaibh  baraich. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

'S  mis  an  t-eunan  beag  le  m'fheadan, 
Am  madainn  dhriuchd  am  barr  gach  badain, 
Sheinneadh  na  puirt  ghrinn  gu'n  spreadan, 
'S  ionmhuinn  m'fheadag  f'eadh  gach  lagain. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

Togamaid  deoch-slainte  na  h-armailt, 
Dh-eirich  le  Tearlach  o'n  ghavbhiaich, 
Na  fir  ghasda  dheauadh  searr-  bbuain 
Air  f'eoil  's  cnàimhean  nan  dearg  chot. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  S[C. 

Olamaid  fliuchadh  ar  sliigain, 
'S  cuireamaid  mu'n  cuairt  Ian  nogain, 
'Slainte  Sheumais  suas  le  suigeart, 
Tosta  Thearlaich  sios  le  sogaii. 
Holaibh  o  iriag ,^  §'c. 

Slaint'  an  teaghlaich  rioghail  inbheich 
Olamaid  gu  sunndach,  geanail, 
'S  nigheamaid  ar  sgornain  ghionaich 
Le  dram  milis,  suileach,  glaineach. 

Holaibh  0  iriag,  c^c. 
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Cuireamuid  sius  feadh  ar  mionaioh 
Tostu  nan  curaidhnean  clunnacb, 
Nan  colg  gasda,  sgaiteach,  biorarh, 
'S  ro  nilior  sgil  air  còinhrag  lanimrli. 
Ilolaibk  o  iriay,  <^c. 

O  tha  mi  teannadh  gu  eirthir, 
Ullaicheam  m'acair  gu  cula, 
Tosta  Mhuideirt  ceann  nan  Seili'arh, 
'S  au  t-slaint  eil'  ud  triath  nan  Garracli. 
Holaib/i  o  iriay,  ^c. 

Lionaibh  suas  a's  olaibh  bras  i, 
Slainte  Haomiill  òig  o's  deas  i, 
Sguiribh  dh'an)harc  thugaibh  as  i, 
Siabaibh  leibh  i  as  a  teas  i. 

Ilulaibli  0  iriag,  (|c. 

Striic  suas  a  ghlaine  cheudna, 
Cuimhnicheamaid  slaint  an  t-Steibhtich 
Kidir  og  gasda  naeii'eadh, 
Dol  le  sgairt  a  shiacadh  bheistean. 
Holaibh  o  iriagy  c^c. 

Slaint  larl  Antrum  s'  tosta  priseil^ 
'S  na  tha  'n  Eirinn  chlannaibli  Milidli, 
Tlia  mo  shile  bathadh  m'iataidh 
Chionn  gu'm  bell  mo  bheul  lau  mislein. 
Uulaibh  0  iriag,  Sfc. 

Diolamaid  gu  foirmeil,  frasacb, 
Slainte  Bhaosadail  mu'n  stad  sinn, 
Laoch  treun  a  dh'eireadh  sgairtail, 
Chuir  retreat  air  bheistoaii  Shasuinn. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

Lion  suas  duinn  glaiue  do'n  Deasacti, 
Learganaich  nan  gorm  lann  claiseach, 
Laocbraidh  sgathadh  cbeann,  a's  leasraidh, 
Na  suinn  sheasmhach,  shundauli,  mhaiseach. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  S^c, 

Co  namhaid  sin  riu  sheasadh, 
'S  cruaidh  ruisgte  nan  duirn  gu  slaisendh  ? 
Anns  an  ruaig  nuair  ghabhadh  teas  iad, 
Le  lu-chleasan  bhualadh  shaisean. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  <^c. 

Greasam  gu  finid  gun  stopadh, 
Ach  cha  mhiann  learn  a  bhi  bacach, 
Puirt  chiùil  na  smebraich  dosaicb, 
Tostam  tìor  sheobhac  na  Ceapaich. 
Holaibh  o  iriag.  i^c. 

Togamaid  slainte  nan  Gleannach, 
O  cliothann  nam  bradan  earracb 
Bbeireadli  air  bocanaibh  pilleadb, 
Cha  bu  gbioracach  iad  air  bealach. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  <^c. 


Cuireamaid  mu'n  cuairt  gu  toiU-ach, 
Slainte  Mhic  DhùgbaìU  o'n  Bharruich, 
Cridlie  riogbail,  reambar,  sulais, 
Tha  na  biiroilieacb  sbius  am  f'alach. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  Sfc. 

Chuimhnicheam  Iain  Ciar  a  Lathuirn, 
Aig  nach  robh  an  stoidhle  cumhaiin, 
Gbeibh  e  miiirn,  a's  otiair  fhatbacb, 
A's  caitheadh  drais  mar  as  cubbaidb. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  S^c. 

Ciod  am  fath  dhaibh  bhi  ga'r  tagradh  ? 
'S  nach  urr'  iad  chuir  rinn  cluigeari, 
Sguiribh  de'r  boilich  's  de'r  spiagain, 
'N  rud  tha  agaiun,  's  Dia  thug  dhuinne. 

Huluibh  0  iriag,  «|c. 


ORAN  DO  PHRIONNSA  TEARLACH. 

LUINNEAQ. 

O  hì-ri-rì  tha  e  tighinn, 
O  hì-ri-rì,  '/I  righ  tha  uainn, 
Gheibheamaid  ar  ti'airm  's  ar  ri'èideadh 
' S  breacun-an-fhcilidh  an  cuuich  ! 

'S  EiBHiNN  leam  fbin  tha  e  tighinn, 
Mac  an  righ  dhlighich  tha  uainn, 
Slios  mòr  riogbail  d'an  tig  Lrmachd, 
Claidheamh  a's  targaid  nan  dual. 
O  hi-ri-ri,  c^c. 

'S  ann  a  tighinn  thar  an  t-shàile, 
Tha  'm  fear  ard  a's  àille  snuadh, 
Marcaiche  sunndach  nan  steud-each, 
Rachadh  gu  h-eutrom  san  ruaig. 
O  hi-ri-ri,  §"c. 

Samhuilt  an  fhaoillich  a  choltas, 
Fuaradh  froise  's  lada-cruaidh, 
Lann  thana  'na  'laimh  gu  cosgairt, 
Sgultadh  chorp  mar  choirc'  air  ciuain. 
O  hi-ri-ri,  Sfc. 

Torman  do  phioba  's  do  bhrataich, 
Chuireadh  spiorad  bras  sati  t-sluagh, 
'       Dhèireadh  ar  n-àrdan  's  ar  n-aigiie, 
'S  chuirt'  air  a  phrasgan  ruaig  ! 
O  hi-ri-ri,  ^c. 

Tairneanach  a  bhombh  's  a  channain, 
Sgoilteadh  e'n  talamh  le'  chru'as, 
Fhreagradh  dha  gach  beinn  a's  beallach, 
'S  bhodhradh  a  mhac-tall  ar  cluas ! 
O  hi-ri-ri,  t^c. 
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(jiir  niaiifj  <l'an  lidoiKUi  snn  la  sin, 

'S  na  'n  rriraicht  a  rruii  ort, 

Colli  uriiiidu  'n  inh..dttr  nmdh, 

Hti  iiilitiirnrarh  d«>  rhairdfuii  ; 

Ad  bhih'iicli  dliul)h  n's  coc-ùrd  itint', 

'S  bhiodh  Loch-iall  mar  bii  choir  dha, 

Sgoìlteas  lu.'ii-  ail  r-hj\l  ro'ii  cliniaidli. 

Cuir  an  ordiij^li  iiaii  Gul-i. 

O  /li-ri-ri,  i^r. 

'J'hiit/  /i(hO,  i^c. 

'S  bliiodh  I^och-iull  inur  bu  chuir  dha, 

Cuir  an  urdugh  nan  Gael ; 



A's  Chinn-Dùinhnuill  a  chntadail, 

Choiainn  buaidh  aims  na  blaraibh. 

2'huff  ho-o,  ^c. 

OR  AN  EILE 

A's  Clann-Dòinhnuill  a  chruadail, 

VO    I'liUll/NNSA    TEAKI.AClf. 

Choibiiin  buaidii  uniis  na  bhiraibh  ; 
'S  iad  gu  'n  cumadh  a  cho-stri, 

Hi  luchd  chùtHÌchean  mùdair. 

I,UINNKAQ. 

TUny  hoo,  §'C. 

Thug  o-ho-ro  'n  ùill  leib/i, 
Thug  hò-o,  laill  ho-ìi, 
Seimi  o-ho-ro  'n  dill  leihh. 

MocH  'sa  mhadainn  's  mi  dusgadh, 
'S  inor  mo  shunnd  's  mo  cheol-gàire  ; 
O'n  a  chuala  mi  'm  piionnsa, 
Thigh'n  do  dhuthaich  Chlanu-lla  ill. 
Thug  ho-o,  c^c. 

O'n  a  chuala  mi  'm  prionnsa, 
Thig'n  do  dhùthaich  Chlann-Kà'iU  ; 
Grainne  muUaich  gach  righ  thu, 
Slan  gu'm  pill  thusa  Thearlaich. 
Thug  ho.o,  ^c. 

Grainne  muUaich  gach  righ  thu, 
Slan  gu'm  pill  thusa  Thearlaich  ; 
'S  ann  tha  'n  fhior-fhuil  gun  truailleadh, 
Anns  a  ghruaidh  is  mor  naire. 
Thug  ho-o,  ^c. 

'S  ann  tha  'n  fhior-fhuil  gun  truailleadh, 
Anns  a  ghruaidh  is  mor  naire  j 
Mar  ri  barrachd  na  h-uaisle, 
*G  eiridh  suas  le  deagh  nadur. 
Thug  ho-o,  «|c. 

Mar   ri  barrachd  na  h-uaisle, 
'G  eiridh  suas  le  deagh  nadur  ; 
'S  na  'n  tigeadh  tu  rithisd, 
Bhiodh  gach  Tighearn'  na  'n  àite 
Thxig  ho-o,  ^c. 

'S  na  'n  tigeadh  tu  rithisd, 
Bhiodh  gach  Tighearn'  na  'n  àite; 
'S  na  'n  càraicht'  an  crùn  ort, 
Bu  mhiiirneach  do  chairdean. 
Thug  ho-o,  §"c. 


*S  iad  gu  'n  cumadh  a  cho-stri, 
Ri  luchd  chùtaichean  màdair  ; 
Sud  a  chuldeachd  bhiodh  foirmeil, 
Boinneid  ghorm  a's  coc-àrd  orr'. 
Thug  ho-o,  <^c. 

Sud  a  chuideachd  bhiodh  foirmeil, 
Boinneid  ghorm  a's  coc-àrd  orr  ; 
'S  bhiodh  am  feileadh  'sa'n  fhasan, 
Mar  ri  gartanan  sgàrlaid. 
Thug  ho-o,  ^c. 

'S  bhiodh  am  feileadh  'sa'n  fnasan, 
Mar  ri  gartanan  sgàrlaid  ; 
Eile  cuaich  air  bhachd  easgaid, 
Puidhir  phiostal  's  lann  Spainnteacb. 
Thug  ho-o,  ^c. 

£ile  cuaich  air  bhacbd  easgaid, 
Paidhir  phiostal  's  lann  Spainnteacb 
'S  na  'm  faighinn  mo  dhùrachd, 
Bhiodh  an  diùc  air  dhroch  citradh. 

Thug  ho-o,  ^c. 

'S  na  'm  faighinn  mo  dhùrachd, 
Bhiodh  an  diuc  air  dhroch  caradh  ; 
Gu  'm  biodh  bùidsear  na  feola, 
Agus  corcach  m'a  bhràghad  ! 
Thug  ho-o,  ^c. 

Gu  'm  biodh  buidsear  na  feola,       \ . 
Agus  corcach  m'a  bhrighad  ;  \-V\vJl/) 

'Sgu'n  gibhtinn  a  mhaighdeann,  V 

Mar  oighreachd  d'a  bhrathair. 
Thug  ho-o,  ^c. 

'S  gu  'n  gibhtinn  a  mhaighdeann, 
Mar  oighreachd  d'a  bhrathair — 
Ach  slan  gun  tig  thu  's  gu  'n  ruig  thu, 
Slim  gu'n  tig  thusa  Thearlaicli. 
Thug  ho-o,  ^c 
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FAILTE  NA  MOll-TIIIR. 

LUINNEAG. 

Il-eitirin  àirinn  uirinn  otk-ìi-o-rò, 
Il-eiiirin  àirirni  h-6-7'ò. 

Faii.t'  ort  fein  a  mhòr-thir  bhoidhcacli, 
Anns  an  òg-mliios  bheuUtainn. 
H-eitirin,  ^-c. 

Grian-thir  òr-bhuidh,  's  uainc  còta, 
'S  froinidh  ròs  ri  h-alltaibh. 
H-eitirin,  §-c. 

Le  biadh  's  le  dibh  a'  cuir  thairis, 
Cha  tcid  Earrach  teann  orr. 
H-eilirin,  Sfc. 

'S  ianach,  lurach,  slios  a  tuiaicli, 
'S  duilleach  'mullach  chrann  iniit. 

II-eiti>  in,  §'c. 

A  choill  gu  h-uile  fo  lan-duilleach, 
'S  i  na  culaidh-bainnse. 
H-eitirin,  Sj^c, 

*S  bainneach,  bailceach,  braonach  glacach, 
Bruachan  tachdrach,  Ailleart. 
H-eitirin,  §*c. 

Uisge  fallain  nan  clach  geala, 
Na  do  bhaile  Geamhraidh. 
H-eitirin,  §-c. 

'Slionach,  slatach,  cuibhleach,  breacach, 
Seile  ghlas  nan  samhnan. 

H-eitirin,  ^c. 

Mor-thir  ghlan  nam  bradan  tana  gheal, 
'S  airgeadach  cuir  lann  on'. 
H-eitirin,  S^c» 

Tir  Ian  sonais,  saor  o  dhonus, 
Gun  dad  conais  diànndain. 
H-eitiriHy  ^c. 

Seirceach,  caidreach,  gun  dad  sladachd, 
Saor  o  bhraid,  's  o  anntlachd. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

'S  aluinn  a  beinnean,  'sa  sraitliean, 
'S  eibhinn  dath  a  gleanntan. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

Greidhean  dhearg  a'  tàmh  mu  fireach, 
Eilid  bhiorach,  's  mang  aic. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 


13oc  air  daradh  timchoall  daraig, 
'N  deigh  a  Icannain  cheann-duirg. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

Searrach  bhuicin  anns  an  ruicil, 
'S  e  sior  cbruiteil  dbainhsaidb. 

H-eilirin,  <^c. 

Na  ineinn  bheaga  's  iad  ri  beadradli, 
Anns  na  creagan  teann  air. 
H-eitirin,  ^c, 

Coilich  choille,  's  iad  ri  coilleig, 
Anns  an  doire  ctiranntail. 
H-eitirin,  S^c. 

Cnothach,  caorach,  dearcach,  braonach, 
Glasrach,  raonach,  aibhneach. 

H-eitirin,  ^c. 

'S  deiltreach,  laomach,  meiltreacli,  caointeach, 
A  fuinn  mbaoineach,  leannhnach. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

'S  cùbhraidh  'sutlian,  's  badach  luibhean, 
Jlis  a  bbruthainn  ann-teas, 
H-eitiriti,  Sfc. 

'S  feurach,  craobhach,  luideach,  gaolach. 
An  tir  fhaoilidh  sheannsail. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

Grian  ag  èiridh    'gòradh  sleibhe, 
'S  beachan  gheug  ri  srannraich. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

Seiilein  ruadha  diogladh  chluaran, 
'S  mil  ga  buain  le  dranndan. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

I?reac  le  sùlas  leum  a  bhuinne, 
liuidh  nan  cuileag  greannar. 
H.eitirin,  &^c, 

Bàrr  gach  tolmain  fo  bhrat  gorm-dhcarc, 
Air  gach  borrachan  alltain. 
H-eitirin,  ^c. 

Lusan  cùbhraidh  mach  a'  briichdadh, 
'S  cuid  diubh  cùl-gborm  bainn-dearg. 

H-eitirin,  ^c. 

'S  ceolar,  eibhinn,  burr  gach  gcige, 
'S  an  eòin  fein  a  damhs'  orr'. 
H-eitirin,  ^c, 

Crodh  air  dàir  am  bàrr  an  fhàsaich, 
N  fhèoir  nach  d'lhàs  gu  crainntidh. 
H-eitirin,  Ac 

'S  iad  air  theas  a'  ruith  le  'm  buaraicb, 
'S  to  le  cuaich  gan  teann-ruith. 
H-eitirin,  <^c. 
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'S  miosrarh,  ouacliach,  leahach,  luachrach, 
l)ul  gu  biiiiilc  \  t  sàinhrudlt. 
Jl-eitirin,  J^'c, 

*S  oinhiiHch,  uach(lnu-.h,  blàthacii,  ciiuHchdacIi, 
Loll  iium  hiiacliaill  aiiiita. 
J  [-(id  I  in,  i\"c. 

'S  iinaach,  jjnitliacli,  iiico^jach,  snithach, 
An  iiniricli  slitil)lia('li,  slilainbat-li. 
Il-eitirin,  ^'c. 

Deofìh  gun  tonihas  dul  far  coiiihair, 
Gun  aoii  glilothar  ^ainntir. 
Jl-eiliriiiy  kc. 


lORRAM    CUAIN. 

GuR  neo-aoidheil  tiu'as  faoillicli, 
Ge  d'  bhiodh  na  daoiiie  tàbhachdach. 
T/ia  in  fliearann  saibhir  hd-a  /to, 
Uo-ri  hi-rd  na  b'  àile  leut  iid  : 
Tha  ni  fliearann  saibhir  hd-a  ho. 

An  Hiairge  molach,  broiinach,  torrach, 
Giobhach,  corrach,  ràpalach. 

T/ia  m  fliearann,  Sfc. 

'S  cruaidh  ri  stiuireadh  bial-mhuir  duldaidh, 
Teachd  le  bruchdail  chàisanach. 

Tha  in  fhearann,  ^c. 

Clagh  a  chulain  cJia  b'e  'n  siigradh, 
*S  e  ri  bùirein  bàchdanach. 

Tha  m  fhearann,  Sfc. 

An  cùlanach  fein  cha  n  e  's  fasadh, 
Agus  lasan  àrdain  air. 

Tha  m' fhearann,  Sfc. 

Teachd  gu  dlù'  n  deigbe  chcile, 
Agus  geumnaich  dàir  orra. 

Tha  ni' fhearann,  ^c. 

An  fhairge  pbaiteacb,  'sa  bial  farsuirin, 
Agus  acras  araidh  oirr'. 

Tha  m'  fhearann,  ^c. 

'S  mairg  a  choimeas  muir  ri  moiiitich, 
Ge  d'  bhiodh  mor-shneachd  stràchd  orra. 
Tha  m' fhearann,  ^c. 

Neoil  a'  gealadh  oidhche  shalach, 
Gun  aon  chala  sabhailte. 

Tha  vi" f  hearann,  8fc. 


Dubh-ra-dorcha  pun  dad  phoalalch, 
Oir-thir  ain-coil'  aid  (iiifa^acli. 
'J7i(i  in'  J  hiitrmin,  t^c. 

(iaoth  a'  Nfidradb,  iiiiiir  ai{  <;iri(lh, 
'S  loar  ag  «Mil)ha(:b  ar<i  ^lnitliacii  :  — 
Tha  111  f  hear u nil,  Sfc. 

"  Slid  c'  titUiina  's  cha  n'anri  ruighiiin, 
Croo-niliuir,  Iriothar,  b.'isaiiu<rli. 
7  Via  in  f  hear  (inn,  Sfc. 

'  Cum  ccaiiii  caol  a  fiodlia  dii'(;ach, 
Iti  muir  diohiiii,  dasuimacb." 

7V<a  in  flieartinn,  §"c. 

Ach  dh'aithnich  siiin  u,ux\  shcol  hiiin  fada, 
A  mach  san  t-siiinh  's  l)U  ghabhaidh  bin. 
Tha  in  fhearann,  8fc, 

'S  leag  sinn  a  croinii  a's  a  h-aodach, 
'S  bu  ghniomh  dliaoine  caileachdach. 
Tha  m  fheaiann,  èfc. 

'S  chuir  sinn  amach  cliathan  righne, 
is  bu  ghriiin  an  iilacli  iad. 

Tha  m  fhearann.  Sfc. 

'S  shuidh  orr'  ochdnar,  theoma,  throma, 
A'  sgoillteadh  tonnan  stà])1ainiieach. 
Tha  in  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Hè'ìg  air  chnagaibh,  hùg'  air  mhaidean, 
'S  cogall  bhac  air  t-àbhranaibh  ! 
Tha  m^  fhearann,  ifc. 

lad  a  mosghidh  suas  a  cheile, 
'S  masgadli  treun  air  sail  aca. 

Tha  in  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Sginean  lochdrach  ràmh  a  Locbluinn, 
'Bualadh  bhoc  air  bhàirlinnean. 
Tha  m  fhearann,  &fc. 

lad  a'  trjioghadh  suas  na  dile, 
Le  neart  fior-gharg  ghàirdeanan. 
Tha  in  fliearann,  Sj'c. 

Cathadh  mara  's  marcachd-shine, 
'S  stoirm  nan  sion,  da  'n  sàrachadh. 
Tha  m^ fhearann,  ifc. 

Lasraichean  srad  theine-shiunnachain, 
Dearg  o'n  iumradh  chàileachdach. 
Tha  m' fhearann,  ^c. 

lad  ag  obair  as  an  leintean, 
♦'  Hug  a's  theid  'da  ràmh'  aca." 
Tha  in  fhearann,  Sfc. 
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lorram  ard-bhinn  sliuas  aig  Kamun, 

'Ghuidh  an  sgiòba  geur  na  diiilin, 

Aun  ail  ciuitli  rùinh  bragliada. 

'S  fhuair  an  urnaigb  gràladli  dhaihh. 

Tha  m  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Tha  m  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Aonghas  Mac-Dhonnachaidh  da  reir  sin, 

Smachdaich  JEolus  na  spèuran, 

A  ri !  bu  treun  a  thairrneadh  e. 

'S  a  bhuilg  sheidibh  ard-ghaothach. 

Tha  m' fhearann,  Sfc. 

Tha  in  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Donnacha  Mac-Uaraig  a  luagh  Ico, 

Gun  d'  rinn  Neptun  fairge  lòmadh. 

'S  b'  I'hada  buan  a  spalagan. 

Mar  bhiudh  glaine  sgàthain  ann. 

Tha  m' fhearann,  Sfc» 

Tha  m'  f  hearann,  Sfc. 

Bha  fuaim  aonmhaide  air  chlcith  ac' 

Sgaoil  na  neòil  bha  tonn-ghorm  ciar-dhubh, 

I3ualadh  speiceau  tàbhachdach. 

'S  shoilsich  grian  mar  b'  àbhaist  dh'ì. 

Tha  m'  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Tha  m'  f  hearann,  Sfc. 

liaimh  dam  pianadh,  's  fir  dan  spianadh, 
'N  glachddibh  iarnaidh  àrd-thorinach. 

'S  mhothaich  an  sgioba  do  dh'  fhearann, 
'S  ghlac  iad  cala  sàbbailtc. 

2Via  m  fhearann,  ^c. 

Tha  m'  f  hearann,  ^c. 

Gallain  chiatach,  leoghar,  liaghach, 
'S  fuirbinean  da'n  sàracliadh. 

Ghabh  iad  pronn,  a's  deoch,  a's  leabaidh, 
'S  rinn  iad  cadal  samhach  orr'. 

Tha  m  fhearann,  Sfc, 

Tha  m  fheaium,  ^c. 

Lunnan  mine,  's  duirn  da'n  sineadh, 

Seile  sios  air  dhearnainean. 

' 

Tha  m'  fhearann,  Sfc, 

Muir  ag  osnaich  shuas  ma  toiseach. 

A  BHANARACH  DHONN. 

1 

Chuip-gheal,  choip-gheal,  ghair-bheuchdach. 

Tha  m'  fhearann,  ^c. 

LUINNEAG. 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn  a  ^chruidh. 

Suas  le  sguradh  saoidh  ri  bùirein. 

Chanin  a  chruidh,  dhonn  a  chruidh  i 

Le  sior  dhurachd  sàr  iomaraidh. 

Cailin  dcas  donn  a  cruidh, 

Tha  m'  fhearann,  ^c. 

Cuachag  an  fhàsaich. 

Slabhraidh  chuirneineach  ri  duirduil, 
Shios  bha  stiur  a  fàgail  ann. 

A  Bhanarach  mhiogach, 
'S  e  do  ghaol  thug  fo  chis  mi  ; 

Tha  m'  fhearann,  Sfc. 

'S  math  thig  lamhaituiean  sioda, 

Gaoth  na  deannan  's  i  ri  feannadh, 
>Ja'n  tonn  ceann-fhionn  rasanach. 

Air  do  mhin-bhasan  bkna. 

A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc. 

Tha  rn  fhearann,  Sfc. 

'S  mor  bu  bhinne  bhi  t-eisteachd, 
An  am  bhi  bleothan  na  spreidhe  ; 

Na  fir  lughmhor  an  deigh  an  rusgaidh, 

N'an  smeòrach  sa'  choitein. 

A'  cur  smùid  dbeth  an  àlaichean. 

Am  barr  gcig  an  am  fas-choill. 

Tha  ni  fhearann,  Sfc, 

A  Bhanarach  dhoiin,  ^c. 

Chaoidh  cha  mhiticheadh  a  misneach, 

'Nuair  a  sheinne  tu  coilleag,         ^    't*'iA>^' 

V 

^ 

Na  fir  sgibidh  th^.bhachdach. 

A  leigeil  mairt  ann  an  coille  ; 

_y 

Tha  vi  fhearann,  Sfc. 

Thaladh  eunlaidh  gach  doire, 

Dh'  eisteachd  coireall  do  mhàraìn. 

Ca 

L-* 

Righ  an  eagail,  Neptun  ceigeach, 

A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  ^c. 

Ri  sior  sgreadail — "  bulbar  sibii  !" 

Tha  m  fliearann,  §'c. 

Ceol  farasda  fior-bhinn, 

Fonnar,  farumach,(lionacl)  : 

Gu'm  b'fliad'  uamhuinn  muir  ri  nualraich, 

A  sheinn  an  caillin  donn  miogach, 

'S  cathadh  cuain  a  stràcadh  orr', 

A  bheireadh  biogadh  air  m'  àirneann. 

Tha  in  fhearann,  ^c. 

A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc. 

u 


128 


SAK-OIJAIR  NAxM   liAltU  (JAELACll. 


'S  jjc  h'  flioiinar  nti  fliiodhall, 

'8  II  tfudaii  ail  ritiiidli  ; 
'S  ti  bheireudh  dainhs  air  ^nch  cridhi* 

CtMiI  iii^hiii  iia  h-;iiridii. 

A  lihdnarack  dlntiin,  iS('c. 

Tlia  {\Q\vg  a^us  j;ili', 

A  gleachd  an  griiuidlu>ati  iia  fiitiic', 
Bcul  niiti  mar  an  t-sliiriNt^      (  \ 
ni  nulls  thig  gam*. 

A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc.  ' 

Dcud  snasda  na  ribliinn, 

Snaito,  (U'lnnn,  mar  na  disnean  ; 

Gur  h-i  'n  donn-gheal,  glilan  Kniideach} 
'S  ro  nohiog-shuileach  fhite.        SvotJi> 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc. 

Cliuireadh  maill'  air  do  leirsinn, 
Ann  ain  madainn  chiuin  cheitein, 

Na  gathannan  greine, 
Thig  bho  teud-chul  cas,  fiiinncach. 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  SfC 

'S  ciatach  nuallan  na  gruagaich, 
A'  bleothann  cruidh  ghuaillinn  ; 

A*  toirt  torroman  air  cuachaig, 
'S  bothar  fhuaim  aig  a  clàraibh. 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc. 

*S  taitneach  siubhal  a  cuailcin, 

Ga  chrathadh  mu  cluasan  ; 
A'  toirt  muigh  air  seid  luachraich 

An  taigh  buaile,  an  gleann  fàsaich. 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc. 

A'  muineal  geal  boidheach, 

Mu'n  iathadh  an  t-òmar, 
A'  dhath  t'ein  air  gach  seòrsa, 

Chite  dortadb  tre  bràghad. 

A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  Sfc. 

Da  mhaoth-bhois  bu  ghrinne, 

Fo  'n  da  ghàirdein  bu  ghilft  ; 
'N  uair  a  shint  iad  gu  h-innealt',  ^ 

Gu  sineaii  cruidh  l'hàsgadh.         ^ J^^ 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  §"c. 

Gu'm  bu  mhothar  mo  bheadradh, 
Teachd  don  bhuaile  mu  ead-thra, 

Seanih  sult-chorpach  beitir,  A^    ^  v; 

'S  buarach  ghreasaid  an  iiil  aic'. 
A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  ^c. 

Glac  gheal  a  b'  ard  gleodhar, 

A'  stealladh  bainn'  an  cuaich  bleothainn  ; 
A'  seinn  luinneagan  seadhach, 

An  gobhal  na  blaraig. 

A  Bhanarach  dhonn,  ^c. 


'N  uair  thogiulh  tu  blmarach, 
C'uiic.h  u's  cùrru'Hti  na  buaile; 

li'ao-cultuch  do  ghliiasad 
Ui  giiaiiai;  iia  sràid*;. 

//  /ihtinaruch  dhonn,  ^c. 


S'-w^.< 


:.ijtfjl 


O  R  A  x\, 

MAK  GUM  B'ANN  KADAIl  AM  I'KIONXB'  AGUS  NA  GAEIL. 

Air  fonn— *'  Good  night  an  joy  he  wi  you  «'." 

AM  nilONNSA. 

Mile  marbhaisg  air  an  t-saoghal, 
'S  carach  baoghalach  a  dhàil  ; 
Cuibhl'  an  fhortain  oirii  air  caochladh, 
Cha  do  chleachd  sinn  moim  ro'  chàch  ; 
Tha  sinn  a  nis  air  ar  sgaoileadh, 
Air  feadh  ghleann,  a's  fhraoch-beann  ard; 
Ach  teanailidh  sinn  fòs  ar  daoine, 
'N  uair  a  dh'  fhaodas  sinn  gu  blàr. 

Misneach  mhath  a  mhuinntir  ghaolach, 
'S  gabhaidh  Dia  dhuinn  daonnan  càs  ; 
Cuiribh  dochus  daingheann,  faoilteach, 
Anns  an  aonTlni  dhuin  sta  : 
'S  buanaichibh  gu  righeil,  adhrach, 
Traisgeach,  uirneach,  caoineach,  blà  ; 
'S  bi'bh  dileas  do  chach  a  cheile, 
'S  duinear  suas  ar  creuchdan  bàis. 

Ach  's  feadar  dhomhs'  a  nis  bhi  falbh  uaibh, 
A  Ghkelibh  cklma  mo  gbràidh  ; 
Bu  mhor  ro'  earbsa'  as  ar  fònadh, 
Ge  do  hd'  fhonadh  dhuinn  's  an  ar, 
'S  ioinadh  ana-cothrom  a  choinnich 
Sinn,  's  an  choinnidh  bha  gun  àgh  ; 
Ach  gabhaidh  mis'  a  nis  mo  chead  dhibh, 
Uine  bheag  :  ach  thig  mi  tràth. 

Leasaichidh  mi  fòs  ar  callsa, 
Churaidhnean  gun  fheall,  gun  sgàth  ; 
A  dhilse  dhliodhach,  righeil,  threuna, 
A  dlieanadh  èuchd  ri  uchd  nam  blàr  ; 
'S  cinna'scoluinn  chuir  o  cheile, 
Sinn',  's  sibh-tein  a  sgaradh  fas  ; 
Ach  togaibh  suas  ar  misneach  gleusda, 
'S  cuiream  fein  r'  ar  creuchdan  plàsd. 

NA  GAEIL. 

A  Mhoire  sinn  th'  air  ar  cèusadh  ! 
Air  dhì-cèille,  sinn  gun  chàil ; 
Tearlach  Stiubhart  Mac  righ  Seumas, 
A  bhi  na  eiginn  anns  gach  càs  ; 
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Gur  h-e  sin  a  riiin  ar  lèireadh, 

Gur  he  'tì  teudai-  dlia  gu'm  tag  ; 

Sinn  na  dhèigh  gun  uiim,  gun  èidoadii, 

Fulbh  'n  ainin  Diic  ;  ach  thig  a  glui.idli. 

Ar  mile  beannachd  na  d'  dheigh, 
'S  Dia  do  d'  ghleigheadh  anns  gach  ait'  ; 
Mail*  a's  til-  a  bin  cho  rcidh  dliut : 
M'  urnaigh  gheur  leat  lein  os  àiid  ; 
'S  ge  do  sgar  inio-fhoitan  deurach 
Sinn  o  cheile,  's  ceuin  ro'n  bhàs  ; 
Ach  soiaidh  leat  a  nihic  ligh  Seumas, 
Shùgh  mo  cheille  thig  gun  chaiid. 

Chain  sinn  ar  stiuir,  's  ar  buill-bheairte ; 
Thugadh  uainn  ar  n-acair-bàis  ; 
Chain  sin  ar  compaisd  's  ar  cairtean, 
Ar  reuU-iuil  's  ar  beaclid  gach  la  ; 
Tha  ar  cuirp  gun  chinn,  gun  chasan, 
Sinn  marr  charcaisich  gun  stàth  ; 
Ach  gabh  thus'  a  ghràidh  do  t-astar, 
Dean  gleas  tapaidh  's  thig  gun  dail. 

AM  PRIO>'NSA. 

Beannachd  gu  leir  le  Clann-Dòmhnuill, 
Sibh  a  dh'  fhoirinn  orm  na  m'  chàs, 
Eadar  eileanan,  a's  mhòr-thlr, 
Lean  sibh  deonach,  rium  gach  trà  ; 
'S  iomadh  beinn,  a's  muir,  a's  mointeach, 
A  shiubhail  sin  air  chòrsa  bàis  ; 
Ach  theasraig  Dia  sinn  air  fuar-fhòirneart, 
Nan  con  sròn-ghaoth  'bha  ri  'r  sail. 

Sibh  a  rinn  fo  laimh  na  Trianaid, 
Mis'  a  dhion  o  mhi-ruin  ch\icb  ; 
Mo  dhearg-naimhdean,  neartmhor,  lionmhor, 
Chuir  an  iion  feadh  ghleann  a's  iird. 
A  mhiad  's  a  thaisbeaii  sibh  d'  ar  dilseachd, 
'S  coir  nach  di-chuimhnich  gu  bràth  ; 
A  oharr,  gur  sibh  is  luaithe  shin  rium, 
Toio  air  tir  's  an  talamh-aid. 

UA  GAEIL. 

Ochan  !  ochan  !  cruaidh  an  dcarmad, 
Bhi  'g  ar  tearbadh  bhuat  gun  bhàs; 
B'i  'n  fhoir  cibhinneachd,  's  am  beirteas, 
Bhi  d'  a  t-fhaiciiin  gach  aon  la ; 
Bi'dh  ar  ruisg  lati  tim  a  frasadh  ; 
Ar  cri  lag-chùiseach  gun  chàil, 
Cju  'm  pill  thus'  a  ris  air  tais  oirii, 
Beannachd  leat  le  neart  ar  gr.'iidh. 

AM  PniON>'SA. 

O  !  tiormaichibh  a  suas  'ur  sùilean, 
'Chomuinn  runaich  'fhuair 'ur  cràdh, 
Bi'dh  sibii  fas,  maoineach,  niùirneach, 
N  'ur  gàrd  dùbailt'  ina  Whitehull, 


'Nuair  a  bhios  an  reubal  liibach, 
Hi  bog  chriiban  feadh  nan  c'.rn, 
Gu  'm  bi  sibhs'  an  cailhreain  cuirte, 
Latidail,  lù-chieasach,  Ian  i.idh. 


AM    B  II  E  A  C  A  N    U  A  L  L  A  C  II. 

LUINNEAG. 

Jle  'n  cId-Jubh, 
J  Jo  'n  do -dub  lit 
He  'n  clò-dubìi, 
Bfhearr  am  breacan. 

B'  FHEARR  learn  breacan  uallach, 
Ma  m'  ghuaillean,  's  a  chuir  fo  m'  achlais, 
Na  ged  gheibhinn  cota, 
De  'a  chlò  is  fearr  thig  a  Sasuinn. 
lie  'n  clo-dubh,  ^c. 

Mo  laochan  fein  an  t-6ideadh, 

A  dh-fheumadh  an  crios  d'  a  ghlasadh, 

Cuaicheanach  an  eilidh, 

Deis  eiridh  gu  dol  air  astar. 

He  'ii  clo-dubh,  Sfc. 

Eilidh  cruinn  nan  cuachan, 
Gur  buadhach  an  t-earradh  gaisgeich  ; 
Shiubhlainn  kat  na  fuarain, 
Feadh  fhuar-bheann  ;  's  bu  ghasd'  air  faich  thu. 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  èfc. 

Fior  chulaidh  an  t-saighdear, 
'S  neo-ghloiceil  ri  uchd  na  caismeacbd  ; 
'S  ciatach  's  an  adbhans  thu, 
Fo  shranntraich  nam  i>iub   s  nam  bratach. 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  §^c. 

Cha  nihios  anns  an  dol  sios  thu, 
'Nuair  sgriobar  a  duille  claiseach  ; 
Fior  earradh  na  ruaige, 
Gu  luaths  a  chuir  amis  na  casan  ! 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  §'C. 

Bu  mhath  gu  sealg  an  fheidh  thu, 
'N  am,  eridh  do  'n  ghrcin  air  creachunn  ; 
'S  dh-fhalbhainn  leat  gu  lodhar, 
Di-dòmhnaich  a  dol  do'n  chlachan. 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  SjC. 

Laidhinn  leat  gu  cearbail, 
'S  mar  earbaig  g»  'm  briòsgainn  grad  leat, 
Na  b'  ullamb  air  m'  armachd, 
Na  dearganach,  's  mosgaid  ghlagach. 
He  'h  clo-dubh,  ffc. 
I 
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'N  am  coilich  it  hhi  (irirdiiii, 
Air  stiicuii  am  itiadaiiiii  dlicaltii. 
Ba  ^hiuidii  t  i'lifiiiii  '»  11  cImVis  ttiii, 
Se«icii  iniituii  (lu  llinislar  ciisuig. 
He   n  clo-dubhf  ^"c. 

S})iiil)])laitin  Icat  n  pliòsailh, 
*S  blian*  ttMiiriu'iii  (liii  Ihi-osainn  denlta  ; 
B'  i  8Ì(1  a'  t-siiiiacii  bhiiidlu'acli, 
An  ùt^-blteaii  bh<i  unoraii  tlachd  dh'i. 
JJe  'h  do-dub/i,  ^c. 

B'  aigeantach  's  a'  choill'  thu, 
D  a  in'  choireadh  le  d'  bhlàths  's  le  t-fhasgat)i, 
Bho  chatliadh,  a*8  bho  chrion-chur, 
Gu  'n  diuiiadh  tu  mi  ri  tVasaclid. 
lie  '/J  clo-dubhy  Sfc, 

Air  t-uachdar  gur  a  sgiamhach 
A  laidheadh  a  sgiath  air  a  breacadh  ; 
*S  claidheamli  air  chrios  ciatach, 
Air  fbiaradh  os-ceaiin  do  phleatan. 
He  n  clo-duhh,  ^c. 

'S  dcas  a  thigeadh  cuilbheir, 
Gu  suilbheaira  leat  fa  'n  asgaill  ; 
'S  a  db-aindeoiu  uisg'  a's  urchaid, 
No  tuil-bheum  gu  'm  biodh  air  fasgath. 
He  'n  clo-dubli,  SfC. 

Bu  mhath  anns  an  oidhch'  thu  ; 
Mo  loinn  thu  mar  aodach-leapa  ; 
B'  fhearr  leam  na  'm  brat  liu  thu, 
Is  priseile  thig  a  Glascho. 

He  'n  clo-dubh,  ^c. 

S'  baganta  grinn  bòidheach, 
Air  banais  as  air  mod  am  breacan  ; 
Suas  an  eileadh-sguaibe, 
*S  dealg-gualainn  a'  cur  air  fasdaidh. 
He  Vi  clo-dubh,  Sfc. 

Bu  mhath  an  la  's  an  oidhch'  thu, 
Bha  loinn  ort  am  beinn  's  an  cladacb, 
Bu  mhath  am  feachd  's  an  sith  thu  ; 
Cha  righ  am  fear  a  chuir  as  dut. 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  Sfc. 

Shaoil  leis  gun  do  mhaolaich,  so 
Faobhar  nan  Gael  tapaidh, 
Ach  's  ann  a  chuir  e  geur  orr', 
Ni  's  beurra  na  deud  na  h-ealltainn  : 

He  'n  do  dubh,  Sfc. 

Dh-fhag  e  iad  Ian  mi-ruin, 
Cho  ciocrasach  ri  coin  acrach  ; 
Cba  cbaisg  deoch  an  iotadh, 
Ge  V  fhion  i,  ach  fior  fliuii  Shasuinn. 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  Sfc. 


Gcd'  npion  sibh  an  Crl  asainii, 
'8  ar  bruillvichvan  .sios  a  HÌirac.ulh, 
Cha  toir  etibh  asaiiin  Tearlach, 
Gu  bràth  giis  an  tt'id  ar  taiwidh  ! 
J/e  n  clo-du/i/i,  ^'c. 

II'  ar  n  anain'  tha  e  fuaigbt<', 
Teann,  luaitc,  cho  cruaidh  ri  glasaii  ; 
'S  uainn  cha'  n  fhaodar  fhuasgladh, 
Gu  'm  biiaincar  am  I't-ar  ud  asainn. 
Jle  '71  clo-dubh,  §c. 

Cleas  na  mnatha-siùlìhla, 

'Gheibh  tuilliiin  mu'm  beir  i'  h-asaid  ; 

An  ionad  a  bhi'n  duimbii  ris, 

Gun  dùbhail  d'a  fear  a  lasan. 

He  'n  clo-dubh,  Sfc, 

Ge  d'  chuir  sibh  oirne  buarach, 
Thiugh,  luaighte,  gu  'r  falbh  a  bhacadh, 
Iluithidh  sinn  cho  luath, 
'S  na  's  buaine  na  fcidh  a  ghlasraidh. 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  Sfc. 

Tha  sinn  's  na  t-sean  nàdar, 
A  bha  sinn  ro  am  an  actaj 
Am  pearsannan  's  an  inntinn, 
*S  'n  ar  righealachd  cha  teid  lagadh. 
He  n  clo-dubh,  ^c. 

'S  i  'n  fhuil  bha  'n  cuisl'  ar  sinnsridh, 
'S  an  innsginn  a  bha  n'  an  aigne, 
A  dh-l*hagadh  dhuinn'  mar  dhileab, 
Bhi  righeil. — O!  sin  ar  paidir  ! 
He  'n  clo-dubh,  Sfc. 

Mallachd  air  gach  scòrsa, 
Nach  deonaicheadh  fòs  dol  leat-sa, 
Co  dhiù  bhiodh  aca  còmhdach, 
No  cbmhruiste,  lòm  gu  'n  chraiceann. 
He  'n  clo-duòh,  Sfc. 

Mo  chion  an  t-òg  fearragha, 

Thar  fairge  chaidh  uainn  air  astar  : 

Durachd  blath  do  dhùthcha, 

'S  an  ùrnaigh  gu  lean  do  phearsa. 

He  'n  clo-dubh,  S(C. 

'S  ge  d'  fhuair  sibh  lamh-an-uachdar, 
Aon  uair  oirn  le  sebrsa  tapaig, 
An  donus  blàr  ri  bheò-sa, 
Ni  feòladair  tuilleadh  tapaidh. 
He  n  clo-dubh,  ^^c. 
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TEARLACH  MAC  SHEUMAIS. 
Air  fonk — *'  Black  Jock.'' 

O  !  Tearlaich  mhic  Sheumais, 
Mhic  Sheumais,  uihic  Thearlaich, 
Leat  shiubhlaiuii  gu  h-eutrom, 
N  am  èubhachd  'bhi  iiiiirsal, 
'S  oha  b'  anil  leis  a  phlàigh  ud, 
A  tharmaich  o  'ii  mhuic. 
Bheireadh  creideamh  a's  reusan 
Oirn  eiridh  mar  b'  àbhaist, 
Leis  an  ailleagan  cheutach, 
'Shliochd  eifeachdach  Bhàncho; 
Mo  ghradh  a  ghruaidh  àluiiin, 
A  dhearsadh  orin  stuirt. 
Thu  'g  ioinachd  gu  sùrdaiJ, 
Air  tiis  a  bhataili, 
Cha  fhrosainn  an  driuchda, 
'S  mi  dill  air  do  shailean  ; 
Mi  eadar  an  talamh 
'S  an  t-adhar  a  seùladh, 
Air  iteig  le  aighear, 
Misg-chath,  agus  shòlais  ; 
'S  caismeachd  phiob'  mora, 
Bras-shròiceadh  am  puirt. 

O  'n  eibhinneachd  ghlùrmhor, 
An  t-sòlais  a  b'  airde  ! 
G'  ar  lionadh  do  spionnadh, 
Air  slinneinibh  Thearlaich, 
Gu  'n  calcadh  tu  Jirdan 
An  càileachd  ar  cuirp  ; 
Do  làthaireacbd  mhòr-chuiseach, 
Dh-fhògradh  gach  f^tillinn, 
Gu  'n  tiutitadh  tu  t'eodar 
Gach  feola  gu  stàilinn, 
'Nuair  sheal'maid  gu  sunndach, 
Air  t'abhra  do  ruisg. 
Gu  gnùis  torrach  de  chruadal, 
De  dh'  uaisle,  's  de  naire, 
Nach  taisicheadh  fuathas, 
Ro'  luaidhe  do  namhaid  ; 
'S  mar  deanadh  fir  Shasuinn 
Do  mhealladh,  's  do  thrèigsinu, 
Bhiodh  an  criin  air  a  spalpadh, 
Le  d'  thapadh  air  Seurlas, 
A  dh-aindeoin  na  beist'. 
Leis  an  d'  urich  na  h-uile. 

Gu  'm  b'  fhoirmeil  leam  tbrmau 
Na  'n  brghaiian  àluinn  ! 
'S  tein'-eibbinn  a  lasadh 
Gu  bras-gheal  air  sraidibh  ! 
'S  na  croisibh  ri  h  i.rd-ghaoir, 
Mhòir  Thearlaich  ar  Trionns'! 


Gach  uiniieng  Ic  foiiieal 

A  buisgeadh  le  dearsadh, 

Le  solus  nan  coilleaii, 

'S  d«'as  nihaigh(i«'aiin  d'an  sm.Madh  ; 

'S  gach  ni  mar  a  b'  araidh, 

'G  cuir  fàilt'  air  le  puimp  ! 

Na  canoin  ri  bùirich, 

'8  iad  a'  stùradh  an  fhJiilidli, 

A'  cuir  crith  air  gach  dùtliaich 

Le  muiseag  nan  Gael  ; 

Agus  sinne  gu  lù'-chleasach, 

Mùiriieach  Ian  àrdain, 

Am  marsail  gu  miùinte, 

Ard-shundach  m'  a  shailean— 

'S  gann  bha  cudrom  's  gach  tear  dhuirin, 

Tri  chairsteil  a  phuinnt ! 


MO    B  H  O  B  U  G    AN    DRAM. 

Am  FONN — "  The  bucket  you  want.'" 

LUI>rNEAG. 

Ho  ro  mo  bhobug  an  dram, 
Ud  ri  mo  bhobug  an  dram, 
Ud  ro  mo  bhobug  an  dram, 
'S  e  chuireadh  an  sodan  na  m*  cheann.* 

Fhearabh  ta'r  suidhe  ma  'n  bhùi-d, 
Le  'r  glaineachean  cridheil  n-'ar  dòrn, 
Na  leanamaid  ruidhinn  air  òl, 
Ma  mill  sinn  ar  briiidhinn  le  bul. 
Ho  ro  mo,  ^c. 

Na  tostachan  sigeanta  fial, 
'Ga'n  aiseag  gu  ruige  mo  bhial ; 
Bu  mhireagach  stuigeadh,  a's  triall, 
Am  m;irsal  le  ciogailt  tro'  m'  chliabh. 
Ho  ro  mo,  8fc. 


*  The  above  chorus  is  not  by  Macdonald— it  belongs  to 
an  old  Uist  song.    Here  are  two  stanzas  ot°  the  original  :— 

Cha  teid  mi'n  taigh-òsd'  tha  siid  thall, 
Cha'n  fhiacli  an  siiicabhar  a  th'  aim, 
Ge  d'  olainn  am  'ouideal  le  srann, 
Gu'n  giulan  mo  cholainn  mo  cheann. 
Ho  ri)  ?no,  ^c. 

Thuir  cailleach  cho  libensd'  sa  bh'  ann, 
'Nuair  fhuair  i  bias  air  an  dram  :— 
"  O!  tairrnibh  'ur  casan  a  chlann, 
'S  bheir  raise  mo  char  air  an  ilamhs'." 
Ho  rd  tiio,  ^c. 
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'S  tu  chiiirfftdh  ail  (MMrcid'  san  t-slingh, 
'N  Hill  C(>;;ai<lli  ri  aodaiiiti  nan  riia;^, 
Gun  ohuna'nl  Hgailc  dliiot  ^u  linith, 
Ma  sguidscaniaid  slacain  a  tniaill'. 
Ho  to  iiio,  ^r. 

'S  tu  dit'  flia^adh  sinn  tapaidh  san  ti  ir, 
'N  ant  tarruinn  nan  glas-lann  ri  sròin, 
'Njiair  tliilf;t«!  na  bieacain  d«  'n  t  slògh, 
'S  ii  truaill,  blicirt  a  niadi  claidhe  inòr. 
1/u  ru  7110,  ^c. 

Ge  tu  UH)  Icannnn  glan  iir, 
Cha  pliòi;  mi  gu  dilinn  tlui  'n  rail  ; 
Ach  i»liiigainn,  a's  dht'(»dl»lainn  thu  liiin, 
Nuair  thig  thu  's  Jacobus  na  d'  ghnùis  : 
JIo  10  via,  SfC. 

An  t-ainm  sin  is  fVarr  ata  ann, 
Ainm  Sheuinais  a  chuir  air  do  cheann  ; 
'S  e  thogadh  an  sogan  fo  m'  chaiiint, 
'S  a  dh-fhagadh  gu  blasda  mo  dliriim. 
Ho  ro  mo,  §'C. 

Fadamaid  teine  beag  shios, 
Na  lasraichean  ciuin  a  ni  grios, 
A  gharas  ar  claigeann  's  ar  ciì', 
'Sa  dh-fhògras  ar  n'airteal,  's  ar  sgios. 
Ho  ro  mo,  Sfc. 

Gur  tu  mo  ghlaineag  ghlan  Jom, 
Mo  leannan  is  cannaiche  I'onn  ; 
Ged  rinneadh  thu  dh'  fheamain  nan  tonn, 
Gur  mòr  tlia  do  cheanal  na  d'  chum. 
Ho  ro  mo,  SfC, 

O  fair  a  ghaoil  ciiannaich  do  phcg, 
Leig  clannadh  d'  a  t-anail  fo*  m'  shroin, 
Gur  cubhraidh  leara  fannal  do  bheoil, 
No  tuis  agus  mire  na  h-£òrp. 
Ho  ro  mo,  ^c. 

O  aisig  a  ghlaine  do  phòg  ! 
Cuir  speirid  u'  ar  teangaidh  gu  ceol  ; 
An  ioc-shlainte  bheaunaichte  choir, 
A  leasaicheas  cnàmhan  a's  feoil  I 
Ho  ro  mo,  ^c. 


]MARBHRANN 

DO  PHEATA  CALUMaN,  A  MHARBHADH  LE  ABHAG. 

'S  tùrsach  mo  sgeul  ri  luaidh, 

'S  gun  chàch  gha  d'  chaoidh, 
Ma  bhàs  an  fhir  bu  leanabail'  tuar, 

'S  da  mheanbh  ga  chaoidh. 


^S  oil  1(>am  b^N  a  Choluiin  chuoinih, 

Nach  b'  anagrarli  gn.'iH, 
A  tiiuitcam  le  madadh  d'a  'm  bi-iiH, 

Dòran  nan  earn. 
'S  tu  's  truagli  linn  d<>  bhiis  nan  iaii  ; 

INIo  chriuiii  nach  li«*ò, 
]''hir  a  b'  iteagach,  miotagach  trial!, 

(ÌU  i)U  m)u>irbh  do  tlir«;?)ir  ; 
IV  fhciiriiail'  do  Noah  na  c'lch, 
'N  am  bhàr(;a(lli  nan  stuadh, 
Ba  tu  'n  teachdair'  gun  seacharan  d'  a, 

'Nuair  tliraigli  an  man  ; 
A  dh'  idr(>ac)i(hiiiin  do  dii-t'tialbh  an  tuil, 

Litir  gach  fVar  ; 
Dùghall  is  Citliim  gu'n  chuir 

Deagh  Noah  tiiar  Icar  ; 
Ach  cliaidii  Diigliall  air  seacharan  ctiain, 

'S  clia  do  phill  e  riamh  ; 
Ach  phiil  Colum  le  iteagaich  luath, 

'S  a  fhreagra  na  bhial. 
Air  thus,  dia  d'  fhuair  e  ionad  d'  a  bhonn 

An  seasadh  e  ann, 
Gus  do  thiormaich  dile  nan  tonn, 

Thar  mullacli  nam  beann  ; 
'S  an  sin,  a  litir-san  leugh  an  duine  bha  glic, 

Gu  'n  thiormaich  a  bhaih:, 
'S  gu'm  faigheadh  a  mhuirichinn,  cobhair  na'n 

Agus  fuasgladli  na  'ii  aire,  [teirc, 

Le  neart  cha  spùilte  do  nead, 

Ge  do  thigte  dha  d'  shlad  ; 
Bhiodh  do  cliaisteal  fo  bhearradb  nan  creag, 

Ann  an  dainghnichibh  rag  ; 
Bha  do  mhodh  siolaich  air  leath  bho  chàch, 

Cha  togradh  tu  suas, 
Ach  a  durraghail  an  taca  ri  d'  ghradh, 

'Sa  cuir  cagair  'n  a  cluais. 
Cha  do  chuir  thu  duil  ann  airgead  no  spreidh, 

No  feisd  am  biodh  sùgh, 
Ach  spioladh,  a's  ciiomadh  an  t-sil  le  d'  bheul ; 

'S  ag  cl  a  bhùivn  ; 
Aodach,  no  anart,  sioda,  no  srol, 

Cha  cheannaicheadh  tu  'm  biith  ; 
Bhiodh  t-eideadh  de  mhin-itt-acha  gorm, 

Air  nach  drùidheadh  an  driùchd  ; 
Cha  do  gbabh  thu  riamh  paidir  no  creud, 

A  ghuidh  nan  dùl  ; 
Giheadh,  cha  'n  eil  t-anam  am  pein 

O  chaidh  tu  'null, 
Cha  'n  e  gun  chiste  no  anart 

Bhi  comhdach  do  chre, 
Fo  lie  anns  an  ùìr, 

Tha  mise  ge  cruaidh  e,  'g  acain  gu  leir, 
Ach  do  thuitean  le  cù. 


Note.— This  is  the  best  of  his  smaller  pieces,  although  it 
contains  more  of  sparkling  conceit  than  tenderness  or 
pathos.  It  is  probable  that  it  was  composed  before  he 
became  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Home,  as  he  says  tiiat 
the  pigeon  never  repeated  paternoster  or  creed. 
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M  O  L  A  D  II 

A  CHAIM-BUULAICH  OIIUIDII. 

GeWag  orts'  an  Caim-beulach  dubh, 
Gur  toigh  leams'  an  Caim-beulach  dubh  ; 
Biodh  e  dubh,  no  geal,  no  gris-thionn, 
Grùdh  mo  chri-s'  an  Caim-beulach  dubh. 
Ge  h-ainnisgeach  air  an  t-seòrs'  liui, 
Na  'm  b'  aithne  dhumsa  do  phi  rsa, 
Chuirinn  moran  fios  do  'n  dò-bheiit, 
'N  an  dubh  dhlùintibh  fhòtusach,  tiugh. 

'Suilean  cuirpt*  bh'  ann  an  droch  chruth, 
A  fhuair  oilbheim  do  'n  I'hear  gheal-dhubh, 
Do  'n  dream  oirdheirc  's  foirmeile  fuil  ; 
*S  duilich  tolg  a  chuir  'n  a  chruaidh  stuth. 

'S  trie  le  madraidh  bhi  ri  dealunn, 

An  òidhche  reòt'  ris  a'  ghealaich  ; 

B'  ionann  sin,  's  eil'eachd  t-ealaidli, 

Air  cliii  geal  a  Cbaim.  beulaich  dhuibh. 

'S  cia  mar  fhuair  thu  dh'  aodann  no  ghnuis, 
Caineadh  uasail  gun  mhodh,  gun  tlus? 
Fbior  dhearc-luachrach  chinnich  a  lus  ; 
Ma  t-aoir  bhacaich  tachdam  thu  bhruic. 

Sgiursaidh  mi  gu  gu  'm  bi  thu  marbh  thu  ; 

Cha  bhi  ach  mo  theang'  de  dh'arm  riut  ; 

A  rag-mheirlich,  bhradaich,  a  gharbhlaich, 

'Siomagharbh-mhartdh'fheann  thule  d'chuic. 

Do'n  t-siol  chruithneachd  chuireadh  gu  tiugh  ; 
Cha  b'  e  'n  fhideag,  no  'n  coirce  dubh, 
Ach  por  priseil,  's  ro  sgaoilteach  cur, 
Feadh  gach  rioghachd  air  tir,  's  air  muir. 
Gur  iongantach  learn,  a  dhuine, 
Mar  robh  mearan  ort  air  tuinneadh, 
Ciod  man  do  bhuin  thu  do  'ri  urr'  ad  ; 
Curaidh  ullamh,  's  cuireideach  fuil  ? 

Dream  nan  geur-lann  gu  reubadh  cuirp, 
Cruaidh  'g  a  feachainn  air  beulamh  trup  ; 
S'  math  's  is  gleust'  lad  gu  bualadh  phluic, 
'N  am  retrèata  dh'  eibheach  le  stuirt. 

Cha  "bhreac  breun-Ioin"  idir  Cailean, 

Ach  do  dh'  fhion-fhuil  ard  Mhic-Cailein  ; 

Teughlach  ùiseil  larla-Bhealaich  ; 

'S  buadhach  caithream  ri  uchd  an  truid  ! 

'S  cinnteach  thiotadh  gheibh  thu  do  mhurt, 
Ma  t-aoir  chiotaich,  mhiosguinnich  churt  ; 
Ge  do  dh'  eirich  gu  robh  ort  stuirt, 
Bi'dh  a  bhiodag  ridleadh  do  chuirp. 

Claigeann  gun  eanachainn,  gun  mheadrach, 

Sa  faodadh  tia  h-iolairean  neada<lh  ; 

Cia  mar  fhuair  thu  ghnuis  do  sgiodar, 

Ghluasad  idir  an  ionad  puirt? 


Eisg  bhochd,  chearba<ch,  seargaidh  mi  tur, 
Do  theanga  chealgach  a  ciieai  biiiie  diuiiijh, 
liinn  an  t-searbhag  gun  chair'  a  muigh  ; 
Asad    dh'  earbinn  "  cealgaireachd  cruidh." 

Ciia  fhior-ragair  ge  d'  bhiodli  fearg  air 

Do  'n  d'  rinn  thus'  a  dhuin'  an  t-seai  bhag  ; 

Ach  òg  faighidneach  gun  earra-ghloir  ; 

Lan  dodh'  fearra-ghniomh,dhedrbh  e  le  ghuin. 

Bha  thu  mi-mhoil  a  toirt  dh'a  guth  ; 
Crag  a  chobhair  gu  magradh  grulh  ; 
Lfòbas  odhar  a  ghlaimseadh  suth, 
Deis  dh'a  leaghadh,  's  e  ruidh  na  shruth. 

Cha  bu  bheudagan  gu  sabaid 

Ach  fior  leoghann  stolda,  staideil, 

Do  'n  d'  rinn  us'  an  t-oran  prabach  ; 

Ach  fior  ghaisgeach  ;  's  am  blàr  'ga  chur. 

Sparram  cinnteach  ort  a  ghlas-ghuib  ; 

Losgadh  peircill,  corcadh,  a's  cuip 

Air  son  ascaoin  chealgach  do  bhuis  ; 

B'  fhearr  gu  'm  bithinn-sa  fagasg  dhut. 
Ge  do  bhiodh  tu  caineadh  ghàel, 
Anns  gach  siorramachd  a  dh'  àirinn, 
Seachainn  rauinntir  Earra-ghàtil, 
'S  gun  a  Cheòlraidh  fabharach  dhut. 

'S  mairg  a  dh'  èireadh  ri  siol  an  tuirc, 
Gasraidh  ghleusda  nach  earadh  ciuich  ; 
Cha  bu  bheus  dhaibh  bhi  ris  a  mhurt, 
Ach  cath  trèun,  a's  cothrom  r'  an  uchd'. 
Ge  beag  ort-sa  mile  cuairt  e, 
'S  ioma  sonn  aigeanntach  ullach, 
Eadar  Asainn,  's  Cluaigh  nan  luath-long, 
A  's  trom  luaigh  air  Caim-beulach  dubh. 

Suil  na  seòca,  's  ro  bheòchail  cur, 
An  ceann  rò-bhinn  nam  bachalag  dubh  ; 
Cha  b'  i  "  fròg-shuil,  rògair'  a  chruidh  ;" 
Fior  fhiamh  seoid  air  cur  ann  an  suit 
'S  geal  's  a's  dearg  do  leac,  a's  t-aogas, 
Ge  thubhuirt  iad  "peirceall  caol  riut;" 
Cha  b'  ionann  as  sligeas-gaoisneath, 
'S  fiasag-p**-laoigh  ort  nach  eil  tiugh. 

'S  ge  d'reachadh  tu  's  na  spèuraibh 
Chum  a  Chaim-beulach  dhuibh  eisgeadh, 
Tuiiidh  tusa  mar  a  bheisteag, 
'N  a  t-ionad  fcin  am  buachar  mairt. 

Thusa  bhreinen,  magaran  cac  ; 

E-san  ghle-ghlan  lomlan  do  thlachd  ; 

Thus  a  dheistinn  's  muig  ort  air  at, 

jMar  bu  bheus  do  dhòran  no  chat. 

Aodann  craineig,  fharr-aodann  tuirc; 
Com  a  chnaimh-fhi'ch,  's  nadur  na  muic  ; 
Beul  mhic-lamhaich,  's  fàileadh  a  bhruic  ; 
Spagan  clàrach  ;  sailean  nan  cusp'. 
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D«'  liir  oiilichcini  aoiridli  b'irdail, 
Tiiisoiiiu  o  d'  liliatliais,  gu  d'  shail  thn  ; 
•S  iVainiuiii  do  li-atliar  a  thriiill  dliiut, 
Chioiiii  fju'ii  rliàiii' thu'ii  Caiiii-lifulacli  dubh. 

Clm  'n  fhoar  Hgipi  thus'  nvh  iuw  Khhitr ; 
'S  hcairt  gun  Iraganili  bi'dh  tu  lobhruid  ; 
T-iasHjf  I'ailidh,  t-Hialt,  a's  do  luisg  ; 
Tuitidh  t-lhiaclaii  ':s  r.-.ll.liaidli  do  ihuiga'. 

'S  coltach  nacli  b'  aitliiie  dhut  niise, 

'Nuair  a  bha  mi  so  gun  fliios  dut  ; 

Na  *iu  b'  ool,  (ha  ghhuvidh  tu  niliijiueac.h, 

Koine  riubadh  iu>  an  lliear  dhubii. 


Note—Tiic  Black  Campbell  was  a  cattlw-liftcr,  and  stole 
•OHIO  cows  from  M'Loaii  of  Loclibuy.  lor  this  M'Lean's 
àirrac/i,  or  herdsman,  com|)oseil  the  satire.  At  the  end 
of  the  song  lie  calls  on  all  the  bards  to  join  him  ni  lashing 
the  tliiuf.  When  M'DonaKl  heard  tliis  he  comprised  liis 
song  in  praise  of  Campbell  and  against  the  satirist— with- 
o\it  any  cause  of  love  or  hatred  to  either  party.  It  is  only 
an  exercise  of  his  wit;  but  it  shows  liis  usual  talents  and 
powers  of  invention,  and  felicity  of  language.  After  that 
the  herdsman  composed  a  very  severe  satire  on  M' Donald 
himself.  We  give  a  few  verses  of  the  satire  on  Campbell 
as  a  specimen  : — 

"  An  Caim-beulach  dubh  a  Cinn-tàile, 
lar-Ofih'  mhortair  's  ogha  'mheirlich  ; 
Am  Braid-Aiban  fhuair  e  àrach, 
Siol  na  ceilge  'smeirleach  a  chfuidh. 

'S  obliar,  ciar,  an  Caim-bculach  dubh, 

'S  oillteil,  fiadhaich,  amharc  sa'  chruth  ; 

'S  lachdan  liath-ghlas,  dubh  cha'n  fhiach  e; 

'S  fear  gu'n  mhiadli  an  Caim-beulach  dubh  ! 

"Cuiream  tuath  e,  cuiream  deas  e, 
Cuiream  siar  e,  cuiream  sear  e  ; 
Cuiream  fios  gu  bàird  gach  fearainn, 
Gus  an  caill  e  'n  craiceann  na  shruth." 
'S  obhar,  ciar,  &c. 


MOLADH  AN  LEOGHAINN. 
Air,  roNN^"  Cabar  Feidh" 

Faii.t'  an  leoghainn  o.hreuchdaich, 

Is  eugsamhuil  spracalachd, 
*Nuair  dheireadh  do  chinn-fheadna, 

Bu  mheaghrach  am  brataichean, 
'Nuair  chruinnioheadh  gach  dream  dhiu, 

Gu  ceannsgalach  tartarach, 
Bhiodh  proniiadh  agus  calldach, 

Air  naimhdean  a  thachradh  ribh  ; 
lad  gu  h-oirdheirc  air  bharr  corr-ghleus, 

Teinteach  foir-dhearg,  lasrachail, 
'S  ai'd  an  stoirm  air  mhire-chonbhaidh, 

'S  lainn  nan  dorn  ri  spealtaircachd, 
Xic'n  geur  cholg  ri  stracadh  bholg, 

A'  gearradh  cheann  is  chorpunnan  ; 
'S  cha  sluagh  gun  chruaidh  gun  cheanusgal, 

Le'n  lanu  bheireadh  fosadh  orr. 


DiiÌHg  a  Icogbainn  cuclidaicli, 
'8  (loan  ^irinb  gu  lartiniacb, 
Air  brat  ball-dnirg,  breid-glieal, 
'S  i'raorli  slj^ibiie  mar  bharan  air; 
I  T»>g  sua.s  do  cheann  gu  l»-eatroni, 
j       'S  na  Mpeuruibh  gu  caithreast'hch, 
I  'S  ibL'id  mi-f'bin  <iio  gt'in*, 
I       'vSa  dirilieudax  mi  d'  arabhaig  ; 
Togam  8uaH  do  mholadh  priucil, 

'S  do  cheann  rigbeil  t'arasda, 
Cha'n  'eil  ci^ann  no  corp  san  righeachd, 

An  ri'uuidli-glinioinh  thug  barrachd  ort, 
An  ceann  cruadalacli  aid  sgiamhach 

Maiueacii,  fior-dheas,  arranta, 
'S  trie,  tiiug  sgairt  ri  li-uchd  an  I'huathaia, 
lii  Ii-àm  iuciid  t-i'huatiia  tarruinn  ruit. 

Co  b'urrainn  tiiir  no  di-blcachd, 

Gu  dilinn  a  bharahicha  ? 
No  sliamhlaicheadh  riut  mi-chliii, 

A  rigli  nan  ceann  barrasacli  ; 
A  chreutJiir  ghasda,  rimheich, 

'S  garg  fior-dheas  do  tharruinnse, 
Air  brat  glan  de'n  t-sioda, 

Ri  min-chrann  caol  gallanach  ; 
E  ri  plapraich  ri  crann-brataich, 

A'  stailce  chiis  gu  h-eangarra  ; 
Is  comhlain  ghasda  Ian  do  ghaisge, 

Teanailt  bras  gu  leanailt  ris, 
Fearg  gu  casgairt  'nan  gnùis  dhaite, 

Fraoch  a's  fras  gu  fearachas  ; 
Bhi'dh  sgrios  a's  lannadh  sios, 

Air  luchd  mi-ruin  a  bheanadh  riut. 

Cha  robh  garta  gleòis, 

Air  an  t-seòrsa  o'n  ghineadh  tu, 
An  dream  rathail  mhòr-chùiseach  ; 

Chòmhragach,  iomairteach  ; 
Bu  ghunnach,  dagach,  òr-sgiathach, 

Gòirseideach,  nimheil  iad  ; 
Bu  domhain  farsuinn  creuchdach, 

Cneidh  euchrtach  am  firionnach  ; 
lad  gu  sùrdail  losga'  tudair, 

Toirt  as  smuid  bho  lasraichean  ; 
Na  fir  ùra,  gheala,  liighar, 

A  gheari'a  smuais  a's  aisnichean  ; 
Lannan  dù-ghorm,  geura,  cùl-tiugh, 

'N  glaic  nam  fiuran  aigeantach, 
A'  sgolta  chorp  a  sios  gu'n  rurapaill, 

Surd  le  sunnd  air  stracaireachd. 

'S  foinni,  fearail,  laidir, 

Cuanda,  dàicheil,  cinneadail, 
Sliochd  nan  CoUaidh  lamh-dhearg, 

'S  iad  Ian  do  dh'  ard  spiorad  annt. 
Cho  dian  ri  lasair  chra-dheirg, 

'S  gaoth  Mhàirt  a'  cuir  spiònnaidh  in 
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Gun  mheang,  gun  mheirg,  gun  fhàiUin, 

'Nar  càileachd  ge  d'  sljirear  sibh  ; 
Na  fir  chogach  theid  's  iia  trodaibii, 

Nach  biudh  ro  lotaibh  gioragach  ; 
Nach  iaiT  brosna'  li  h-hva  cosgraidh, 

A  phroiuia  chorp  a's  mhioiiaicliean, 
A'  sgatha  cheann,  a's  lanih,  as  chas,  diubb, 

Ann  san  toil  le  mire-chath, 
Na  fir  bheurra,  threin,  fhearrdha, 

Gheur,  armach,  fhineadail ! 

An  cinncadh  niaiscach,  treubhach, 

Nan  reidh-chuilbheir  acuinneach, 
Nach  diultadh  dol  air  ghJeus, 

lli  h-àm  feuma  gu  grad-mharbhadh, 
Madaidh  ri  ùird  ghleusta, 

Gu  beuma  nan  sradagan, 
A'  con  as  dearg  ri  cheile, 

A*  cuir  eibhiean  gu  lasraichean. 
Frasan  dealanach  dearg  pheileir, 

Teachd  o*r  teine  tartarach, 
A'  spadadh,  's  a  pronnadh,  's  a  leadairt, 

Nan  corp  ceigeach,  casagach. 
Lannan  dù-ghorm  dol  gan  dùlan, 

A  gearra  smùis  is  aisiiichean, 
Aig  na  treunaibh  cruaidh,  bheumnach, 

'S  luath  bhuala  speachannan. 

Clann-Dòmhnuill  tha  mi  'g  ràite, 

*N  sàr  chinneadli  urramach, 
'S  trie  a  fhuair  's  na  blaraibh, 

Air  nàmhaid  buaidh  iomanach  ; 
lad  tearra.  ^.apuidh,  dkna, 

Cho  Icin  de  nimh-ghuineadeach, 
Ri  nathraichean  an  t-sleibhe, 

Le'n  geur-lannaibh  fulangach. 
lad  gu  sitheach,  gleusta,  cos-luath, 

llunach,  bos-luath,  fulasgach, 
Cruas  na  craige,  luathas  na  draige, 

Chluinnte  fead  am  buillinnean  ; 
Na  fir  dhana,  lughar,  nàrach, 

Fboinnidh,  làidir,  urranda, 
Cho  garg  vi  tuil-mhaoim  sleibhe, 

No  falaisg  gheur  nam  munainean  ! 

A  charraig  dhaingheann  dhileant, 

Nach  diobair  gu'n  acarachd, 
Gluais  suas  gu  spòrsail  rìgheil, 

Ro  d  rahilinibh  gaisgeanda; 
'S  iad  mire  geal  na  cruadhach, 

Gun  truaille,  gun  ghaiseadh  annt', 
'S  bòcain  a  chuir  ruaig  iad, 

Bheir  buaidh  le  'n  sluagh  bras-bhuilleach. 
'S  ioma  fleasgach  cul-bhui  dbid-gheal, 

Is  garbh  dorn  is  slinneinean, 
A  dh'  eireas  leat  an  tùs  na  co'-stri, 

A  ni  comhrag  min-bhuailteach, 


lad  gu  bonn-mhall,  bas-luath,  crbdha, 
Saitheach,  htruiceach,  iomairteach, 

A'  dol  a  sios  an  am  na  teugbhail, 
'Slèoghunn  bèuc  air  mhire  aca. 

A  leoghuinn  bheucaich,  ghruamaich, 

'iJheil  cruadal  air  tuiiieacba, 
Is  trie  a  dhearbh  an  cruaidh  chùis, 

'S  na  buari  ruagaibh  cumasgacb. 
Nuair  a  spailpte  suas  thu, 

Le  d'  bhuaidh  ri  crann  fulangach  ; 
Chile  conadh  ruaimleach, 

'An  gruaidhean  na  h-uile  fir. 
'S  daingheann,  seasmhach,  rang  do  fhleasgach, 

'Nuair  bhiodh  deise  tarruinn  orr, 
Cha  toir  eagal  nàmhaid  eag  annt, 

'S  iad  mar  chreag  nach  caraicheadh. 
S  glan  am  preas  iad,  chaoidh  cha  teich  iad, 

'S  fiodh  nach  peasg,  de'n  darach  iad  : 
S  trie  a  fhuair  sibh  air  'ur  nàmhaid, 

'S  na  blaraibh  buaidh-chaithreamach. 

I  Nan  tigeadh  ortsa  foirneart, 
I       Gu  d'  leon  o  chrich  aineolaich, 
I  Coigrich  le  run  dò'-bheirt, 
j       Gu  d'  chbir  thoirt  a  dh-aindeoin  diot : 
'S  iomad  Ian  cheann-ileach, 

'S  lainn  liobhta  'm  beairt  dhaingheann  ann, 
A  thairneadh  suas  vi  d'  shioda, 

Dheth  t-fhior-fhuil  d'a  t-anagladh. 
Fuiribin  chomasach  nach  cromadh, 
Ro  fhrois  tholladh  phearsunnan  ; 
Nach  biodh  somult  dhol  air  choUuin, 

'N  am  bhi  sonnadh  chlaigeannan. 
Crun-luath  lomarra  'ga  phroiinadh, 

Air  piob  loinneich  thartaraich, 
A  chuireadh  anam  ann  sna  mairbh, 
A  dhol  gu  fearr-ghleus  gaisge  leo. 


Stoc  Chlann-DòmhnuiU  dh'  èireadh, 

Le'n  geugaibh  's  le  meanganaibh, 
B'i  sid  a  choille  cheutach, 

A  b'  eugsamhuil  's  bu  cheannardaich. 
'Nuair  thàirrneadh  iad  ri  cheile 

Gach  treubh  dhiu  gu  fearachail, 
'S  mairg  a  spiola  feusag 

Nan  leoghann,  ga  ghreannachadh. 
Bhiodh  cinn  is  diiirn  ga  sgathadh  dhiubh-san, 

Ann  an  dùiseal  lannaireachd, 
Fuil  ri  fcur-imeachd  's  ri  sriiladh, 

Feadh  nan  lùb  's  nan  camhanan. 
Bhiodh  lannan  lotach  dù-ghorm, 

Cuir  smùidrich  de  cheannaibh  Ghall, 
Is  caoidhrean  cruaidh  a's  rànaich, 

'S  an  àraich  gu  gearanach. 

C  ait  am  beil  san  righeachd, 

Am  fear-ghniomh  thug  barrachd  oirbh? 
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Nam  brosnnlehte  clmin  stri  sihli, 

A  luhiliilhiMMii  l);in'ai<I(>ach  ; 
Na  tuiriii  sguirteil  priscil, 

De'ii  fhior-cliruuitlh  nmli  faiiiiaichfadh  : 
D'uin  b'  iibhaiht  u  biii  dilras, 

'S  iiai-li  (liobradli  na  ^jbcalladli  iad, 
GaiHlliair  cliatlia  thOid  mar  sliaigbcid, 

Sios  If'ii  claidlit'*  doalanairh. 
Nacli  toir  athat;un  dad  athais, 

Giis  an  sijalli  iud  bcalacli  romp  ; 
Cuirp  gau  sgatha  's  rriiaidh  ga  ciulhadh, 

'S  onu  pathadh  lalanach  ; 
Chilli n tear  load  ar  cluidboan, 

Truagh  glmir  agus  langanaiih. 

Tha  iomadli  mile  an  Alba, 

De  gharbfi-l'liearaibli  tulasgacli, 
Sliochd  GhùiJil  ghlais  a  Scuta 

Thig  deonach  m'  ar  cularaihli. 
Gun  tig  iad  le  run  cruadail, 

'S  gum  fuaigh  iad  gu  bunailte.ich, 
Hi  teanchair  ghairg  an  leoghainn, 

'S  ri  spògaibh  dearg  fuileachdach. 
Togaibh  leibh  gun  aire  gun  easbhuidh, 

Trom  I'heachd  seasmhach  cunnbhalach, 
De  laochraidh  dheise,  sJiunndacli,  threiseil, 

Theid  iieo-leisg  's  an  iomairt  sgleo. 
Cha'n  fhacas  riamh  na  suinn  'nan  geiltibh 

Dol  'an  teas  nan  curaasgan  ; 
Teichidh  iad  o'r  strbiceadh, 

'S  o'r  sròlaibh  breac,  duilleagach. 


BEANNACHA  LUINGE, 

MAILLE  RI  BROSNACHA  FAIRGE,  A  RIXNKADH  DO 
SGIOBA    DIRLEMN    THIGHEARNA    CHLAXN-RAONUILL. 

Gu'm  beannaiche  Dia  Long  Chlann-llaonuil!, 

A  cheud  la  do  chaidh  air  sail', 
E-fein,  's  a  threin  fhir  ga  caitheamh, 

Treun  a  chaidh  thar  inathas  chkich  ; 
Gu'm  beaiinaich  an  Co-dhia  naomh, 

An  iunrais  anail  nan  speur, 
Gu'n  sguabta  garbhlach  na  raara, 

G'ar  tarruinn  ga  cala  reidh. 
Athair  a  chruthaioh  an  fhairge  ! 

'S  gach  gaoth  a  sheideas  as  gach  ;:ir<l, 
Beannaich  ar  caol-bharc  's  ar  gaisgich, 

*S  cum  i-fein  's  a  gasraidh  slàn. 
A  Mhic  beannaich  fein  ar  n-achdair 

Ar  siùil,  ar  beirtein,  's  ar  stiùir, 
'S  gach  droinip  tlia  crochta  r'ar  crannaibh, 

'S  their  iju  cala  sin  le  t-iùil. 


BeHiinairh  ar  nubdaii  'd  ar  slat, 

Ar  croinn  '.s  ur  taodaibh  gu  Icir 
Ar  Htadh,  '•*  ar  tarniinn  cinn  i'Hllaiii, 

'»S  na  Icig  Nu  'liar  caranih  bi-ud. 
An  Spiorad  Naomli  biodii  air  an  Htiùir, 

JSeoladh  è  'n  t-iuii  u  bbios  cearf,  ; 
'S  •'oi  da  ga(;h  loiig-phort  Jo'n  gbrein, 

Tilgeamuid  binn  f't-in  to  blieachd. 

Beannuchadli  nan  Arm. 

f 

Gu'm  bf»utinai(dic  Dia  ar  claidhean, 

'S  ar  laniian  spainnteach,  grur  ghlas, 
'S  ar  lùirh;hean  tronia  màilleach, 
Nach  gearr-te  le  faobbar  tais ; 
Ar  lannan  cruadhacl),  's  ar  gl  rsaid, 

'S  ar  sgiathan  an-dealbhach  dualach  ; 
Beannaich  gach  armachd  gu  h-iomlan, 

Th'  air  ar  n-iomchar  's  ar  crios-guaile; 
Ar  boghaiinan  loinealach  iubbair, 

'Ghabhadh  lugha  ri  uchd  tuasaid  ; 
'S  na  saighdean  beithe  nach  spealgadh, 

Ann  am  balgan  a  bhruic  ghruamaich, 
Beannaich  ar  biodag,  's  ar  daga  ; 

'S  ar  n-eile  gasd  ann  an  cuaichean, 
'S  gach  trealaich  cath  agus  còmhraig, 

Tha'm  bare  Mhic-Dhòmhnuill  san  uair  so. 
Na  biodh  simplidheachd  oirbh  no  taise, 

Gu'n  dol  air  ghaisge  le  cruadal, 
P^ad  's  a  mhaireas  ceithir  bùird  d'i, 

No  bhios  càrad  shùth  dh'i  Cuaighte  ; 
'M  fad  's  a  shnàmhas  i  fo  'r  casan, 

Na  dh'fhaineas  cnag  dh'i  an  uachdar, 
A  dh-aindeoin  aon  fhuathas  gam  faic  sibh, 

Na  meataicheadh  gart  a  chuain  sibh  ; 
Ala  ni  sibh  cothacha  ceart, 

'S  nach  mothaich  an  fhairge  sibh  dlbli. 
Gun  islich  a  h-àrdan  'sa  beachd, 

'S  gar  cothacha  sgairteil  gu'n  striochd  i. 
Do  cheile  comhraig  air  tir, 

jM'  ar  faic  i  thu  cinntinn  tais, 
'S  dàch'  i  bhoghachadh  's  an  stri. 

No  chinntinn  idir  ni's  brais  ; 
'S  amhuil  sin  a  ta  mhuir  mhor, 
Coisinnidh  le  colg  's  le  surd, 
'S  gun  umhlaich  i  dhut  fa  dheoigh, 
Mar  a  dh'  òrdaich  Uìgh  nan  dùl. 

Brosnachudh  iomraidk  gu  ionad  seolalxih. 

Gun  cuirt  an  iubhrach  dhubh-dhealbhach. 

An  àite  seì  laidh, 
Sàthaibh  a  mach  cleathan  righne, 

Liath-lom  comhnard  ; 
Ramhan  min-lunnacha  dealbhach, 

Socair,  eutrom, 
A  \i\  'n  t-iomradh  toirteil,  calma, 

Bos-lualh,  caoir-gheal; 
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Chuireas  an  fhairge  'lui  sradaibli, 

Suas  's  'na'ii  speuraibh, 
'Na  teiiie-siunnacliain  a'  lasadh, 

Mar  I'hras  eibhleaii  ; 
Le  bui Ileal)  gailbhcacha,  tarbhach, 

Nan  cleth  troina, 
A  bheir  air  buchd-tbuinti  thonnaich, 

Jjctt  le'n  croma<lh, 
Le  sgioiian  nan  ràinli  geal,  tana, 

Bual  a  ch(.l!uinn, 
Air  muUach  nan  gorin-chnocbd,  ghleannacl), 

Gharbhlach,  thoinach. 
O  !  sinibh  's  tàirrnibh,  agus  lubaibli, 

Ann  sna  bacaibb  ! 
Nagallain  bhas-leathunn,  ghiubhisaicti, 

Le  1ÙS  ghlac-gheal. 
Na  fuirbinean  troina,  treuna, 

A'  laidhe  suas  orr, 
Le'n  gaoii'deanaibh  dòideach,  feitheach, 

Gaoisneacb,  cnuacbdach, 
'Thogas  's  a'  leagas  le  cheile, 

Fo  aon  gbluasad, 
A  gathan  liath-reamhar,  rcith.^, 

Fo  bhàir  stuadhan  ; 
lurgbuilich  garbh  'an  tus  cleithe, 

'G  eubhach  suas  orr ; 
Jorrain  dhùisgeas  an  speurad, 

Ann  sna  guaillean  ; 
'Sparras  a  Bhirliim  le  st'ltri(;h, 

Tro  gach  fuar-glileann  ; 
Sgoltadh  na  bòchd-tbuinn  a'  beucaich, 

Le  sàimh  chruaidh-chruim, 
Dh-iomaineas  beanntainean  beisdtfil, 

lie  da  ghualainn. 
Hùgan  !  air  cuan,  nuallan  gàireach, 

Ileig  air  chnagaibh  ! 
Faruin  le  bras-ghaoir  na  bàirlinn, 

lils  na  maidibh  ; 
Ràimb  gain  pianadh,  's  bolgan  fol'. 

Air  bbos  gach  fuirbi  ; 
Na  suinn  laidir  gharba  thoirteil, 

'S  cop  gheal  iomradh, 
'Chreanaicheas  gach  bòrd  dheth  daracb, 

Bigh  a's  iarann  ; 
'S  lannan  gan  tilgeil  le  staplainn, 

Chnap  ri  sliasaid  ; 
Foirne  fearail,  a  bheir  tulga, 

Dugharra,  dùicheil, 
'Sparras  a  chaol-bharc  le  giubhsaich, 

'N  aodann  aibheis, 
Nach  pillear  le  fricjgh  nan  tonn  du-ghorm, 

Le  lùghs  ghìiirdeìn  ; 
Sud  an  sgioba  neartmhor,  shùrdail, 

Air  chùl  àlaich, 
Phronnas  na  cuairteagan  cùl-gblas, 

Le  roinn  ràmhachd, 
Gun  sgios  gun  airtneal  gun  lùbadh 

Ri  h-uchd  gàbhaidh. 


An  sin  an  deiyh  do  na  siafearaihh-deug,  suidhe 
air  na  jaimli,  a  clium  a  h-iumradh,Jo  n  y/uioith  j 
gu  ionad  acolaid/i,  do  ghlaodh  Calum  Gakbh,  | 
Mac-Raonaill  Nan  Cuan,  lorram  oirre,  s  j 
è  air  ràmh-brùyhad,  agus  's  i  so  i :  —  ' 

'S  a  nis  o  rinneadh  'ur  taghadh, 
'S  gur  :oltach  dhuibh  bhi  'n-ar  roghainn, 
Thugaibh  tulga  neo-chladharra  daicheil. 
Thugaibh  tulga,  &c. 

Thugaibh  tulga  neo-chearbach, 
Gu'n  airsneal  gun  dearniad, 
Gu  f'reasdal  na  gaille-bheinne  sàil-ghlais. 
Gu  freasdal,  &c. 

Tulga  danarra  treun-ghlac, 
A  ridheas  cnàmhan  a's  leithean, 
Dh-fhàgas  soilleir  a  ceumannan  àlaich. 
Dh-t'hagas,  &c. 

Sgobadh  fonnar  gun  eislein, 
Ri  garbh  bhrosnacha  cheile, 
lori'am  gleust  arm  bho  bheul  tir  a  bràghad. 
lovram  gleust,  &c. 

Cogull  ràmh  air  na  bacaibb, 
Leois,  a's  rusgadh  air  bhasaibh, 
'S  ràimh  d'an  sniomh  ann  an  achlaisean  ard- 
'S  raimh,  &c.  [thoiin. 

Biodh  'ur  gruaidhean  air  lasadh, 
Biodh  'ur  bois  gu'n  leòb  chraicinn, 
Fallas  mala  bras  chrapa  gu  lir  dhlbh. 
Fallas  mala  bras,  &c. 

Shiibh,  tàirnnaibh,  a's  luthaibh, 
Na  gallain  liath-leothar  ghiubbais, 
'S  dianaibh  uighe  tro  shruthaibh  an  t-sàilo. 
'S  deanaibh,  &c. 

Cliath  ràmh  air  gach  taobh  dh'i, 
Masgadh  tairge  le  saothair, 
Del  'na  still  ann  an  aodann  na  bàirlinn. 
Dol  'na  still,  &c. 

lomraibh  cò'-lath  glan  gleusta, 
Sgoltadh  bòc"thuinn  a'  beucaich, 
Obair  shunndach  gun  eislein  gun  fhdrdal. 
Obair  shunndach,  &c. 

Buailibh  co-thromach  trein  i, 
Sealltainn  trie  air  a  cheile, 
Duisgibh  spiorad  'n-ar  feithean  gu  laidir  ! 
I  Duisgibh  spiorad,  &c. 
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13io(lli  11  (iararli  a'  collaiiiii, 
Kiii  im  tiudii-Khleaiiiinibli  broiinarh 
'S  a  (la  KliliaHaul  a'  prtMiiiadli,  gacli  bàrluinii. 
'S  a  (la  shliasaid,  ^c. 

Biodli  an  fliair^'c  ^ìiIrh  thonnach, 
Ag  at  'i>a  garbh  inbothar  loiinarh, 
S  iia  h-ar*l-iiis<;«>a(-haii  broiiiiach  'tia  ghàraich. 
'S  lui  h-nrd-uisgeachaii,  &c, 

A  jjhlas-fhàirjije  sior  chopadh, 
A  stench  nui  da  ghualaiiiii  thoisich, 
Si'uth  ag  osimich  a'  sloistreadh  a  h-eurr-liiin. 
Sruth  ag  osnaich,  &c. 

Sinibh,  tàirrnibh,  a's  lùbaibh, 
Na  gathuiii  mljiu-luniiacli  chùl-deavg, 
Le  iuinaircidh  sinuiii  'ur  garbh  gbairdeaii. 
Le  iuinaircidh  smuis,  &c. 

Cuiribh  fothaibh  an  I'ugh'  ud, 
Le  fallas  uihailean  a'  sruthadh, 
'S  togaibh  sitiil  ri  bho  Uidhist  nan  crù-ghiadh. 
'S  togaibh  siùil,  &c. 

Dh-iomair  iad  'an  sin  gu  ionad  sevlaidh. 

An  sin  thar  lad  na  seoil  shithe, 

Gu  fior  ghasda, 
'Shaor  iad  na  sia-raimh-dheug, 

A'  steach  tio'  bacaibh, 
Sgathadh  grad  iad  sios  r'a  sliasaid, 

Sheachnadh  bhac-bhreid. 
Dh-ordaich  Clann-Ilaunuill  d'  an-uaislean, 

Sài'-sgiobairean  cuain  a  bhi  aca, 
Nach  gabhadh  eagal  ro  fhuathas, 

No  gnè  thuairgneadh  a  thachradh. 

Dh-òrdaicheadh  an  deigh  an  taghadh  na,  h-uile 
duine  dhol  'an  seilbh  a  ghrani  àraidli  fcin  's 
na  cho-lorg  sin  ghlaodhadh  rifear  na  stiurach 
suidh  air  stiuir  anns  na  hriathraibh  so  :— 

Suitheadh  air  stiuir  trom  laoch  leathunn, 

Neartar,  fuasgailt', 
Nach  tilg  bun  no  bàrr  na  sùmaid, 

Fairge  bhuaithe  ; 
Claireanach  taiceil,  Ian  spiunnaidh, 

Plocach,  màsach. 
Min-bheumnach,  faicleach, 

Furachail,  Ian  nàistin  ; 
Bunnsaidh  cutromach, 

Garbh,  sòcair,  seolta,  1  ugh 'or  ; 
Eirmseach,  faighidneacb,  gun  ghriomhag, 

Rih-uchd  tùilin  ; 
'Nuair  a  chluinn  e  'n  fhàirgc ghiobach, 

Teachd  le  bùirein, 


ChunuiM  a  ci'aiin  caol  gu  Ngibidhy 

Kis  na  HÙghaibh  ; 
Chuinas  gu  mtcrac.h  a  gabhail, 

(iun  diid  lua>gaiii, 
Sgùd  a'8  cluaM  ga  rian  le  amharc, 

Suil  air  fuaradh  ; 
Nach  caill  aon  oir leach  na  h.òrdaig, 

Deth  citrart  cluiriia  ; 
'Dh-airidiM)in  bàrr  HÙniadain  inura, 

Teachd  le  surdaig  ; 
Theid  uir  luaradh  leatha  cho  daingh(:ann, 

INIas  a  h-èigiri, 
Nach  bi  lann,  no  reang  'na  darach, 

Nach  tùir  eibh  ami ; 
Nach  taisich  a's  nach  tc-id  'na  bhroislich, 

i)li-aindoin  fuathaib, 
Ge  do  dh-atadh  a  inhuir  cheanna-ghlaa 

SuaN  gu  chluasaibh  ; 
Nach  b'urrainn  am  fuiribi  chreuuachadh, 

No  ghluasad, 
O  ionad  a  shuidh,  's  e  tearainnte, 

'S  ailin  'na  asguil, 
Gu  freasdal  na  seana  mhara  ceanna-ghlas, 

'S  gleann-ghaoir  ascaoin, 
Nach  crithnich  le  fuaradh  cluaise, 

An  taod-aoire, 
Leigeas  leath  ruith  a's  gabhail, 

'S  Ian  a  h-aodaich  ; 
Cheanglas  a  gabhail  cho  daingheanu, 

'M  barr  gach  tuinne, 
Falbh  direach  'na  still  gu  cala, 

'N  aird  gach  buinne. 

Dh-òrdaicheadh  a  mach  Jear-beairte. 

Suidheadh  toirtearlach  garbh  dhòidoaoh, 

'An  glaic  beairte, 
A  bhios  staideil  Ian  do  chùram^ 

Graimear,  glac-mhor ; 
Leigeas  cudthrom  air  ceann  slaite, 

Ri  h-àm  cruaidhich, 
Dh-fhaothaicheas  air  crann  's  air  acuinn, 

Bheir  dhaibh  fuasgladh  ; 
Thulgeas  a  ghaoth  mar  a  thig  i, 

Do  reir  seòlaidh, 
Fhrcagras  min  le  fearas  beairte, 

Beum  an  sgòid-fhir  : — 
'Sior  chuideachadh  leis  an  acuinn, 

Mar  fàilnich  buill  bheairte 
Reambar  ghaoiste. 

Chuireadh  air  hth  fear-sgòide. 

Suitheadh  feas  sgoid'  air  an  tola 

Gaoirdean  laidir, 
Nan  righinin  gaoisneach,  feitheach, 

Reambar,  cnamhach  ; 
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Cràgan  tiugha,  leathunn,  clianaeh, 

Mt'ur  gliarbh  cliròcach  : 
Mach's  a  steach  ati  8goid  a  leigeaa, 

Le  iieart  sgròbaidh  ; 
'An  am  cruaidliich  a  bheir  thuig  i, 

Gaoth  ina  sheideas, 
'S  'nuair  a  ni  an  oiteag  lagad]i, 

Leigeas  beum  leis. 

Dh-òrdaicheadh  air  leth  fear-cluaise. 

Suitheadh  fear  crapara,  taiceii, 

Gasda,  cuanda, 
Laiinhsicheas  a  chluas  neo-lapach, 

Air  a  fuaradh  ; 
Bheir  imirich  sius  sa  suas  i, 

A  chum  gach  urracaig,  • 

A  reir  's  mar  thig  an  soirbheas. 

No  barr  urchaid  ; 
'S  ma  chi  e  'n  iunnrais  a  'g  eiridh, 

Teachd  le  h-osnaich, 
Lomadh  e  gu  gramail  treun-mhor 

Sios  gu  stoc  i.  ,^ 

Dh-òrdaicheadh  do'n  toiseach  fear-iail. 
Eireadh  mar-nialach  na  sheasamh, 

Suas  do'n  toiseach, 
'S  deanadh  e  dhuinn  eolas  seasmhach. 

Gala  a  choisneas  ; 
Sealladh  e  'n  ceithir  àirdean, 

Cian  an  adhair, 
*S  innseadh  e  do  dh-fhear  na  stiùrach, 

'S  math  a  gabhail. 
Glacadh  e  comharadh  tire, 

Le  sàr-shùl-bheachd, 
O'n  'se  sin  a's  Dia  gach  side, 

'S  reull-iuil  duinn. 

Chuireadh  air  leth /ear- calpa  na  tàirrne, 

Suitheadh  air  calpa  na  talrrne, 

Fear  gu'n  soistinn, 
Snaomanach  fuasgailteach,  sgairteil, 

Foinnidh,  sòlta  ; 
Duine  curamach  gu'n  ghriobhag, 

Ealamh  gruamach  ; 
A  bheir  uaip  a's  dh'i  mar  dh-fheumas, 

Gleusda,  luaineach ; 
Laitheas  le  spòghannan  troma, 

Treun'  air  tarruinn  ; 
Air  cudthrom  a  dhbid  a'  cromadh, 

'Dh-ionnsuidh  daraich  ; 
Nach  ceangail  le  sparraig  mu'n  urracaig, 

An  taod- frith ir  ; 
Ach  gabhail  uime  gu  daingheann  seolta, 

Le  lùb-rithe  ; 
Air  eagal  'n  uair  sgairte  tin  t-ausadh, 

I  chuir  stad  air, 
Los  i  ruith  'na  still  le  crunan, 

Bharr  na  cnaige. 


Chuireadh  air  leth  fear-innae  nan  uÌBgeachan ,  *a 
an  f  hàirye  air  cinntinn  tuiUe.udh  a' a  niolach, 
atjus  ihuirt  an  Stiiiireadair  ris  :  — 

Suitheadh  fear-in nse  gach  uisge, 

Lamh  ri  m'  chluais-sa, 
'S  cumadh  e  a  shùil  gu  biurach, 

'An  cridh'  an  fhuaraidh. 
Taghaibh  an  duine  leth  eagalach, 

Fiamhach  sicir, 
'S  cha  mhath  learn  e  bhi  air  fad, 

'Na  ghealtair'  riochdall ; 
Biodh  e  furachair  'nuair  chi  è, 

Fuaradh  froise, 
Co  dhiubh  bhios  an  soirbheas, 

Na  deireadh  no  na  toiseach  ; 
'S  gu'n  cuireadh  e  mis  air  m'  fhaicill, 

Suas  d'am  mhosgladh, 
Ma  ni  e  gnu  chunnairt  fhaicinn, 

Nach  bi  tostach. 
'S  ma  chi  e  coltas  muir  bhàite, 

Teachd  le  nuallan, 
A  sgairteas  cruaidh: — "  ceann  caol  a  fiodha, 

Chumail  luath  ris." 
Biodh  e  ard  labhrach,  ceillidh, 

'G-eubhach  "  bairlinn  ;" 
'S  na  ceileadh  air  fear  na  stiùrach, 

Ma  chi  gabhadh. 
'Na  biodh  fear  innse  nan  uisgean, 

Ann  ach  e-san  ; 
Cuiridh  giamhag,  briot,  a's  gusgul, 

Neach  'na  bhreislich. 


Dh-drdaicheadh  a  mach  fear-taomaidh,  'san 
fhàirg'  a'  hàrcadh  air  am  muin  rompa  's  nan 
deigh. 

Freasdladh  air  leabaidh  na  taoime, 

Laoch  bhios  fuasgailt', 
Nach  fannaich  gu  bràth  's  nach  tiomaicb, 

Le  gair  chuaintean  ; 
Nach  lapaich,  's  nach  meataich, 

Fuachd,  sail',  no  clach-mheallain 
Laomadh  mu  bhroilleach  's  mu  mhuineal, 

'Na  fuar  steallaibh  ; 
Le  crùmpa  mor  cruinn  tiugh  fiodha, 

'Na  chiar  dhoidibh, 
Sior  thilgeadh  a  mach  na  fiiirge 

A  steach  a  dhoirteas  ; 
Nach  dirich  a  dhruim  lùghor, 

Le  rag  earlaid, 
Gus  nach  fag  e  sile  'n  grunnd, 

Nan  litr  a  h-earluinn  ; 
'S  ge  do  chinneadh  a  buird  cho  tolltacb 

Ris  an  ridil, 
Chumas  cho  tioram  gach  cnag  dh'i, 

Ri  clar  buideil. 
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JDfi-òrd(iiclit(i(l!i  tlilliis  iju  (li iiijliii  imm  htill  chid- 
aodaich,  s  coitus  on  a  ijuii  tmjtti  tin  siùil  uapa 
Ic  ro  (jlntiibhcad  iia  side. 

Cuirilih  (-iiiaid  laitlir  cliiiauiii-ieaniliar, 

(iiurhiirach,  ^haiiistiit'iicli, 
Gum  tVeaflduludh  iad  tearuiiiiit  trtMiit  crai  t  i, 

liiiill  cliiil-aoilairh  ; 
Le  Biniiiiis  as  le  iniad  hij^liis, 

All  rui^lKaii  tr«'Uiiiia, 
'N  am  iTuagiiaich  bliuir  urv  a  !>teacli, 

No  leigeas  beuin  leis, 
Chuuias  gii  sgiobalta  a  staigh  e, 

'Na  teis  nicadhuii, 
Dh-ordaiclieadli  Dontiacha  Mac-Chonnaig, 

A's  lain  mac  Iain, 
Dithis  sjtai  bliaiiacli  thcoma,  ladurn, 

De  dh-t'hearaibh  Chaiia. 

TlicKjhadh  seisir  gu  fearas  ùrlair,  mi  earalas 
yum  fadnicheadh  a  h-aon  de  na  thuirt  mi,  no 
yu'n  spionadh  onfndh  na  fàirge  mack  thar 
bord  è,  's  gu  n  suidheadh  fear  dhiu  so  'na 
àite. 

Eireadh  seiseir  ealamh,  ghleusta, 

Lamhach,  bheotha, 
Shiubhlas,  'sa  dh-fhalbas,  's  a  leumas, 

Feadh  gach  bord  dh'i, 
Mar  ght-arr-t'hiadh  am  mullach  sleibhe 

'S  coin  d'a  copadh  ; 
Streupas  ri  cruaidh  bhallaibh  reidhe, 

De'n  chaol  chòrcaich, 
Cho  grad  ri  feòragaii  ceitein, 

Ri  cranii  ro-choill ; 
A  bhios  ullamh,  ealamh,  treubhach, 

Falbhach,  eolach, 
Gu  toirt  dh'i,  's  gu  toirt  an  ausadh, 

'S  clausail  òrdail, 
Chaitheas  gun  airtsneal  gun  eislean, 

Long  Mhic-Dhòmhuuill. 

Do  hha  nis  na  h-uile  goireas  a  hhuineadh  do  'n 
t-seoladh,  air  a  chuir  'an  deagh  riaghailf,  agus 
theann  na  h-uile  laoch  tapaidh  gvn  taise,  gun 
fhiamh,  gun  sgàthachas  chum  a  cheairt  ionaid 
an  d'drdaichadh  dha  dol;  agus  ihog  iad  na  i 
siud  ma  èiridh  na  greine  la-fheill- Bride,  a'  , 
togail  a  mach  o  hhun  Loch-Aineirt,  ann  an 
Uidhist-a'chinne-deas. 

Grian  a  faoisgneadh  gu  h-òr-bhuidh', 

A's  a  mogul, 
Chinn  an  speur  gu  dubhuidh  doite, 

Lan  de  dh-oglachd  ; 
Dh-fhàs  i  tonn-ghorm,  tiugh,  tarr-laclidunn, 

Odhar,  iargalt ; 
Chinn  gach  dath  bhiodh  ann  am  breacan, 

Air  an  iarmailt. 


Fuda-cruuidh  sail  aird  an  iar  orr, 

Stoirm  'na  coituN, 
'8  n('«*il  Nhiubhiach  aì^  gaoth  gan  ria^ladlt, 

Fiiaradh  iVtiis  oir. 
'I'hog  iad  na  hiiiil  l)hr«-a<-a, 

Hhaidt'ahicba,  dhionach  ; 
'S  shin  iad  na  calpannan  niga, 

Toanna,  rigliin;, 
Hi  fiodlianan  arda,  fada, 

Nan  colg  high  dhearg  ; 
Cheangiadh  iad  gu  graniail,  bnaonipach, 

Gu  n«M*-(-lt(:ai'ii:i('b, 
Tro  shùilcan  nan  cormag  iarrainn, 

'S  nan  cruinn  ailbhcag. 
Cheartaich  iad  gach  ball  den  acuinn, 

Kalani^,  dùiglieil  ; 
'S  shuidh  gach  fear  gu  fVeasdul  tapai<ll), 

'Bhuill  bu  choir  dha  ; 
'N  sin  dh'  f'hoNgail  uinneagan  an  utlhair. 

Ballach,  liath  ghorm, 
Gu  seideadh  na  gaoithe  greannaich, 

'S  bannail  iargalt  ; 
Tharruinn  an  cuan  a  bhrat  dù-ghlas, 

Air  gu  h-uile, 
A  mhantul  garbh  caiteanach,  ciar  dhubb, 

Sgreitidh  buinne, 
Dh-at  e  'na  bheannaibh, 's  na  ghleaiinaibh, 

Molach  robach. 
Gun  do  bhòchd  an  fhairge  cheigeacb, 

Suas  na  cnocaibh  ; 
Dh-fhosgail  a  mhuir  ghorm  na  craosaibb, 

Farsuinn,  cràcach, 
'An  glaicibh  a  cheile  ri  taosgadh, 

'S  caonnag  bhas-mhor. 
Gum  b'fhear-ghniomh  bhi  'g  amharc'an  aodann 

Nam  maom  teinntidh, 
Lasraichean  sradanach  siorinachain, 

Air  gach  beinn  diubh. 
Na  beulanaich  arda  liath-cheann, 

Ri  searbh  bheucail  ; 
Na  ciilanaich  's  an  clagh  dùdaidh, 

Hi  fuaim  gheumnaich. 
'Nuair  dh-eirimid  gu  h-allail, 

Am  barr  nan  lonn  sin, 
B'  eigin  an  t-ausadh  a  bhearradh, 

Gu  grad  phongail : 
'Nuair  thuiteamaid  le  aon  slugadh, 

Sios  's  na  gleanntaibh, 
Bheirte  gach  sell  a  bhiodh  aice 

'Am  barr  nan  crann  d'i  : 
Na  ceòsanaich  arda,  chroma, 

Teachd  's  a  bhàirich, 
M'an  tigeadh  iad  idir  'n-ar  caramh, 

Chluinnt'  an  giiiich. 
Iad  a  sguabadh  nan  tonn  beaga, 

Lorn  gan  sgiursadh, 
Chinneadh  i  *na  h-acn  mhuir  bhàsor, 

'S  càs  a  stiuireadb. 
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'Nuair  a  thuiteamaid  fobharr, 

Naii  ard-thotiii  giobach, 
Gur  beag  iiacii  docliaineadh  411  sail, 

An  t-aigeal  sligeach  ; 
An  fhaii'ge  ga  uiaistreadh  's  ga  sluistreadh, 

Troimhe  cheile, 
Gun  I'obh  ruin  a's  mialan  mora, 

'Am  barracbd  eigin. 
Onfadh  a's  tonnan  na  niara, 

A's  falbh  na  luinge, 
A'  sradadh  an  eanchainean  geala, 
L  Feadh  gach  tuinne.  v 

lad  ri  nuallanaich  ard-uamhaineach, 

Searbh  thùrsacli  ; 
'G  eubhach,  gur  h-iochdarain  sinne, 

Dragh  churn  biiird  sinn  : 
Gach  min-iasg  a  bh'aiin  san  fh'tirge, 

Tarr-gheal,  tiunndait'  ; 
Le  gluasad  confach  na  gailbbeinn, 

IMarbh  gun  chunntas. 
Clachan  a's  inaorach  an  aigoil, 

Teachd  an  uachdar, 
Air  am  buain  a  nuas  le  slacraich, 
^        A  chuain  uaimhreich. 
An  fhairge  uile  'si  'na  brochan, 

Strioplach,  ruaimleach, 
Le  fuil  's  le  gaor  nam  biast  lorcach, 

'S  droch  dhath  ruadh  orr. 
Na  beistean  adharcach  iongach, 

Pliutach,  lorcach  ; 
Lan  cheann-sian  nam  beoil  gun  gialaibh, 
*,        'S  an  craos  fosgailte. 
An  aibheis  uile  lan  bhoclidan, 

Air  ci'agradh, 
Le  spògan  's  le  earbuill  mor-bhiast. 

Air  magradh. 
Bu  sgreamhail  an  rbbhain  sgriachach, 

13hi  'ga  eisdeachd, 
Thogadh  iad  air  caogad  milidh, 

Eatrom  ceille. 
Chain  an  sgioba  càil  g'an  rlaisteachd, 

Ri  bhi  'g  eisteachd, 
Ceileirean  sgreadach  nan  deomhan, 

'S  m'òthar  bhèistean. 
Fa-ghàir  na  fairge  'sa  slacraich, 

Gleachd  ri  darach, 
Fosghair  a  toisich  a  sloistreadh, 

Mhuca-mara. 
A'  Ghaoth  ag  ùrachadh  a  fuaraidh 

As  an  iar-aird  ; 
Bha  sinn  It-is  gach  seorsa  buaii  idh, 

Air  ar  pianadh. 
S  sinn  dall  le  cathadh  fairge, 

Sior  dhol  tharuinn, 
Tairneanach  aibheiseach  re  oidhche, 

'S  teine  dealain. 
Peiloirean  bethrich  a'  losgadh, 

Ar  cuid  acuinn  ; 


Fàileadh  a's  deathach  na  riofa, 

Gar  glan  thachadb  : 
Na  dùilean  uachdrach  a's  iuchdrach, 

Uuinn  a'  cogadh  ; 
IVainh,  teine  uisg  a's  sion-ghath, 

liuinn  air  togail. 
Ach  'n  uair  dh'artlaich  air  an  fhairge, 

Toirt  oirn  striòchda, 
(jhabh  i  truas  le  fàite  gàire, 

Riiin  i  sith  ruinn. 
Gc  d'rinn,  cha  robh  crann  gun  lubadh, 

Seol  gun  reubadh  ; 
Slat  gun  sgaradh,  rac  gun  fh.'.illin, 

Kàmh  gun  èislcin. 
Cha  robh  stagh  ann  gun  stuadh-leumnach  : 

Beairt  ghaisidh, 
Tarruiiin,  no  cupuU  gun  bhristeadh, 

Fise  !  False  ! 
Cha  robh  tota  no  beul-mor  ann, 

Nach  tug  aideach, 
Bha  h-uile  crannaghail  a's  goireas, 

Air  an  lagadh. 
Cha  robh  achlachan  no  alsne  dh'i, 

Gun  fhuasgladh  ; 
A  slat-bheoil  'sa  sguitchinn  asgail. 

Air  an  tuairgncadh. 
Cha  robh  falmadair  gun  sgoltadh, 

StiCiir  gun  chreuchadli ; 
Cnead  a's  diosgan  alg  gach  maide, 

'S  iad  air  deasgadh. 
Cha  robh  crann-tarrunn  gun  tarruinn, 

Bord  gun  obadh  ; 
H-uile  lann  bha  air  am  barradh, 

Ghabh  iad  togail. 
Cha  robh  tarrunn  ann  gu'n  tràladh, 

Cha  robh  calp'  ann  gu'n  lubadh  ; 
Cha  robh  ball  a  bhuineadh  db'i-se, 

Nach  robh  ni's  measa  na  tluiradh. 
Ghairm  an  fhairge  siochaint  ruinne, 

Air  crois  Chaol  He, 
'S  gu'n  d'fhuair  a  gharbh  ghaoth, 

Shearbh-ghloireach,  ordugh  .sinidh. 
Thog  i  uainn  do  ionadaibh  uachdrach 

An  adhair  ; 
'S  chinn  i  dhuinn  na  cl'.r  rèidh  mìngheal, 

'N  deigh  a  tabhunn. 
'S  thug  sinn  buidheachas  do'n  Ard-Kigh, 

Chum  na  dùilean, 
Deagh  Chlann-Raonuill  a  bhi  sàbhailt, 

O  bhàs  bruideil. 
'S  an  sin  bheum  sinn  asiuil  thana,  bhallach, 

Do  thùillìn  ; 
'S  leag  sinn  a  croinn  mhin-dearg  gliasda, 

Air  fad  a  h-ùrlair. 
'S  chuir  sinn  a  mach  ritimh  chaol  bhasgant, 

Dhaite  mbine, 
De'n  ghiubhas  a  bhuain  IMàc-Bharais, 

'An  Eilean-Fhionain. 
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'S  riiiii  »iiiii  ail  t-ionirn  li^ulh  tiil^nnucti, 

CÌI1II  (Icann.'ul  ; 
S  ^habli  siiii)  tleng  loiiK-piiurt  uig  burraibh, 


Thll)^  8Ìnn  Arralciican  ^u  nucair, 

Aim  nan  ròtl  sin  ; 
Ghahh  HÌiin  biailh  h'm  deorh  gun  airceas, 


Chan-aig  Fhearghais  ;  I       'S  riiiii  hìiiii  cùinhiiuidh. 


IAIN  MAC  CODRUM. 

John  M'Codrum,*  the  North  Uist  bard,  commonly  called  Iain  Mac  Fhearchuir,  was 
contemporary  with  the  celebrated  Alexander  M*Donald.  He  was  bard  to  Sir  James 
Macdonald,  who  died  at  Rome.  The  occasion  of  his  obtaining  this  situation  was  as 
follows  : — He  made  a  satirical  piece  on  all  the  tailors  of  the  Long  Island,  at  which  they 
were  so  exasperated  that  they  would  not  work  for  him  on  any  account.  One  consequence 
of  this  was,  that  John  soon  became  a  literal  tatterdemalion.  Sir  James  meeting  him  one 
day,  inquired  the  reason  of  his  being  thus  clad.  John  explained.  Sir  James  desired  him 
to  repeat  the  verses — which  he  did  ;  and  the  piece  was  so  much  to  Sir  James's  liking,  that 
John  was  forthwith  promoted  to  be  his  bard,  and  obtained  free  lands  on  his  estate  in 
North  Uist.  In  a  letter  from  Sir  James  Macdonald  to  Dr  Blair  of  Edinburgh,  relating 
to  the  poems  of  Ossian,  dated  Isle  of  Skye,  10th  October,  1763,  we  find  Sir  James 
speaking  as  follows  of  Mac  Codrum  : — '*  The  few  bards  that  are  left  among  us,  repeat 
only  detached  pieces  of  these  poems.  I  have  often  heard  and  understood  them,  particu- 
larly from  one  man  called  John  Mac  Codrum,  who  lives  on  my  estate,  in  North  Uist.  1 
have  heard  him  repeat,  for  hours  together,  poems  which  seemed  to  me  to  be  the  same  with 
Macpherson's  translations." 

The  first  of  M'Codrum's  compositions  was  a  severe  and  scurrilous  satire.  Being 
young,  and  unnoticed,  he  was  neglected  to  be  invited  to  a  wedding  to  which  he  consid- 
ered he  had  as  good  a  right  to  be  bidden  as  others.  He  was  very  indignant,  and  gave 
vent  to  his  feelings  in  the  most  severe  invectives.  He  had  the  prudence  to  conceal  his 
name.  The  wedding  party  being  minutely  characterized,  several  of  them  lampooned,  and 
held  up  to  derision,  the  poem  gave  great  offence  to  some  of  those  concerned.  Although 
the  author  was  concealed,  the  satire  could  not  be  suppressed.  Several  individuals  were 
suspected,  while  the  real  author  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  knowing  himself  to  be  at  the  same 
time  a  person  of  some  consideration,  and  amply  revenged  for  the  neglect  of  those  who 
should  have  acknowledged  it.  His  father  only  knew  him  to  be  the  author.  He  was  alone 
about  the  farm :  John  was  in  the  barn,  whither  his  parent  went,  as  he  could  hear  no 


•  The  Mac  Codrums   are  not  properly  a  clan,  but  a  sept  of  the  ]VJ 'Donalds,     llioy  belong  to 
North  Uist. 
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one  thrashings ;  but,  on  approaching  nearer,  he  heard  his  son  rehearsing  his  poem.  He 
admonished  him  to  attend  more  to  his  work  than  to  idle  songs,  and  left  him,  without 
thinking  of  the  verses  he  had  heard  till  the  fame  of  the  satire  was  spread  abroad,  and  a 
noise  was  made  about  it  throughout  the  country.  The  verses  then  recurred  to  his  mind, 
and  he  had  no  doubt  of  the  real  author.  He  spoke  to  John  most  seriously  in  |)rivate. 
He  was  himself  a  pious  and  a  respectable  man,  and  was  much  affected  at  the  thought  that 
any  of  his  family  should  disgrace  his  fair  reputation.  He  was  sensible  of  the  ill-will  and 
hatred  that  John  would  incur  were  he  known  to  be  the  author ;  and  he,  moreover,  dis- 
approved of  the  license  taken  with  the  characters  of  individuals.  The  young  poet 
promised  him  that  he  would  give  him  no  more  occasion  of  regret  on  that  score  ;  and  he 
kept  his  word.  Respect  for  his  parent's  authority  restrained  him  ;  for  he  composed 
no  more  of  the  kind  while  his  father  lived,  nor  any  so  severe  afterwards.  He  must 
have  had  great  command  over  himself,  as  well  as  submission  to  the  will  of  a  parent. 
It  is  no  easy  task  for  a  young  author,  while  hearing  his  compositions  recited  and 
applauded,  not  to  indicate  the  interest  which  he  feels.  Although  unnoticed  and  un- 
known, while  feeling  all  the  flattering  suggestions  which  popularity  must  have  incited 
within  him,  yet  a  revered  parent's  authority  checked  the  progress  of  the  young  aspirant 
in  the  career  of  fame. 

After  his  father's  death,  M*Codrum  concealed  no  longer  the  flame  which  he  had  been 
smothering  in  his  breast.  His  name  became  known,  and  he  was  acknowledged  to  be  the 
most  famous  bard  in  the  Long  Island  since  the  time  of  Neil  M*Vurich,  the  family  bard  of 
Clanronald.  John  M'Codrum  was,  like  most  of  the  bards,  indolent.  The  activity  of  the 
body,  and  the  exertion  of  mental  qualities,  go  not  always  together.  An  anecdote  will 
better  illustrate  this  part  of  his  character  than  any  description  we  can  give: — A  gentle- 
man sent  for  his  neighbours  to  assist  in  draining  a  lake.  The  country  people  assembled 
in  numbers  ;  and,  exerting  themselves,  soon  finished  the  work,  much  sooner  than  the 
poet  had  expected  they  would  have  done  :  he  just  came  in  time  to  see  the  last  of  it.  The 
gentleman  was  determined  to  punish  him  for  his  sluggish  and  indifferent  behaviour. 
When  he  ordered  some  provisions  and  a  cask  of  whisky  for  the  people,  he  told  them  to 
sit  down,  and  called  on  the  poet  to  act  as  chaplain,  and  ask  a  blessing.  The  bard  was 
not  regarded  as  a  man  o^  grace.  All  were  attentive,  thinking  him  for  once  out  of  place. 
He,  however,  spoke  in  a  most  reverential  manner — his  grace  was  brief  and  pithy, 
couched  in  verse,  and  was  longer  remembered  than  the  sumptuous  repast.  While  he 
expressed  gratitude  to  the  bestower  of  all  good  gifts,  he  turned  the  operations  of  the  day 
into  ridicule. 

When  Mr  M'Pherson  was  collecting  **  Ossian's  Poems,"  he  landed  at  Lochmady, 
and  proceeded  across  the  moor  to  Benbecula,  the  seat  of  the  younger  Clanronald.  On 
his  way  thither  he  fell  in  with  a  man,  whom  he  afterwards  ascertained  to  have  been  Mac 
Codrum,  the  poet:  M*Pherson  asked  him  the  question,  *'Am  beil  dad  agad  air  an 
Fheinn  ?"  by  which  he  meant  to  inquire  whether  or  not  he  knew  any  of  the  poems  of 
Ossian  relative  to  the  Fingalians,  but  that  the  terms  in  which  the  question  was  asked, 
strictly  imported  whether  or  not  the  Fingalians  owed  him  anything,  and  Mac  Codrum, 
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being  a  man  of  humour,  took  advantage  of  the  incorrectness  or  iticlegunco  of  tlie  Gaelic  in 
which  tiie  question  was  put,  answered  as  follows: — C/ian  cil,  is  ycd  do  hliit/teudk  cliu 
ruiginn  a  leas  iarriiidh  nis,  i.e.  No  ;  and  should  I,  it  is  long  since  proscribed  ;  which  sally 
of  Mac  Codruin's  wit  seemed  to  have  hurt  M'l'herson's  feelings,  for  he  cut  short  the 
conversation  and  j)roceeded  to  Benbeeula. 

We  will  not  attempt  to  select  any  j)arts  of  the  poems  of  this  author.  All  indicate  the 
inaster>hand  of  the  performer.  One  trait  is  striking  in  his  character  as  a  poet — his 
disposition  to  satire.  He  is  j)erhaj)s  the  first  satirist  of  the  modern  Gaelic  poets. 
M'Donald  and  M'Intyre  attacked  like  men  determined  to  take  a  stronghold  by  oj>en 
force,  in  defiance  of  all  resistance  :  Mac  Codrum  held  up  the  object  of  his  animadversion 
in  a  light  that  exj)osed  him  to  ridicule  and  contempt,  and  he  made  others  iiis  judges. 

His  fame  as  a  poet  and  wit  soon  spread,  and  so  delighted  Alexander  M'Donald  that  he 
determined  to  visit  him.  On  meeting  Mac  Codrum  a  few  yards  from  his  own  door,  the 
visitor,  naturally  enough,  inquired  "yln  aithne  dhut  Iain  Mac  Codrum  f  *'  'S  uiihne 
gu  TO  inhath"  replied  John.  "  Am  beil f/iios agad am  bheil  e'stigh  .^"  was  McDonald's 
next  question,  to  which  the  facetious  bard  answered  with  an  arch  smile,  *'  Mu  ta  hha  e 
^stigh  nuair  a  hha  mise  '«  cha  drinn  mi  ach  tighinn  amach.^^  M'Donald,  yet  ignorant 
that  he  was  speaking  to  the  individual  about  whom  he  was  inquiring,  proceeded  to  say, 
'*  Caithidh  mi'  n  oidhche  iioclid  mar-ris,  ma's  ùbhaist  aoidhean  a  bhiaiga."  '*  Tha  mi 
creidsiriy'  replied  the  witty  John,  "  nach  bi  e  falamh  dhiu  sin  cuideachd  mu  bhios  na 
cearcana  breith  (uibheaii) ."* 

In  purity  and  elegance  of  language  Mac  Codrum  comes  nearest  to  Macdonald,  who 
appears  to  have  been  his  model.  Some  of  his  pieces  appear  to  us  as  servile  copies  of  i 
great  originals.  When  he  chooses  to  think  and  compose  for  himself,  he  appears  to  more 
advantage  ;  witty,  ingenuous,  and  original.  His  satire  on  '•^Donald  Bains  Bagpipe'  is 
a  masterpiece  of  its  kind ;  full  of  wit  and  humour,  without  the  filth  and  servility  that  disgrace 
the  satires  of  Macdonald  and  other  Keltic  poets.  His  poems  on  "  Old  Age"  and  "  W/uskey" 
are  excellent.  They  first  appeared  in  Maedonald's  volume,  without  the  author's  name  ;  but 
Mac  Codrum's  countrymen  have  claimed  them  for  him.  He  never  pubUshed  any  thing  of 
his  own,  and  many  of  his  poems  are  now  lost.  In  his  days  the  only  poets  who  ventured 
to  send  their  works  to  the  press  were  Macdonald  and  Macintyre ;  and,  it  is  probable, 
that  their  great  fame  prevented  our  author  from  entering  the  lists  with  such  formidable 
competitors. 

*  Mac  Codrum's  skill  in  the  Gaelic  was  exquisite,  and  he  was  in  the  practice  of  playing  on  words 
of  doubtful  or  double  meaning,  when  used  by  others.  He  was  once  on  a  voyage,  and  the  boat  put 
into  Tobermory,  in  the  island  of  Mull,  when  the  inliabitants,  as  usual,  gathered  on  tlie  shore  to 
learn  from  whence  the  strangers  came-  One  of  them  asked  the  crew,  "  Cia  as  a  thug  sibh  an 
t-iomrudh?"  "As  na  gairdeauan,"  answered  the  bard.  Another  asked,  *' An  ann  hho  thuath  a 
hainig'  sibh  ?"  to  which  Mac  Codrum  again  rejoined,  *'  pùirt  hho  thuath  a's  puirt  hho  thighearnan." 
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LUINNKAO. 

Ilolaihh  o  iriag  ItoroU  Ò, 
Holaibli  o  iviug  horo  i, 
Holaibh  0  iriag  hòroll  ò, 
Smeorach  le  Clann-Dòmhnuill  mi, 

Smeòrach  mis  air  urlar  Phabail ; 
Ci'ubadh  anil  an  diisal  cadail, 
Gun  deorachd  a  theid  iii's  faide  ; 
Truimeid  mo  bhruiii  thòirleum  maignc. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Smeorach  mis  ri  mulach  beinne, 
'G  amharc  groin'  a's  speuran  soilleir, 
Thig  mi  stolda  choir  na  coille, 
'S  bidh  mi  beù  air  treòdas  eile. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Smebrach  mis  air  bharr  gach  bidean, 
Dianamh  muirn  ri  driùchd  na  maidne, 
Bualadh  mo  chliath-lu  air  in'  fheadan, 
Seinn  mo  cbiuil  gun  sinùr  gun  smodan. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  <^c. 

Ma  mholas  gach  eun  a  thir  fein, 
Ciod  tim  lath  nach  inoladh  mise — 
Tir  nan  curaidh,  tiv  nan  cliar  ; 
An  tir  bhiachar,  fhialaidh,  mhiosail  ? 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

An  tir  nach  caol  ri  cois  na  mara, 
An  tir  ghaolach,  chaomhach,  chanach. 
An  tir  laogliach,  uanach,  inheannach, 
Tir  an  arain,  bhaineach,  mhealach. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

An  tir  riabhach,  ghrianach,  thaitneach  ; 
An  tir  dhionach,  fhiarach,  fhasgach  ; 
An  tir  lianach,  ghiaghach^  lachach, 
'N  tir  'm  bi  biadh  gun  mhiagh  air  tacar. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

An  tir  choirceach,  eornach,  phailte  ; 
An  tir  bhuadhach,  chluanach,  ghartach  ; 
An  tir  chruachach,  sguabach,  ghaisueach 
D1Ù  ri  cuan,  gun  fhuachd  ri  sneachda. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

'S  i  'n  tir  sgiamhach  tir  na  mhachrach, 
Tir  nan  dithean,  miadar,  daite  ; 
An  tir  laireach,  aigeach,  mhartach, 
Tir  an  aigh  gu  bràch  nach  gaisear. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  l^c. 


An  tir  a's  bòiche  ta  ri  faicinn  ; 
'M  bi  fir  òg  an  coinlidach  droachaii  ; 
I'ailt  ni  'uleuir  lo  piir  na  inachrach  ; 
Spreigh  air  mòintich  ;  or  air  cblachan.* 

Holaibh  o  iriag,  <^c. 

An  cladh  Cliùthan  rugadii  mise, 
'N  aird  na  h-Uunair  cliaidh  mo  thogail  ; 
'Fradharc  a  chuain  uaiinlirich,  chuislich, 
Nan  stuadh  guatiach,  cluaineach,  cluicheach. 

Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^x. 

Measg  Ciilann-Dumhnuili  f'huair  mi  m-altrom, 
liuidheann  nan  seol,  's  nan  mhi  daite  ; 
Nan  long  luath  air  chuaintean  farsuinn, 
Aiteam  nach  ciuin  rusgadh  ghlas-lunn. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  Sj^c. 

Na  fir  eolach,  stoilde,  stàideil, 
Bha  's  an  chomh-stri  stroiceach,  sgaitcach. 
Fir  gun  bhròn,  gun  leon,  gun  airsneal, 
Leanadh  tùir,  a's  tùir  a  chasgadh. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Buidheann  mo  ghaoil  nach  faoin  caitean, 
Buidheann  nach  gaun  groann  san  aibith  ; 
Buidheann  shunntach  'nam  bhi  aca, 
Rusgadh  lanii  fo  shranntaich  bhratach. 

Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

Buidheann  uallach  an  uair  caismeachd, 
Leanadli  ruaig  gun  luaidh  air  gealtachd  : 
Cinn  a's  guailoan  cruaidh  gan  spealtadh, 
Aodacli  ruadh  )c  fuaim  ga  sliracadii. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  cjc. 

Buidheann  rioghail,  's  fir-ghlan,  alia, 
Buidheann  gun  fìiiamh,  's  iotadh  tal  orr  ; 
Buidheann  gun  sguth  'm  blàr  na'n  deaunal, 
Foinnidh,  nàrach,  laidir,  fearail. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  ^c. 

Buidheann  mor  's  am  pbr  nach  troicheil, 
Dh-fhas  gu  meanmach,  dealbhach,  toirteil; 
Fearail  fo'n  airm,  's  mairg  d'a  nochdadh, 
Ri  uchd  stoirm  iiacli  leanabail  coltas. 
Holaibh  o  iriag,  ^c. 

Suidheam'  mu'n  bhord,  stoilde,  beachdail, 
An  t-shuil  san  dorn  nach  òl  a  mach  i, 
Slainte  Shir  Seumais  thigh'n'  dachaigh  ; 
Aon  mhac  Dhe  mar  sgcith  d'a  pheavsa. 
Holaibh  0  iriag,  <S^c. 

*  Alliiding  to  kelp 

K 
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COiMII  R  A  DII, 

tMAH  GU  'M  B-  ANN] 
EADAR  CAKAID  AOUS  NAAfHAID  AN  UI8GE  nilEATHA. 

CAUAID. 

Mo  ghaol  an  lasgaire  Hpruicuil, 
Fear  nnn  gorm.sliuileun  maisvuch, 
Chuireadh  foirin  fo  iia  inacaibh, 
'Nuair  a  tliachradh  iad  lis. 
'Nuair  a  chruiniiicheadh  do  chòisir, 
Cha  b'  i  clmilm  gun  a  chòinhradh  ; 
Gheiblite  laiim  agus  òraiii, 
'S  ioniadh  slhri  iia  measg : 
Gille  beadarrac}i,  sùgach, 
Tha  iia  chleasaiche  ICigbor; 
'S  lo  mhat}i  bhieabadh  an  tùrlar, 
Agus  tiunntadh  gu  brisg. 
'S  e  dhatnhsadb  gu  h-uallach, 
Gu  li-aucaideach,  guanach  ; 
Gun  sealltainn  air  truailleacbd, 
Ach  uaisl'  agus  meas. 

NAMHAID. 

'S  mairg  a  dheanadh  an  t-òran, 
'S  nach  deanadh  air  choir  e  ; 
Gun  bhi  moladh  an  du'-l'hir. 
Bha  na  rugaire  trie. 
Fear  a  sheargadh  an  conach, 
Thiunntadh  mioiiach  nan  sporan 
Db-fhàgadh  leanbain  air  aimbbhcirt, 
Ann  an  carraid  's  an  drip. 
An  struthaire  di-bhuan, 
Tha  gu  brosgulach,  briagach  ; 
Fear  crosta  mi-chiallach, 
Gun  riaghailt,  gun  mheas. 
Call  mor  tha  gun  bhuinnig, 
Ann  an  solas  ro  dbiumbuan  ; 
S  fear  stùrais  is  urrainn 
A  bhi  cumantas  ris. 

CAR  AID. 

'Mhic-an-Tòisich,  mhic-bhracha, 
'Fhir  comhraig  nan  gaisgeach, 
A  chuireadh  bbilich  's  na  claigneann, 
Sa  chuii'eadh  casan  air  chrith  I 
Bu  tu  cleòca  na  h-aitribh, 
'N  aghaidh  reòt'  agus  sneachda, 
Dheanadh  notion  do  dh-fhrasau  ; 
'S  chuireadh  seachad  an  cith. 
Dheanadh  dàna  fear  saidealt' ; 
Dheanadh  lag  am  fear  neartor  ; 
Dheanadh  daibhir  fear  beairteach, 
Dh-ain-deoin  pailteas  a  chruidh  ; 
An  ccart  aghaidh  na  th'  aca, 
De  mhuini,  no  mheoghail,  no  mhacnus, 


'S  tu  raghninn  Is  taitnelcli. 
De  ciuiiit  nihuciiuis  air  bitb. 

NAMHAID. 

A  dhuin  !   an  cuiil'  tbu,  no'in  fac'  flui 
Riamh  ni  'h  iniosa  c.huÌN  nihacnuis, 
Nh  bhi  'n  a  d'  sbineadh  's  na  claiaean, 
Gun  cblaisteachd,  gun  ruith  ? 
Air  do  tnliùchudh  ie  daoraich  ; 
'G  a  do  gbiulan  aig  daoinc, 
'N  a  d'  cliuis-bhùiid  aig  an  t-saoghal, 
Far  nach  faodar  a  cbleitli  ; 
'S  e  bhi  'g  coinneacbiidb   Rati, 
Ni  do  loniadh  ma  d'  IjhcartaH  ; 
Luchd  a  choinuinn,  's  a  chaidrinih, 
Ni  e  'n  creaciiadb  gun  fhios. 
'S  e  ciall-sgur  a  bhios  aca, 
Bhi  ri  buillean,  's  ri  ciiapadh  ; 
Gu  'm  bi  fuil  air  an  claigneann, 
'S  bi  'm  batachan  biist. 

CAUAID. 

Mo  ghaol  an  lasgaire  suairce, 
Chleachd  bhi  'n  caidrcamh  nan  uaislean  ; 
'S  ioinadh  tluchd,  a's  deagh  bhuaidh, 
Ata  fuaite  ri  d'  chrios. 
Biorach,  gorm.shuileacb,  meallach, 
Beachdail,  colgarra,  fallain, 
Laidir,  caoin,  air  deagh  tharruinn, 
Gu  fbgradh  gaillionn  a'  chuirp. 
Far  an  cruinnich  do  phàistean, 
Gu  'm  bi  mir'  ann  a's  màran, 
Agus  iomadh  ceol-gàire  ; 
'S  iad  neo-chràiteach  ma  'n  cuid. 
Bheir  e  'n  t-umaidh  gu  solas  ; 
Ni  e  glic  am  fear  gòrach  ; 
Ni  e  sunndach  fear  brònach  ; 
'S  ni  e  gòrach  fear  glic. 

NAMHAID. 

'M  b'  e  sin  raghainn  nam  macabh, 
Bhi  gu'n  fhradharc,  gu'n  cblaisteachd  ; 
'Nuair  bu  mhiann  leò  dhol  dachaigh, 
'S  e  ni  thachras  ni's  mios'. 
Gur  e  'n  ceann  is  treas  cas  daibh, 
Lom-làn  mheall,  agus  chnapan  ; 
Gach  aon  bhall  ga  'm  bi  aca, 
Goid  a  neart  uath'  gun  fhios. 
lad  na  'n  tamhaisg  gun  toinisg  ; 
lad  a  labhairt  an  donuis  ; 
lad  ro  lamhach  gu  conus, 
'S  nach  urr'  iad  cuir  leis  : 
Bi'dh  an  aodnaibh  'g  an  sgrlbadh, 
Bi'dh  an  aodach  'ga  shròii-eadh  ; 
Cha  'n  fhaod  iad  bhi  stblda, 
'S  iad  an  comhnuidh  air  mhisg. 
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CARAID. 

Nach  boidheach  an  spurs, 
lihi  suidhe  ma  bhbrdaibh, 
Le  cuideaclida  choir, 
A  bhios  's  an  tòir  air  an  dibh  ! 
hi'dh  ino  bliotal  air  sgornan, 
Iti  toirt  cop  air  mo  stòpaii  ; 
Nach  toirteil  an  cpol  learn 
An  crùrian,  's  an  glig? 
Gu  'm  bi  fear  air  an  daoraich  ; 
Gu  'm  bi  fear  dbiu  ri  baoireadh .; 
Gu  'm  bi  fear  dhiu  ri  caoineadh  ; 
Nach  beag  a  shaoileadh  tu  sid  ? 
Ni  e  fosgaoiU'  fear  dionach  ; 
Ni  e  crosta  fear  ciallach  ; 
Ni  e  tostach  lear  briathrach, 
Ach  aun  am  hlialum  nach  tuig. 

NAMHAID. 

Nach  dona  mar  spòrs, 
Bhi  suidhe  ma  bhordaibh  ; 
Na  bhi  milleadh  mo  stòrais, 
Le  gòraich  gun  mheas. 
Le  siarach,  's  le  stàplaich  ; 
Le  briathrau  mi-ghnàthaicht' ; 
Ri  spearadh,  's  ri  sàradh 
An  Abharsair  dhuibh, 
Bi  dh  an  donus,  's  an  dòlas, 
De  chonas,  's  do  chomh-stri  ; 
'S  do  tharruinn  air  dhòrnaibh, 
Anns  an  chomhail  nach  glic  : 
Ri  fuathas,  's  ri  sgainneal  ; 
Ri  gruaidhean  'g  an  pronnadh, 
Le  gruagan  'g  an  tarruinn, 
Le  barrachd  de  'n  mhisg. 

AH  AID. 

Mo  ghaol  an  gille  glan  eibhinn, 
Dh-thàs  gu  cineadail  speiseil  ; 
Dh-fhàs  gu  spioradail  treubhach, 
'Nuair  a  dh-eireadh  an  drip. 
Bhiodh  do  ghiilean  ri  solas, 
Jad  gu  mireagach  bùidheach, 
lad  a'  sireadh  ni  's  leoir, 
'S  iad  ag  Ù1  mar  a  thig. 
lad  gu  h-aighearach  fonnor, 
lad  gun  athadh,  gun  lompais  ; 
lad  ro  mhath  air  an  ronngas, 
'Nuair  a  b'  aiintlachd  an  cluich. 
Cuid  d'a  fasan  air  uairean, 
Duirn,  a's  bat,  agus  gruagadh, 
Dh-aithnte  dhreach  air  an  spuacau, 
Gu'n  robh  bruaidlein  's  a'  mhisg. 

NAMHAID. 

Tha  mhisg  dona  'n  a  nàdur, 
Lom-Iàn  mbrchuis  a's  ardain  ; 


Lom.làn  bòsd  agus  spàraig, 

Anns  gach  càs  air  an  i\^. 

1'ha  i  uamharra,  fiadhaich, 

Tha  i  murtaidh  'n  a  h-iarbliail  j 

Tha  i  dustach,  droch-nialach, 

Lan  de  dh-fhiabhras,  's  de  lliriadh. 

Gu  'm  bi  fear  dhiu  'n  a  shineadh  ; 

Gu  'm  bi  fear  'n  a  chùis-mbì-loinu  ; 

Gu  'm  aithlise  lienor  ; 

'S  iad  am  maoidheadh  nam  pluic'. 

Tha  i  tuar-shreupach  foiileil  ; 

lomadh  uair  air  droch  oilean  ; 

'S  gun  do  dh-fhuasgladh  fa-dheireadh, 

Ach  's  i  bu  choireach  a  mhisg. 

CARAID. 

Mo  ghaol  an  cleasaiche  liighor, 
Fear  gun  cheasad  gun  chuna  ; 
Fear  gu'n  cheiltirin  air  cùineadh, 
'N  am  bhi  diuthachadh  ris. 
Bheireadli  tlachd  a's  amhùìgean  ; 
Dheanadh  gealtair  de  'n  diùdhlach  ; 
Dheanadh  dan'  am  fear  diùid. 
Chum  a  chuis  a  dhol  leis. 
Fear  a's  fearr  an  taigh  Isd'  thu  ; 
Fear  a's  ùrfhailteach  òiaio  ; 
Fear  nach  fuiligear  'n  a  onar, 
Ach  a  bhbilich  's  an  drip. 
Fear  tha  màranach,  ceolar  ; 
Cridheil,  càirdeach,  le  pògan'; 
'S  a  lamh  dheas  air  a  phoca, 
'S  sgapadh  stòrais  le  misg. 

NAMHAID. 

A  chinn-aobhair  a  chonais, 
'S  trie  a  dh-fhobhaich  na  sporain  ; 
Fhir  nach  d'  fhoghlum  an  onair, 
B'  e  bhi  'g  a  d'  mholadh  a  bhleid  : 
'Nis  on's  bùanna  ro  dhaor  thu, 
Tha  ri  buaireadh  nan  daoine, 
Dol  man  cuairt  air  an  tsaoghal, 
Chum  ua  dh-fhaodas  tu  ghoid. 
Fear  ri  aithreachas  vcì\.t  thu  ; 
Fear  ri  carraid,  's  ri  comh-stri; 
Fear  ri  geallam  ;  's  cha  tòram  ; 
Thug  sid  leonadh  do  d'  mheas. 
Ni  thu  'm  piiitear  'n  a  striopaich, 
Ni  thu  striopaich  'n  a  jtòitear  ; 
'S  iomadh  mile  droch  codhail, 
A  tha'n  tòir  air  a  mhisg. 

CAKAID. 

Ge  b'  e  thionnsgan,  no  dh-inndrig, 
Airann  ionnstramaid  phriseil, 
'S  duine  grunudail  na  innsgin, 
Bha  gu  h-intiiineach  glic. 
1'hug  bho  arbhar  gu  siol  e; 
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'J'hujj  blio  blir.iirli,  ^u  iii  ji's  brlglioil' ; 
'I'hug  ji  pniis  'iia  flir«>-liath  f, 
'Much  tro  chliath  nan  hi  It  trie. 
Thug  d  hnuli-al  ^n  sluj*  o, 
Jlinn  it  'u  t-su.sbainte  còhidb, 
'J'liojjadh  slij;'cacban  reòtu  ; 
Dht'th  Hr  blirroitc  mm  sjjrid. 
All  (lonus  (Mtinnoanih  no  ivKlhail, 
No  t'irnu'lidas  nior-!sblnaii;b, 
Gun  do  cheileirt'uchd  bhoidlicarh, 
Cha  bhi  solas  na  ineasg. 

NAMHAID. 

Ge  be  thionnsgan  an  aimhlisg, 
'S  olc  an  gruiind  bha  na  eanacbainn, 
'S  inor  a  dbiiisg  e  de  dh-aigainaid, 
'S  de  dhroch  sbuanacbas  mar  ris. 
Uheilbh  e  misg  agus  daorach, 
llina  e  breisleach  san  t-shaoghal. 
li'fhearr  nach  beirte  gu  aois  e  ; 
Ach  bàs  na  naoidheachan  beag. 
Dhùisg  e  trioblaid  a's  coinh-stri, 
Ruisg  e  biodag  an  dòrnaibh, 
Chuir  e  peabar  san  dòmhnach, 
'Nuair  a  thoisich  a  mhisg. 
Cha  chilis  buinjg  ri  leanmhuinn, 
Ach  cuis  guil  agus  fahnhachd, 
Sa  chaoidh  cha'n  uir'  thu  ga  sheanachas, 
Mar  a  dh-fhalbh  do  chuid  leis. 


D  I  -  M  O  L  A  D  H 

PIOB'    DHOMHNUILL   BHAIN. 

A'cHAiNNT  a  thuirt  Iain 
Gu'n  labhair  e  cearr  i, 
'S  feudar  dhuinn  hicheadh 
Is  pàidheadh  d'a  cinn. 
Dh-fhag  e  Mac-Cruinnein, 
Clann-Duilidh  a's  Tearlach  ; 
Is  Dòmhnullan  Ban 
A  tharruinn  gu  pris. 

Orin  is  beag  mòran  sgeig, 

Agus  bleid  chùmhraidh, 

Thu  labhairt  fia  h-urrad 

'S  nach  b'urrainn  thu  chòmhdach, 

Ach  pilleadh  gu  stòlda 

Far  'n  do  thoisich  thu  dian. 

An  cuaV  thu  cia  'n  t-urram 
An  taobh-sa  do  Lunnuinn? 
Air  na  piobairean  uile 
13'e  Mac-Cruimein  an  righ  : 


Ii(;  pongannan  àluinn 

A  b'i'lionnaire  iViilte, 

Tbàirrneadh  'an  càileaciid 

(»u  HlMntc  fear  tinn. 

Caism('a<-,hd  i)iiinn,  's  i  bras  dian, 

Ni  laÌM'  a's  iiainh  I'hognidh  ; 

(iaÌNg'  agus  (truadal, 

'J'lia  biiaidh  air  an  ^inHich, 

Muini  uasal  nan  I.eùdach, 

Ga  spreotadh  le  spid. 

A'  bhàirisgeach  H])òrsail 

lib'  aig  Tearlach  'ga  pògadh, 

An  t-àilieagan  ceòlar, 

Is  bùiche  guth  cinn. 

Tha  na  GiVtiil  cho  deigheil 

Air  a  mhàran  aic  eisdeachd, 

'S  na  tha'nn  'an  Dun-eideann 

A  luchd  beurl'  air  an  ti. 

I3reac  nan  dual  is  neartmhor  fuaim, 
Bras  an  ruaig  nàinhaid, 
Leis  'm  bu  cheol  leadurra, 
Feadannan  sp'iineach, 
Luchd  dheiseachan  màdair 
Bhi  cri.idht'  air  droch  dhiol. 

Nan  cluinnt'  ann  am  Muile 

Mar  dh-fhag  thu  Clann-Duili, 

Cha  b'fhuilear  leo  t-fhuil 

Bhi  air  mulach  do  chinn. 

'S  i  bu  ghreadanta  dealachainn 

Air  dcas  laimh  na  h-armachd  ; 

A'  breabadh  nan  garbh-phort, 

Bu  shearbh  a  dol  sios. 

Creach  nach  gann,  sibh  gun  cheann, 

Fo  bhruid  theann  Sheòrais  ; 

Luchd  nam  beul  fiara 

'Gar  pianadh  's  'gar  togradh  ; 

Rinn  iad  le  foirneart 

Bhur  coir  a  bhuiu  dibh. 

Cha  tug  thu  taing  idir 

Do  bhriogardaich  Thearlaich, 

Mach  o  fhear  bhàile 

Bhi  ghn-i  air  a  thi. 

Mhol  thu  '  chorr'  ghliogach 

Nach  dligeadh  de  bhàidse, 

Ach  deannan  beag  grain, 

No  mam  de  dhroch  shil. 

Shaoil  thu  suas  maoin  gun  ghruaim, 
Craobh  nam  buadh  ceòlmhor, 
Chuireadh  fonn  fo  na  creagan 
Le  breabadaich  mheoirean  ; 
'S  nach  fuiligeadh  odrochain  ! 
A  thogail  a  cinn. 

Cha'n  fhaigh  a'  chùis-bhùirt  ud 
Talla  'm  bi  mùirn, 
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Ach  àth  air  a  mùchadh 

'S  i  lagaich  a'  chiad  uair 

Le  dùdan  'a  le  sùith. 

Neart  Dhiarmaid  a's  Ghuill. 

Cha  bhi  cathair  aig  DòmhnuU 

'S  cha  'n  eirich  e  cònard, 

Turruraich  an  dòlais, 

Ach  suidh'  air  an  t-sòrii 

Bha  greis  aig  Iain  òg  dh'i. 

Agus  sòpag  ri  dhruiin. 

Chosg  i  ribheidean  cunlaich 

Phiigh  bloigh  phuirt,  gair  dliroch  dliuis. 

Na  chùmhnadh  le  iii. 

Fàileadh  cuirp  bhreòite  ; 

Bha  i  corr  is  seachd  biiadhna 

Ceùl  tha  cho  sgreataidh 

'Na  h-atharais-bhialain 

Hi  sgreadail  nan  rocus, 

Aig  Mac-Eachuinn  'ga  riasladh 

No  iseanan  oga 

Air  sliabh  Chnoc-an-lin. 

Bhiudh  leòinte  chion  bidh. 

An  fhiudhidh  shean  nach  duisg  gean, 

Ghnùis  nach  glan  cùmhdach  : 

Nach  gasta  chùis-bhùrt* 

'S  mairg  dha  'm  bu  leannan 

A  bhl  cneatraich  air  ùrlar 

A'  chrannalach  dhòinidh. 

Gun  phronnadh  air  lùtha 

Chiiite  gran  eòrna 

Gun  siubhlaichean  grinn, 

Leis  na  dh-fhognadh  dh'i  ghaoith. 

A'  sparradh  od-roch-ain 

A'n  earball  od-roch-ain  ! 

Mu'n  cuirear  fo  h-inneal 

A'  sparradh  od-roch-ain 

Corra-bhinneach  na  glaodhaich, 

An  ton  od-ro-hhi. 

'S  inneach  air  aodach 

Màl'  caol  cam  le  thaosg  chrann. 

Na  dh-fheumas  i  shnàth. 

Gaoth  mar  ghreann  reota, 

Cha  bheag  a'  chuis  dheistinn 

Tro  ua  tuill  fhiara 

Bhi  'g  cisdeachd  a  gàoraich  ; 

Nach  diònaich  na  meoirean, 

Dhianadh  1  aognaidh 

Nach  tuigear  air  dòigh 

An  taobh  a  bhiodh  blàth. 

Ach  ♦'  oth-heòin''  's  "  òth-hì  I  " 

Riasladh  phort,  sgriachail  dhos, 

Fhir  ri  droch  shaothair, 

Diùdhadh  nam  fiUidhidh 

Bheir  i  chiad  eubha 

Bha  aig  Tubal  Cain, 

'N  am  seideadh  a  gaoithe, 

'Nuair  sheinn  e  puirt  Ghàelig 

Mar  ronncan  ba  caoile 

'S  a  dh'àlaich  e  phiob. 

'S  i  faotainn  a'  bhàis. 

Bha  i  tamuU  fo  'n  uisge 

'Nuair  dhruideadh  an  àirce. 

Tha'n  iunsramaid  ghlagach 

Thachair  dh'i  cnamhadh 

Air  a  lobhadh  na  craiceann  ; 

Fo  uisge  's  fo  ghaoith. 

Cha'n  fhuirich  i  'n  altan 

Thcàinig  smug  agus  dus 

Gun  chearcaill  g'a  tàdh'. 

Anns  na  duis  bhreòtach, 

'S  seirbh'  ì  na'n  gabhann 

lomadach  drochaid 

Ri  tabhann  a  crùnluath, 

G'a  stopadh  na  sgòrnan. 

Tròmpaid  a  dhùisgeadh 

Dh-fhàg  i  le  crònan 

Gach  lùdas  fhuair  b.'is. 

Od-roch-ain,  gun  brigh. 

Mar  chòm  geur'ich  'ga  chrcuchdadh 

Sheideadh  Ian  gaoithe, 

Bha  i  seal  uair 

Turraich  nach  urra'  mi 

Aig  Maol  Ruainidh  O'  Dornan,* 

Siunnailt  da  innseadh, 

Chuireadh  mi-dhòigheil 

Ach  rodain  ri  sianail 

Thar  ordugh  na  tuinn. 

No  sgiamhail  laoigh  òig. 

Bha  i  treis  aig  Mac-Bheatrais 

A  sheinneadh  na  dùin, 

Com  caithte  na  curra 

'Nar  theirig  a'  chlàrsach 

Is  tachdadh  'na  muineal, 

'S  a  dh'fhàiUig  a  pris. 

Meoir  traiste  gun  fhurus 

Sheid  Balaam  'na  mala 

Cur  triullin  'an  d'm. 

Osna  chràmh  chrònaidh. 

Sheinneadh  a  broUaich 

Shearg  i  le  tabhann 

Ri  solus  an  eòlain, 

Seachd  cathan  nam  fìantan. 

Ruidhle  gun  ordugh 

An  còmhnuidh  air  li'.r. 

♦  A  wandering  Irish  piper,  whose  music  the  Highland- 

'N aognaidh  lorn,  gaoth  tro  thoU, 

ers  cuuld  not  appreciate. 

Gair  gun  fhonn  cùmhraig, 

|1 
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A  thaÌHÌcTi(>a(I]i  rruadul, 
'S  (1  luatliaiciieadh  troltachd, 
Gu  beuchduil  duii-diichais 
Mu  'ii  t-sòrn  am  bi  ghràis^. 

Bi'dh  f<[aoth  n."  inli'iil'  ^lirodaìdh 
Cur  gàir  anus  iia  dosuibli, 
^  1  daoiiiiaii  'na  trotan 
Hi  prupadli  "  ìàil-nì," 
Bl'dh  seaiiiisair  caol,  crochtach 
Fo  ('haoimai^  aiij  ochdiiar, 
Si'iith  staonaii;  'jja  stopadh, 
Cur  druch  chcol  'na  thàinh. 

Fuaim  mar  chlag  fhuadach  each, 

Duan  chur  as  IVitlie  : 

Cha  'n  abair  mi  tuille 

Gu  di-moladh  piobnn, 

Ach  leigeidh  mi'  cbluinntina 

Gu'n  phill  mi  Mac-Phàil 


A'    CHOMH-STRI. 

GuR  h-e  dhùisg  mo  sheanchas  domh 
Cùis  miu'm  beil  mi  dcarmalach, 
Gach  Turcach  's  gach  Gearmailteach, 
Gach  Frangach  'an  run  marbhaidh  dhuinn 
Muir  no  tir  cha  tearmunn  duinn. 

Tha  mo  dhuil  's  gur  firinneach, 
Gach  muiseag  tlia  mi  cluinntinn  deth, 
Nach  dean  iad  unnsa  dhireadh  oirn, 
S  naeh  buiiiig  iad  na  h-lrin.sean  oirn, 
Gu  'n  sguir  iad  far  'n  do  dii-inntrig  iad. 

On  chaidh  na  h-airm  'an  tasgaidh  oirn, 
Ge  trie  a'  ghairm  gu  faigh  sinn  iad, 
Nach  fogluiadh  claidhean  maide  dhuinn 
Gu  seasamh  a'  chrùin  shasunnaich, 
i\lar  thug  an  diùc  a  dh'fhasan  duinn  ? 

Ge  morghalat;h  righ  Phiuisia 
'S  na  righrean  mòr  tha  'n  trioblaid  ris, 
'S  CO  nebnach  learns'  am  Friseahich, 
'S  am  Bàideanach  le  meusrachadh, 
Bhi  deanamh  reit  's  nach  bris  iad  i. 

Bha  raise  uair  's  gu'm  faca  mi 
Nach  creidinn  bhuaithe  facal  deth, 
Nach  bithinn  suas  'nuair  thachradh  e, 
A  liughad  gruag  a's  bagaisde, 
Bha  fuasgladh  anus  au  t-sabaid  ud. 


*Nnair  dh-intiti-ig«'adh  an  ascaoineifl, 
In  iird  a  chluiiiiitt'  'ni  Fabaidti  iad  ; 
Fhreagair  colli  a's  chtchan  daibh  ; 
Cha  bbiodli  bean  'an  àite  I'aicinn  daibh, 
lad  iV-in  's  mac  lalla  bus-bhuiiladii. 

'Nuair  bbiodh  iad  sgi  's  na  t:igraichean, 
'Se  criochnacha  '  b'oiodh  aca-san, 
A'g  iarraidh  iasad  bliatachari, 
Gach  tuairisgeul  ri  ciiiai.stinn  ann, 
Nach  cualas  riamh  o  bhaisdeadh  sinu. 

Gur  mairg  a  bhiodh  'san  ubnraid 
'Nuair  ghabhadh  iad  gu  tùirncileis. 
Bhiodh  fàsgadh  air  na  sùilean  arm  ; 
Bu  lionmhor  duirn  a's  gtùinean  ann ; 
A's  bi'eabau  cha  bhiodh  cùmhn'  orra. 

Bliiodh  rocladh  air  na  daigeannan  ; 
Bhiodh  sgòrnanan  'gan  tachdadh  ann  ; 
Bhiodh  meoirean  air  an  cagnadh  ann  ; 
Bhiodh  cluasaii  air  an  sracadh  ann  ; 
Bhiodh  spuaicean  air  an  cnapadh  ann. 

'Nuair  thuiteadh  iad  gu  mi-cheutaidh. 
Bhiodh  rùsgadh  leis  na  h-inean  aun  ; 
Bhiodh  piocadh  leis  na  bideagan  ; 
Bhiodh  riabadh  air  na  cireanan  ; 
Bhiodh  cus  de'n  uile  mi-loinn  ann. 

Mu'm  biodh  a'  chomh-stri  dealaichte, 
Bhiodh  dòrnagan  'g  an  sadadh  ann  ; 
Bhiodh  sgrùbadh  air  na  malaidh  ami  ; 
j       Bhiodh  beoil  a's  sileadh  fal'  asda  ; 
'S  nis  leòr  aig  fear  dha  aithris  ann. 

'Nuair  theirgeadb  giubhas  Lochlainneach 
I       'S  a'  choiir  an  deis  a  stopadh  oirn, 
I       Bu  mhath  na  h-airm  na  bodchranuau  j 

Bu  sgiobailt  iad  an  am  bogsaigeadh  ; 

Cha  bhriseadh  e  na  cogaisean. 
I 

I       'S  ann  do  'n  tir  bu  shamhach  so  ; 
I       Bu  shòlas  inntinn  bàilli  e  ; 
j       Bu  lionmhor  fear  gu'n  àiteach'  ann, 
I       Del  gu  fianais  's  fiamh  a  bhàthaidh  air, 
j       Caoidh  mu  mhnai  's  mu  phèistean  ann. 

Bha  Uidhist  air  a  nàrachadh. 
Bha  lutharn  air  a  fàsachadh. 
Le  guidheachan  na  càraid  ud 
Bha  solas  air  an  itbhairsear. 
Bu  neònach  leis  nach  tàinig  iad. 

Cluinnidh  Mac-Cuinn  an  toiseach  e. 
Cluinnidh  a  ris  an  Dotor  e, 
Mar  chriochnaichear  na  portaibh  ud. 
Cha  tairg  e  Ian  a'  chopain  domh, 
Gu  'm  bàraig  e  da  bhotul  rium. 


JAIN  MAC  CODRUM. 
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Innsidh  mi  do  dh-Uisdean  e, 

D'theai'  Bhàile  pàirt  do'n  t-sùgiadh,  ud, 

Do'n  Bhàìli  thair  an  duthaich  e  ; 

Air  chàch  cha  dean  mi  cumimadli  air, 

iiheir  iad  bàidse  n's  durachd  dhomh. 


O  RAN, 

DO  SHIR  SEUMAS  MAC-DHOMHNUILL  SHLEIBHTE. 

AiK  tuiteam  a'  m'  chadal 

A  nis  o  clieann  fada 
Gu'n  thachair  dhomh  acaid 

A  stad  ann  am  bhraghad, 
Tha  chnead  air  mo  ghiùlan 

Tha  àmhgharach  ciùrria. 
Cha  bhi  mi  'ga  mùchadh, 

Gu  rùisg  mi  os  aird  i. 
Ach  Dia  bhi  'ga  chòmbnadh 

'S  a  riaghladh  a  ròidean  ! 
An  ti  'm  beil  mo  dhuchas 

Fo  chùmhnadh  an  Ard-righ, 
Lagaich  mo  dhorainn, 

Neartaich  mo  shòlas, 
Chuir  mi  an  dòciias 

Bhi  ni  's  òige  ua  tha  mi. 

'S  iomadach  buille 

So  b'eudar  dhuinn  fhulang. 
Bha  chuing  air  ar  mùincal 

'S  bu  truim'  i  na  phraiseach 
Cho  trom  ri  clach-mhuileinn 

'Na  sineadh  air  lunnan, 
Ri  iargain  nan  curaidh 

'S  iad  uir  air  ar  tagail. 
Gradan  a'  gheamhraidh 

A  lagaich  gu  teann  sinn, 
'Nuair  a  chaill  sinn  ar  ceannard, 

Nach  robh  shamhla  moasg  Ghuel, 
Connspunn  na  h-aoidheahichd, 

Leughann  na  riòghahichd, 
Dòrainn  r'a  innseadh 

Dha  'n  linne  nach  tàinig  : 

Dòrainn  r'a  innseadh, 

An  dòrainn  a  chlaoidh  sinn, 
Thoirleum  n-ar  n-inntinn 

Cho  iosal  ri  'r  sàilean  ; 
Ar  Ceann-feadhna  mòr  pi'ìseil 

Bu  mhòr  urram  san  rioghachd, 
Gu'n  do  bhuin  an  t-eug  dhinn  e, 

Ar  mi-fhortan  làidir  ! 
Fhir  a  chunnaic  ar  cruadal, 

Leig  umainn  am  fuaradh, 


Bi  thusa  'na  d'  bhuachaill 
Air  na  fhuair  sinn  'na  àite. 

Cuir  dliachaldh  Sir  Seunias 
Gun  aiceid,  gun  eisiean, 

Gu  chuideachda  fein  ; 

Mhuire  's  cibhinn  a  tharsuinn. 

Chriosda,  gleidh  dhijinne 

Ar  buachailie  cliuiteach, 
Ar  n-uachdaran  dùthcha; 

Tha  chùram  an  dràsd  oirn. 
Allail  ar  fiùran, 

Smiorail,  a's  grunndail, 
Fearail  ri  dhiisgadh 

'Nan  tiunntadh  a  mhàran, 
Ar  baranta  mùirneacli, 

Carraig  ar  bunndaisd, 
Ar  niùil  's  ar  cairt  dhùbailt 

S  ar  crùn  a's  an  titileasg. 
An  r'.mh  nach  'eil  bristoach, 

Ar  lann  ann  am  trioblaid, 
Ar  ceannard  's  ar  misneacb, 

Fear  briseadh  a'  bhaire. 

An  dùsgadh  no'n  cadal  duinn, 

'N  ùrnuigh  no'n  achanaich 
Ar  deirce  ga  nasgadh, 

Thu  thigh'n'  dachaidh  sàbhailt. 
Muint'  ann  an  chleachdadh  thu, 

Cliuiteach  ri  d'  chlaistinn  thu, 
Muirneach  ri  t-fhaicinn 

Air  each  no  air  l;ir  thu, 
Ar  'n-aighear  's  ar  solas, 

Ar  fion  air  na  bordaibh, 
Ar  mire  's  ar  ceòl  thu, 

'S  ar  doigh  air  ceòl-gJiire  : 
Ar  connspunna  feile 

A  dhebnaich  Mac  Dhe  dhuinn 
Gu  coir  chur  air  steidhe, 

*S  gu  eucoir  a  smàladh. 

Gur  h-innealt'  an  connspunn 

Ceann-cinnidh  Chlann-Dùmhnuiil, 
Fear  iriosal  stòlda 

Gun  tòir  air  an  iirdan  ; 
Eireachdail,  coimhliont', 

Soilleir  'an  eòlas, 
Canair  'n  am  togbhail  ris, 

Bòchdan,  mo  lamhsa, 
Cùirteir  na  siobhaltachd, 

CJrla  na  h-aoidhealachd, 
Tlusail  ri  dilrachdain  's 

Cuimhneach  air  airidli, 
Aigeantach  innsgineach, 

Beachdail  air  rioghalachd, 
Gaisgeach  ro  mhilten 

Nan  sineadh  e  'n  giiirdean. 
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Mo  run  HI)  Siir  ghuÌHj^euch, 

Fear  òi;  u'  <;hùil  chleuclidaic}i, 
rV:ir  ini)rf;haluoh  ^ustla, 

Gun  ghiiÌMMtih,  <;titi  thirc. 
Curaidli  imtn  brataicheati 

(itiiiiuach  ri  'in  Itai^airt  ia<I, 
Chuiroadh  an  t-Madaj; 

'Na  lasair  gun  Kiuàladh. 
A  bhuailcadh  u' chollaid 

Mn  'ii  cliluaiti  air  an  cromadh  iad 
A  i^hhiaiscadh  nco-shomalt' 

An  coiniieanih  an  nhinhaid 
Le  Kpainticlican  Ionia, 

Le  niosj^aidean  ti'oma, 
Lo  liular  caol  niralhu^h 

'N  l.m  teaiinadh  ri  làmliacl). 

Ge  fad  a  blia  'n  acaid 

'Na  cònihnuidh  lo  ni'asgail, 
Fi'graidh  mi  as  i, 

Thijj  aiteas  'na  h-àite. 
Cuiridli  mi  airtueal 

Air  fuadach  gii  chairtealan, 
Nuair  chuii'eas  Dia  dhachaidh 

Na  dh-aisig  mo  shlàinte. 
Moladh  dha  'n  Icigh 

A  dh-fhàg  fallain  mo  chreuchdan, 
Tharruinn  mo  speiread 

Ni  's  treine  na  b'àbhaìst ! 
Agbaidh  Shir  Seumais, 

Aghaidh  na  feile, 
Taghadh  gach  speulcair 

Thug  an  leirsinn  ni  b'fhearr  dhomh. 

Aghaidh  na  stàìdealachd, 

Aghaidh  na  sgairtealachd, 
Aghaidh  na  maiseahichd, 

Tlachd  agus  àilleachd  : 
Aghaidh  na  fearalachd, 

Aghaidh  na  smioralachd, 
Aghaidh  is  glaine 

Bheir  sealladh  'an  sgàthan. 
Aghaidh  na  stòldachd, 

Aghaidh  na  mòrchuis, 
Aghaidh  an  leòghainn, 

Ach  tbiscachadh  cearr  air  f 
Buinidli  dha  'n  òigear 

Blii  cunant  'an  comh-stri, 
'S  gur  iomadh  laoch  dorn-gheal 

Bheir  tùireaciid  mas  aill  leis. 

Cha  sùgradh  ri  chlaistinn 

Bhi  dusgadh  do  chaismeachd, 
Bhi  rùsgadh  do  bhratach 

Gu  h-aigeantach  stàdail. 
Pìob  tholltach  'ga  spalpadh 

Sior-phronnadh  nam  bras-phort, 
Fraoch  tomach  nam  badun 

Ki  brat-craun  da  chùradh. 


Barant  de  dh-uai»lean 

A'  tarruinn  niu'n  cunirt  d'i ; 
Gu'm  bUirarail  an  dnlachas 

'N  am  buaninu^h  biiaidh-làrach. 
Cfatliairnv  ghruamach, 

Ciun  athadh  roimh  liiaidiio, 
Dh-fhc  gadh  gun  gluasaii 

Cuirp  thuair  unntj  an  ùraich. 

Gur  li- iomadh  sàr-ghaisgcach 

Tha  urrant:i  smarlidail, 
A  thcannadh  a  st<;acli  riut 

'N  am  aisith  nocnàmhain: 
Lc  'n  spaintichean  sgait«*ach 

Cho  gvur  ris  an  caitainn, 
'N  am  bhuahtdli  nan  chiigeann 

Gu  'n  spealtadh  iad  cnàimhean. 
Gu  fireachail  aotrom, 

Air  mhir'  anns  a'  cliaonaig, 
Bhiodh  full  air  na  fraochaibh 

JM  u  'n  traoghadh  an  ardan  : 
Le  comunn  gun  chlaonadh, 

Gun  somaltachd  gaoirdoan, 
'N  am  Iomadh  nam  faobhar 

iii  aodainn  an  nàmhaid. 

Na'm  faicte  Sir  Seumas 

'S  gu'n  cuireadh  e  feum  air, 
Gur  h-iomadh  taobh  dh-cireadh  leis 

Keisimeid  làidir. 
'An  Alb'  a's  'an  Eirinn 

Cho  deònach  le  cheile, 
O  Chluaidh  nan  long  gleusta 

Gu  leum  e  Phort-phàdruig. 
Uaislean  Chinn-tire 

Bu  dual  da  o  shinnsir, 
Gu  rachadh  iad  siosli-is 

Gun  di-chuimhn,  gun  fhàilinn. 
Gu'm  biodh  iad  cho  tidheach 

*S  gu'n  dianadh  iad  mi-stath 
Mar  lebghannan  miannach 

'S  gun  bhiadh  aig  an  àlach. 

Dk-eireadh  na  Leòdaich, 

Dh-eireadh  's  bu  choir  dhaibh, 
Dh-eireadh,  's  bu  deònach 

Thaobh  eòlais  's  càirdeis. 
Thig8a<lh  am  mòr-shluagh 

Brisg  ann  an  òrdugh, 
Sgiolta  na  connspuinn 

An  tbiseachadh  blàir  iad. 
Dearbhadh  na  fearalachd 

Calma  'n  am  tarruinn  iad, 
An  calg  mar  na  nathraichean 

'S  fearann  'ga  reiteach. 
Stròiceach  le  lannaibh  iad, 

Dòrtach  air  falanan, 
Còcairean  ealamh 

Air  cheannan  's  air  chàirahean. 
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Dhùisgeadh  'na  d'  charraid 

Fir  ill"  Ghliniie-garadh, 
li'e  'n  dearinad  gu'n  ghaituio 

Siol  Aileiii  da  thàgail. 
Daoine  cho  fearaii, 

Cho  saoireach  air  latwiaibh, 
Gu  faicte  ncul  f'al'  orr' 

Gan  tarruinn  a  sr/abard, 
Inntinneach,  togarach, 

Impidh  cha  'ii  obadh  lad, 
Fior  chruaidh  gun  bhogachadli 

'S  obair  air  Idrach. 
Caltna  mar  churaidhncan, 

'S  mairg  air  an  cuireadh  iad  ; 
Chuireadti  am  builleait 

Gu  fulang  na  spaiutich. 

Dh-eireadh  fir  Mhuile 

Le  eibhe  nan  cluinneadh  iad, 
Dh-6ireadh  iad  uile 

Gu  h-urranta  làidir. 
Dualchas  a  chumadh  iad, 

Gucilairin  ri  uileann  iad, 
liuailidh  lad  builleari 

Mu  'm  fuilig  thu  tàmailt. 
'S  craiteach  ri  innseadh 

Bhi  'g  àireàmii  bhur  diobhai!, 
Na  thuit  de'n  dream  rioghail 

Am  mi-fhortau  Thearlaich. 
ladsan  cho  iosal 

Fo  shaiiean  nan  Duineacli, 
Na  cairdean  cho  dileas 

'S  a  bha  inc  ris  a'  phaipeir. 


M  A  R  B  M  R  A  N  N 

DO  SHIR  SEUMAS  MAC-DHOMHNUILL  SHLEIBHTE. 
[A  DH-EUG  'S  AN  KOIMII.] 

MocH  'sa  maduinn  's  mi  'g  eirigh, 
Cha  'n  e  'n  cadal  tha  streup  rium, 
'S  fiiuch  mo  leaba  gun  seasdar,  gun  sàmhchair. 
'S  fiiuch  mo  leaba  gun  seasdar,  &c. 


Sinn  ri  iargainn  nan  curaidh 
Nach  robii  'n  lasad  ach  diumbuan, 
Gun  fhear  Hath  a  bhi  uil'  air  an  làraich. 
Gun  Hicar  liath,  &u. 

Daoine  mòrchuiseach  mcasail, 
Daoine  còrr  ann  an  iochil  iad, 
Daoine  cròdha  gu  bristeadii  air  nàmhaìd. 
Daoine  crùdha,  &c. 

Ann  an  ùine  dà  fhichead 
Gur  diòbhail  ar  briseadh, 
Chuir  e  dCibhaiit  a  nis  oirn  e  lathair  I 
Chuir  e  dubhailt,  &c. 

Chain  sin  cbigneai  no  seisir 
Do  na  connspuinn  bu  treise, 
Nach  robh  beò  arm  am  Breatann  an  ùicheadh. 
Nach  robh  beò,  &c. 

Ann  an  uaisle  's  'an  urram, 
Anns  gach  deagh  bhuaidh  bh'air  duine  ; 
Ann  an  cruadal  gu  buinig  buaidh-larach. 
Ann  an  cruadal,  &u. 

'S  bochd  an  ruaigs'  oirn  an  còmhnuidh, 
Dh-fh.^g  ar  gualainn  'nan  ùnai', 
Bhi  sguabadh  ar  n-òigridh  gun  dàil  uairin. 
Bhi  sguabadh  ar  n-òigridh,  &c. 

Thàinig  meaghoil  gu  bròn  duinn, 
Thàinig  aighear  gu  dòrainn, 
Chain  sinn  amhcirc  a's  solas  ar  sgathain. 
Chain  sinn  amharc,  &c. 

Bas  ar  n-uachdarain  priseil, 
Sgeul  a's  cruaidhe  ri  chluinntinn  ; 
Fhuair  luchd  fuath'  agus  mi-ruin  an  àilleas. 
Fhuair  luchd  fuatha,  &c. 

Gur  h-e  'm  fuaradh-s'  an  uiridh 
Chuir  ar  gluasad  'an  trumad, 
So  'n  ruaig  tha  'gar  n-iomain  gu  annrath. 
So  'n  ruaig  tha  gar  n-iomain,  &c. 

Bhi  fo  phuthar  an  sgeoil  ud 
Gach  aon  latha  ri'r  beo-shlaint, 
Air  bheag  aighear,  no  solais,  no  sl.'.inte. 
Air  bheag  aighear,  &c. 


Cha  'n  eil  agam  na  dheigh, 
'N  dels  mo  thaic-sa  'gam  threigsinn, 
Ach  maille  claisteachd  a's  leirsinn  a's  tàbhachd.    Sin  an  naigheachd  thug  leagadh  d'ar  n-ardan. 
Ach  maille  claisteachd,  &c.  Sin  an  naigheachd,  &c. 


Fhuair  sinn  naigheachd  ar  leatrom, 
Fhuair  sinn  naigheachd  na  creiche. 


'S  trom  a'  chuing-s'  air  ar  muineal, 
Air  ar  lionadh  le  mulad, 

Tha  sinn  sgith  's  cha  'n  ann  ullamh  a  ta  sinn. 
Tha  sinn  sgith,  &c. 


'S  trom  an  galar  's  is  diubhail 
Mòran  uallaich  ri  ghiùlan, 
Riini  ar  n-anail  a  mhuchadh  's  ar  dàna. 
I  Riun  ar  u-anail,  &c 


154 


SAU-OBAlll  MAM   BAUD  GAKLACII. 


Kis  on  *8  dilfachdiiii  buchd  mi, 
Oighre  dirench  HÌr  Oisiun, 

Blin  V  iiinsKiiilli  clinuiiilh  i'liortuin  do  IMiadruig. 
lilia   g  iiiiiM'adh  diruaidli,  \c. 

INIi  'ti  iiicMVidh  criias  in'tiiurtaiii, 
Mar  a  dh-inntrig  e  'ii  toisoach  ; 
Cha'n  Vil  bri^h  <llioiuli,  no  toiit  blii  'ga  àireainh. 
Ciia'n  'oil  brigh,  &.c. 

Ach  ail  sgriob  thiiij  a'  direarh  oirn, 
Dii-tii:iir  a  chaoidb'  siuu  'ga  h-acaiii. 
So  i  'ii  dilc  chuir  brat  air  iia  thùinig. 
8u  i  'ii  dile  obuii',  &c. 

Dh-fhalbh  ar  ceaiinard  òg  maisearh, 
JBlia  gun  ùi'daii,  gun  ghaiseadii, 
JViuir  a  thàinig  gu  grad  a  thug  bliàrc  oirn. 
Muir  a  thaiiiig  gu  grad,  &c. 

Chuir  ar  leabaidh  san  droigheann, 
'S  gun  ar  cadai  thar  faighinn, 
Ar  sùil  frasach  o'n  iiaigheachd  a  thàinig. 
Ar  siiil  tVasach,  &e. 

O  nach  dùil  ri  vSir  Seumas, 
'S  beag  ar  run  'an  gàir  eibhinn, 
Bi'dh  sinn  tiirsach  'nadheidh  gu 'sabàsduinn. 
Bithidh  sinn  tùrsach,  &c.    < 

Chaill  sinn  duilleach  ar  geige, 
Gràinne  mullaich  ar  dc'ise, 
So  an  turus  chuir  eis  air  ar  n-annuinn. 
So  an  turus  chuir,  &c. 

'S  eudar  fuireach  ri  siochainnt, 
O  nach  urrainn  air  stri  sinn, 
Ach  bhi  t'ulang  gu  'n  striochd  sinn  d'ar  n'.inhaid. 
Ach  bhi  fuhmg,  &c. 

Ma  thig  oirn  toirneart  no  bagradh, 
Sinn  gun  dòigh  air  am  bacadh  ; 
Tha  sinn  leointe  'nar  pearsa  's  'n-ar  caileachd. 
Tha  sinn  leointe,  &c. 

O'n  la  tbainig  am  briseadh, 
A  thug  tearnadh  'nar  meas  duinn, 
Ar  Ceann-taiiach  's  ar  misneach  g'ar  fàgail. 
Ar  Ceann-tànach,  &c. 

Dh-fhag  e  sinne  bochd  tursach, 
Ann  an  ioiiad  ar  cùrraidh. 
Gun  e  philleadh  g"a  dhùchannan  sàbhailt. 
Gun  e  philleadh,  &c. 


Sinn  mar  chaoirich  gun  bhuarhaill, 
'N  dcÌ8  an  t-aogiiaii*  thoirt  uatha, 
Air  ar  sgaoilcadh  U;  ruaig  'lUe-mhurtuInn. 
Air  ar  sgaitilfadh,  &c. 

Ar  toil-inntinn  'h  ar  N>>hiN, 
Craobh  a  diiideanti  ar  cùrach, 
Ann  an  catitair  iia  Itoinih'  air  a  ch'iradh. 
Ann  an  cattiair,  ^c. 

Thii  bhi  'n  cathair  na  iliiimhe, 
'S  goirt  I'i  innseadh  na  sgeoil  sin  ! 
'Dhc  !  cha  dirich  Clann-  DònihnuiU  ni  's  uirde. 
'Dht' !  cha  dirich,  &c. 

On  la  sgatliadh  ar  n-ùgan, 
A'  chraobh  bu  thlathaile  cùmbdach, 
Gun  a  h.abhail  air  duigh  dhuinn  a  tharail. 
Gun  a  h-abhall,  &c. 

Mòr  an  sgeul  san  Roinn-Eùrp  e, 
Mòr  a  bheud  do  righ  Seòrsa, 
Mùr  an  eis  air  do  sheùrsa  gu  bràth  e  ! 
Mùr  an  eis  air  do  sheòrsa,  &c. 

Cha  do  dhCiineadh  an  cùta, 
'S  cha  do  ghiùlan  na  brògan, 
Neach  an  cunntadh  iad  cùladh  do  phhirtean. 
Neach  an  cunntadh,  &c. 

Ann  an  gliocas,  's  'an  eolas, 
Ann  an  tuisge  's  an\  moi'chuis, 
Is  na  gibhteanan  mùr  a  bha  fas  riut. 
Is  na  gibteanan,  &c. 

Tha  sinn  deurach,  boi;hd,  tùrsach, 
Gun  ghair  eibhinn,  gun  dull  ris, 
Mar  an  Fheinn  agus  Fionn  air  am  liigail. 
Mar  an  Fheinn,  &c. 

Sinn  gun  Oscar,  gun  Diarmad, 
Gun  GhoU  osgarra  fialaidh, 
j  Gach  craobh  thoisich  air  triall  uainn  gu  Piirrais. 
Gach  craobh  thoisich,  &c. 

Cinn  nam  biuidheannan  calma 
I  Leis  an  d'ùmhlaicheadh  Alba, 
j  'S  iomadh  ù^hdar  thug  seanchas  mar  bha  sin. 
'8  iomadh  ùghdar,  &i;. 

,  'S  bochd  a  chriochnaich  ar  n-aimsir, 
I  Mar  JMhaol-ciaran  gun  Fhearcliair, 

Sinn  ag  iargainn  na  dh-fhalbh  uainn  's  nach  tainig 
I  Sinn  ag  iargainn,  &c. 


Thug  e  sgriob  air  n-uaislean,  'Se  ni  's  cosmhuil  ri  sheanchas, 

Chaoidh'  cha  dirich  an  tuath  e,  Lion  sinn  copan  na  h-aingeachd, 

Tha  sinn  mi-gheanach  truagh  air  bheag  stàtha.  Gus  'na  bhrosnaich  sinn  fearg  an  Ti  's  àirde. 
Tha  sinn  mi-gheanach,  &c.  Gus  'na  bhrosnaich,  &c. 


■ 


J 
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Se'n  TÌ  phrisfcil  thug  uaiim  e 
Chum  iiH  rioghaclid  is  buaiiie  ; 
O  Chriosdii,  cum  suas  duiiiii  iia  bràithrean. 
O  Chriosda,  cum  suas,  &c. 


Claidheanih  ruisgt  an  laimh  gach  aon  fliir, 
Fearg  'nan  aodann  's  faobhar  gleois  orr', 
lail  cho  nimheil  ris  an  iolair. 
'S  iad  cIjo  frioghail  ris  na  le^ghainn. 


NoU — The  poet  laments  the  untimely  death  of  five  or    (2\\a  mhòr  a  thionnal  nan  daoin'  ud 

six  of  tlic   .M'Donalds  of  Slate.      Sir  Alexander  died,  a     „,        ....       .    .  ,  ,,   i>,:,.,.  l.\\.-..« 

,_,,.         ,  .  ■  .,  ,,         ,  Jiha  n  niaotainn  san  Koinii  J'^ui  pa. 

youiiK  man,  111  174b;  and  his  son,  ttie  amiable  and  acconi-     ^' "  r 

plishcd  Sir  James,  died  at  Kome  in  17()(),  aged  i!6.     '1  his     13ha  iad  feairail  'an  am  caonnaij^, 
family   priidtnlly  avoided  committing  themselves  in  the     q„  fuileach,  faolihanach,  stròiceach. 
rebellion  of  1745:   but  the  bard  appears  to  have  been  a  i  . ,  r  .    i        n    ^      •     i  >  i- 

thorough  Jacobite.  Nam  fa.gheadh  tu  iad   an  gl.ocas 

•  j  Mar  bha  'm  misricach  a's  am  mòrchuis, 

C  ait'  am  teudadh  tu  aireamh, 
Aon  chimie'  b'thearr  na  Clann- Dòmhnuill. 


MOLADII  CHLANN-DOMHNCILL. 

Aiu  roNN — "  Oran  a  ghunna  da'  b'  ainm  an  spàinleach. 

Tapadh  leat,  a  Dho'ill  'Ic-Fhioniilaidh, 

Dhùisg  thu  mi  le  pàirt  de  d'  chomhradh. 

Air  bhoagati  eulais  san  dùthaich, 

Tha  cuniitas  gur  gille  coir  thu. 

Chuir  thu  do  chomaine  romhad, 

'S  feairde  do  ghnothach  an  camhnuidh 

'S  cinn teach  gar  a  leat  av  bàidse  : 

'S  leat  ar  cairdeas  'm  fad  a's  bcò  thu. 

Mho!  thu  ar  daoine  's  ar  fearann, 
Ar  miiaithean  baile,  's  bu  choir  dhut. 
Cha  d'rinn  thu  di-chuimhn'  no  mearachd  ; 
Mhol  thu  gach  sean  is  gach  òg  dhiubh. 
Mliol  thu  'n  uaislean,  mhol  thu  'ii  islean. 
Dh-fhag  thu  shios  air  an  aon  dòigh  iad. 
Na  bheil  de  'n  ealain  ri  chluinntinn, 
Cha  chion  dicheil  a  dh-fhag  sgòd  oirr'. 

Tearinadh  ri  moladh  ar  daoine, 
Cha  robh  e  saoirbheach  air  aon  dJjigh  ; 
An  gleus,  'an  gaisge  's  'an  teomachd, 
Air  aon  aobhar  thig  'nan  cùdhail 
Nochdadh  an  eudann  ri  gradan 
Cha  robh  gaiseadh  anns  a'  phòr  ud, 
CliCi  a's  pailtuas,  mais'  as  làbhachd  ; 
Ciod  e  'n  cus  nach  faight'  air  choir  iad  ? 

Cha  bu  mhist'  thu  mise  laimh  riut, 

'An  am  a  bhi  'g  aireamh  nan  connspunn, 

Gu  inns*  am  maise  's  an  uaisie, 

An  gaisge  's  an  cruadal  'n  am  togbhail. 

B'iad  sud  na  lira  bha  fearail 

'Philleadh  an-soasgair  'an  tùireachd, 

'S  a  dh'fhagadh  salach  an  araich 

Nam  fanadh  an  nàuihaid  ri 'n  cùmhrag. 

Ach  nam  faiceadh  tu  na  fir  ud 
Hi  uchd  teiiie  's  iad  'an  orduf^h, 
Coslas  fiadhaich  a  dol  sios  orr', 
Falbh  gu  dian  uir  bheagan  stòldachd  ; 


Bha  iad  treubhach,  fearail,  foinnidh, 

Gu  neo-lomara  niu  'n  st'jras. 
'  Biia  iad  cunbhalach  'nan  gealladh, 

Gun  Iheall,  gun  charachd,  gun  ròidean. 
,  Ge  de  dh-iarrta  nuas  an  sinnsir, 
I  O  mhuUacli  an  cinn  gu'm  bri  gan, 
j  'N  donas  cron  a  bha  ri  inns'  orr', 

Ach  an  rloghalachd  mar  sheòrsa. 

I  Ach  ma  mhol  thu  ar  daoin'  uaisie, 

I  Culm  nach  de  luaidh  thu  Mac-DhJ.mhnuill  ? 

'  Aon  Mhac  Dhe  bhi  air  'na  bhuachaill' 
G'a  ghleidheadh  buan  duinn  'na  bheo-shlaiute ! 

1  On  's  curaidh  a  choisneas  buaidh  e, 
Leanas  ri  dhualchas  'an  comhiiuidh, 
Nach  deachaidh  neach  riamh  'na  thuasaid 
llinn  dad  buannachd  air  an  comh-stri. 

C'ait  an  dh-fhag  thu  Mac  'Ic- Ailein 
I  'Nuair  a  thionaileadh  e  mhòr-shiuagh, 
I  Na  fir  chrodha  bu  mhòr  alia, 
I  Ri  linn  Alasdair  's  Mhontrùis? 

'S  mairg  a  dhùisgeadh  ruinn  bhur  n-aisith 
j  No  thionndadh  taobh  ascaoin  bhur  cleùca, 
j  Ge  b'e  sùil  a  bhiodh  'gan  amharc 
i  Cromadh  sios  gu  abhainn  Lòchaidh. 

i 
Ach  ma  chaidh  tu  'nan  sealbhaidh, 
C'uim  nach  de  sheanchais  thu  air  choir  iad, 
Teaghlach  uasal  Ghlinne-garadh 
'S  nam  fiurain  o  ghleannaibh  Chnoideart. 
*S  iomadh  curaidh  laidir  uaimhreach 
Sheasadh  cruaidh  's  a  bhuaileadh  strùicean, 
O  cheann  Loch-Uthairn  nam  fuar-bheanu 
Gu  bun  na  Stuaidhe  am  Mòr-thir. 

An  dh-fhag  thu  teaghlach  na  Ceapaich 
'S  mòr  a'  chreach  nach  'eil  iad  còmhslan, 
Dh-èireadh  leinn  suas  'an  aisith 
Le  'm  piob  's  le  'm  brataichean  sròile. 
Mac  lain  a  Gleanna-Cothan, 
j  Fir  chothanta  *n  am  na  comh-stri, 
I  Daoine  foinnidh,  fearail,  fearradha 
I  Kùsgadh  arm  a's  leaig  na'n  srùnan  ? 
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Dh-fhnp  thu  Mac  Dhùjjhnll  a  Lnthurn, 
(1^(1  inliuinirach  ^iiliiiiiil  u  chuiiililaiii,) 
Ciiidc  li  uaislt'aii  ('hiniitìrt', 
O'li  Uoiiiii  llic-li  's  inhaol  im  li-()<lli]i. 
J)h-riia((  thu  laii'l  Antrum  a  Eiriiiii 
Uiriii  an  t-ciichi]  am  blar  iia  IWniiR. 
'Nuair  H  dlilùthaicliiNidti  iad  ri  chc-ile, 
Co  chuiiutadh  fcich  uir  Clunii-Dùmhiiuìll  ? 

Alba,  ge  bu  mhòr  ri  inns'  o, 

Rt>inn  iad  i  o  tlininn  ^tt  mòintich. 

Ftiuair  an  «;(>ir  o  hiimh  Ciilann- Durnhnuill, 

Fhuair  iad  a  vis  an  Kòta  ; 

'S  ioma  (-.urrai  mhùr  blia  inntu 

Cunntaidh  Antrum  ge  bu  mhiir  i. 

Sgrios  iad  as  an  naimhdean  uile, 

'S  thuit  Mac  Ghuilbinn  san  tùireachd. 

Bhuinig  iad  baile  's  loth  Alba  ; 

'S  e  'n  claidheamh  a  shealbhaich  coir  dhaibh. 

Bhuinig  iad  latha  chath  Gairbheach, 

Kiun  an  argumaid  a  chòmhdach. 

Air  bheagan  cùnaidh  gu  trioblaid 

Thug  iad  am  bristeadh  a  moran, 

Mac' 111- lain  ann  le  chuideachd, 

*S  Lachann  cutach  Mac-an-Tòisich. 

Nan  tigeadh  feum  air  Sir  Seumas, 
Gun  eireadh  iad  uile  C'Uiihlath 
O  roinn  Ghall-thaobh  gu  roinn  He, 
Gach  fear  thug  a  shinnsir  coir  dhaibh. 
Thigeadh  Mac-Choinnich  a  Brathainn, 
Mac-Aoidh  Strath- Nàbhair 's  diiic  Gordon, 
Thigeadh  Barraich,  's  thigea<ih  Bànaich, 
Rothaich  a's  Sàilich  a's  Ròsaich. 

Ar  luchd  diiimh  's  ar  cairdeau  dileas 
Dh-eiridh  leinne  a  sios  'an  comh-stri. 
Thigeadh  uaislean  Chloinne-Lean 
Mu'n  cuairt  cho  daingheann  ri  d'  chòta, 
lad  fo  ghruaim  'an  uair  a'  chatha 
Cruaidh  'nan  lamhan  sgathadh  feòla, 
Tarruinn  spàinteach  làidir  lìobhar 
Sgoilteadh  dìreach  cinn  gu  brògaii. 

Bhuidheann  fhuilteach,  glan  nan  gcur-lann, 
Thigeadh  reiseamid  nan  Leòdach, 
Thigeadh  reiseamid  nan  Niallach 
Le  loingheas  lionmhor  's  le  seòltaibh, 
Foirbeisich  's  Frisealaich  dh-eireadh, 
'S  thigeadh  Clann-Reubhair  'an  brdugh. 
'Nuair  a  dhùisgeadh  fir  na  h-lubhraich, 
Co  thigeadh  air  tus  ach  Tòmas  !  ! 


Kote. There  are  several  hills  in  the  Highlands  which 

still  bear  the  name  Tom.na-h-Iubliraich,  all  haunted  by  the 
fairies.  One  of  them  is  near  Strachur,  Lochfine  side; 
another  near  Inverness.  According  to  popular  belief, 
Thomas  the  Rhymer  was  captain  of  the  fairy  troops.  i 


ORAN  DON  TEASAICIl. 

Air  roNN — "  Dnibhidh  r/rhsf/ach  crom  ciar.** 

\S  mise  diaill  air  geall  na  caracbd, 
Bha  eadar  iiii-fVin  Ha  (diailli-arb, 
Gu'n  tug  i  dhioin  brigh  mo  bharra, 
Cul  mo  chiiin  a  chuir  ri  talamh. 

M'  f'huil  a's  m'  i'heuil  thug  i  dhiom, 

Chuir  i  cròiian  am  chliabh, 

Be  'n  droch  codhail  domh  'bhiasd, 

Gu  robh  tuireachd  ga  diol. 

Chuir  i  boil  am  cheanH  is  bu  mhòr  i, 
Faicinn  dhauine  marbh  n'a  beodha, 
Coltas  Hector  mor  na  'l'ròidhe, 
.  S  nan  gaisgeach  bha  'm  t'eacJid  na  Ròimbe. 
Caiileach  dhuathsach,  chrom,  chiar, 
Bha  lùn  tuaileis  a's  bhriag, 
Chuir  mi'm  bruailean  's  gach  iall, 
*S  chuir  i  'm  t'uadach  mo  chiall. 

'S  bochd  a  fhuair  mi  bhuat  am  foghar, 
'S  mi  gun  luaigh  air  buain  no  ceanghal, 
Mo  cheann  iosal  a's  mi  am  laid  he, 
Bruite  tinn  a's  sgios  am  chnaimhean. 
Bha  mo  chnaimhean  cho  sgith, 
'S  ged  do  sgathadh  iad  dhiom, 
Gu'n  robh  am  padhadh  gam  chlaoidh, 
'S  guu  tràighinn  abhainn  le  mhiad. 

'S  bochd  an  t-aite  leap'  am  fiabhras, 
Dh-fhagas  daoine  fada,  riabhach, 
Glagaich  lag  le  fada  'a  iargainn, 
Gann  de  dh'  fhalt  a's  pailt  de  dh'  fhiasaig 
Pailt  de  dh'  fhiasaig  gu'n  tlachd, 
Chuir  am  bial  air  droch  dhreach, 
Deoch  no  biadh  theid  a  steach, 
A  dha  thriau  innte  stad. 

Do  chota  fas  is  e  gun  lianadh, 
T-6san  rocach  air  dhroch  fhiaradh, 
Caol  do  choise  nochdaidh  pliathach, 
lonan  cho  fad  ri  cat  fiadhaich. 
Casan  pliathadh  gun  sùgh, 
Fo'n  da  shleasaid  gu'n  lùgh, 
Gur  pailt  liagh  dhaibh  no  lunn, 
Cha  bhean  fiar  dhaibh  liach  lùb. 

Bidh  do  mhuinneal  fada,  feathach, 
'S  taisnichean  mar  chabar  cleibhe, 
Easgadan  glagach  gun  speirid, 
Gluinean  ri  tachas  a  cheile. 

Gluinean  geura  gun  neart, 

'S  iad  cho  ciar  ris  a  chair t, 

Thu  cho  creubhi  ri  cat, 

B'  fhearr  an  t-eug  gad  sgath  as. 
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A  bhonaid  da  uiread  aa  b'àbhaist, 
Air  uachdar  ciirrachd  nach  àluiiin  ; 
Cluasan  gu'n  uireasbhaidh  /Visa, 
Ceann  cho  lorn  ri  cri  iia  deariiaidh. 
Cha  be  'ii  cumpanach  caomh, 
Dh-fhag  cho  lorn  mi  's  cho  ina<>l, 
Uinn  ino  choin  mar  phreas  caoil, 
Mar  rahac-samhla  do'ii  aog. 

Bidh  tu  coltach  ri  fear  misge, 
Gun  dad  òl  gun  aon  mhir  ithe, 
Chionn  nach  bi  lùghs  na  d'dha  iosgaid, 
Bidh  tu  null  sa  nail  mar  chlisnich. 
BiMh  tu  d'  shiachaire  lag, 
'S  ceann  do  shithe  gun  neart, 
Ann  ad  ghniomh  cha  bhi  tlachd, 
Na  d'  chus  mhio-loinn  air  fad. 


ORAN  NA  H-AOISE. 

Air  roNN— «  The  pearl  of  the  Irish  nation. 

Cha  tog  mise  fonn, 

Cha  'n  eirich  e  learn, 
Tha  m'  aigne  ro  throm 

Fo  easlain' ; 
Tha  'n  cri  tha  'na  in'  chom 

Mar  chloich  's  i  na  deann, 
'S  i  tuiteam  le  gleann, 

'S  cha  'n  eirich  ; 
Tha  'n  gaisgeach  nach  tiom 

iiinn  a'  cogadh,  's  a'  stri, 
Cha  'n  fhaigh  sinn  a  chaoidh 

Bhi  reidh  ris ; 
On  is  treis'  e  na  sinn, 

Theid  leis-an  ar  claoidh, 
'S  cha  teasairg  aon  ni 

Fo  'n  ghrein  sinn  ! 

'S  cuis  thùrsa  gu  dearbh 

Bhi  'g  ionndrain  mar  dh-flialbh, 
Ar  cruitheachd,  ar  dealbh 

'S  ar  'n  eugasg, 
Ar  spionnadh,  's  ar  neart, 

Ar  cumadh,  'sar  dreach, 
Ar  cur  an  ann  gleachd', 

A's  streupa  ; 
Mar  a  sgaoileas  an  ceù 

Air  aodainn  an  fheoir, 
'S  a  chaochaileas  neoil 

'S  na  'n  speurau, 
Tha  'n  aois  a'  teachd  oirn 

Cumhach,  caointeach,  hin  bròin, 
'S  neo-shocrach  ri  leou 

An  te  ud. 


Aois  chasadach  gharbh, 

Cheann-trom,  chadalach,  bhalbh, 
Ann  an  ion  'a  a  bhi  marbh 

Gu'n  speirid  ; 
Cha  ghluais  thu  ach  mall, 

Agus  cuaiir  ann  do  laimh, 
Dol  mu'n  cuairt  air  gach  àllt, 

A'8  feithe  ; 
Cha  chuir  thu  gu  bràth, 

'S  cha  chumhaidh  dhut  e, 
Geall  ruithe,  no  snamh, 

No  leuma, 
Ach  fiabhras,  a's  cradh 

Ga  t-iarraidh  gu  bàs, 
Ni  's  lionmhoir'  na  plàigh 

Na  h-£iphit. 

Aois  chianail  ro  bhochd, 

Ri  caoidh  na  rug  ort, 
Neo  brigheil  gun  toirt, 

Gun  speis  thu  ; 
X)o  luchd  comuiun,  a's  gaoil 

Fo  chomhalr  an  aoig, 
Gun  chomas  a  h-aon 

Diu  eirigh  ; 
Dh-t'halbh  t-earnais,  's  do  chuid, 

Dh-fhalbh  slaintc  do  chuirp, 
Thig  ort  faillinne  tuigs', 

A's  reasain, 
Thig  di-chuimhne,  thig  b.\'chd, 

Thig  diomhanas  dha, 
Thig  mi-loinu  do  chairdeau 

Fein  ort. 

Aois  òghar  gun  bhrigh 

Ga  t-fhògar  gu  cill, 
Dh-fhagas  bòdhaig  a  chinn 

Ro  eitidh, 
Aois  bhòdhar  nach  cluinn, 

Gun  toighe,  gun  suim  ; 
Gun  char  foghainteach  stii, 

No  streupa, 
Aois  acaideach  thinn 

Gun  taice,  gun  chli, 
Gun  ghaisge,  gun  spid, 

Gun  speirid, 
Lan  airtneal,  a's  cràidh 

Gun  aidmheil  bhi  sli'in, 
Gun  neach  dha'm  bell  càs 

JJheth  t-cigin. 

Aois  ghreannach  bhochd  thruagh, 

'S  measa  sealladh,  a's  tuar, 
Maol,  sgallach,  gun  ghruaig, 

Gun  deudaich. 
Roc  aodainneach,  chruaidh, 

Phreasach,  chraicnoach,  lom,  fhuar 
Chrubach,  chrotach. 

Gun  ghluasad  ceuma  ; 
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Aois  lul)iiar  iiiiti  spioc. 

Blii'ir  lui  Hubhuilcciiii  (iirmii, 
Co  siiii  (ioitiliuiiiii  le'in  binii 

Do  .slu'is-sii  ? 
Aois  ghliogauh  gun  ch.'.il, 

'S  til  's  iniose  rui  'in  b.'.n, 
'8  tu  'h  trie  u  riiiii  tr.'iill 

De  'ii  treuii-nirar. 

Aois  chiar-dubh  a  bbrùin, 

(jun  lioinhiicbd,  gun  spurs, 
Gun  toil  inntinn  ri  ceol 

Do  eisdenchd  ; 
Rob  fhiasagarh  gblas, 

Air  dhrocb  sbeasatnh  cbàs, 
Leasg,  aheotail,  neo-ghrad 

Gu  eirigh  ; 
Cba'n  fbuilig  thu  'ui  fuachd, 

'8  olc  an  iirr'  thu  'n  càs  cruaidh 
'Se  do  mbuinghinn  an  tuath, 

'S  an  deirce ; 
Cha  'n  eil  neach  ort  an  t'  ir, 

Nach  e  aidmheil  am  beoil 
Gur  fada  leo  bei) 

Gun  fheum  thu. 

Aois  uain'  a's  olc  dreach, 

Orm  is  suarach  do  theachd, 
Cha  'n  eil  tuaraisgeul  ceart 

Fo  'n  ghrein  ort, 
Gun  mhire,  gun  mhùirn, 

Guu  spiorad,  gun  sùth  ; 
Far  an  cruinnich  luchd-ciuil 

Cha  teid  thu, 
Aois  chairtidh  's  olc  greann, 

Aois  acaideach  mhall, 
Aois  phrab-shuileach  dhall 

Gun  leirsin, 


Chas  i'hcargach  gun  nùth, 

IjHH  farniaid,  a'H  thu, 
Hi  fear  nii>aiinia(!h,  beo, 

J^iighnihor,  gk-usda. 

Fair»?  !   fair»! !  dbuin' òig, 

(ia  do  l)liarantaH  iiihr, 
'No  do  bharail  bhi  beo 

'S  nach  cug  thu? 
Tha'ri  saogiial,  's  an  fheoil^ 

Fior  aoiitadi  gu  leoir, 
Air  do  chlaonadh  o  choir 

Gu  h-eacoir, 
Co  fad  'sa  tba  'n  dàil 

Thig  ort  tt;a<"hdair  o'n  bh.'is, 
Na  creid  idir  gur  faisneacbd 

Rhreig  e  ; 
Biodh  do  gheard  ort  gle  chruaidh, 

'S  tha  do  iiauihaid  inu'n  cuairt  ; 
Cha  taigh  crabhaidh 

An  uaigh  dha'n  teid  thu. 

Ach  fàrdach  gun  tuar 

Bhreun,  dhaolagach,  fhuar 
Anns  an  caraich  iad  suas 

Leat  fein  thu  ; 
Co  mor  's  tha  e  d'  bheachd,  / 

Dheth  d'  stòr  cha  teid  leat, 
Ach  b'.rdain  bheag  shuaighle, 

A's  leine, 
Ach  's  e  cùram  as  mo, 

Dol  a  dh-ionnsaidh  a  mhùid) 
Thoirt  cunntas  an  coir, 

'S  an  ea-coir, 
Far  nach  seasamh  do  ni 

Dhut  dad  dheth  d'  chuid  feicb, 
'S  mo  an  t-eagal 

Bhi  'm  priosan  peine ! 
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EACIIUNN  MAC-LEOID. 

Eachunn  Mac-Leoid,  or  Hector  M'Leod,  the  South  Uist  bard,  lived  after  the  year 
1745,  on  the  main  land,  chiefly  in  the  districts  of  Arisaig  and  Morar.  He  composed  and 
sung  as  he  was  moved  by  those  internal  powers  of  which  the  generality  of  men  appear 
but  little  sensible.  There  are  some  individuals  that  appear  heavy  and  destitute  of  parts, 
who  are  possessed  of  powers  which  attract  the  attention  and  merit  the  esteem  of  those  who 
are  more  intimately  acquainted  with  them  :  our  poet  was  one  of  these.  What  occasioned 
his  removal  from  the  Long  Island  we  know  not.  It  is  not  unlikely  that  he  was  sent 
hither  to  watch  and  give  information  of  what  was  going  on  in  those  troublesome  times. 
He  went  often  to  Fort- William,  as  if  doing  something  of  no  consequence,  while  in 
reality  he  was  hearing  all  the  news  of  the  day,  which  he  related  to  friends  who  durst  not 
appear  themselves.  Shrewd  and  intelligent,  he  concealed  those  talents  from  strangers,  to 
whom  he  seemed  fooling,  which  character  he  could  assume  as  occasion  required.  As  he 
was  frequently  going  and  returning  the  same  way,  he  was  suspected  and  brought  as  a 
spy  before  the  Governor  of  the  Fort :  on  being  examined  and  interrogated,  he  acquitted 
himself  so  well,  under  the  assumed  character,  that  he  was  dismissed  as  a  fool. 


MOLADH  DO  CHOILEACH  SMEORAICH, 


MocH  madainn  shamhrai'  am  mios  fas  nam  meas,    'Nuair  bhios  seillean  lelan  shòlas 
'Nuair  bu  ro  aluinn  leinii  sgiamh  ijach  luis, 
Bha  cuibbrig,  air  dbreach  criostail  de  'n  dealt, 
Na  dhlù  bhrat  a'  còmhdach  gach  cnuic. 


Deilleanachd  a  measg  nan  dithean, 
Cop  meala  mu  ghob  a  chròiiaìn, 
A'  deoghladh  nan  geugau  mine. 


Sin  ;imanns,am  molaich  le  duilleach  gach  craobh,  'Nuair  bhitheas  gacb  àilean,  's  gach  doire, 

'S  ro  bhoidheach  gach  tullach  fo  bhlà,  I.e  blà  uaine  fo  Ian  toraidh, 

A's  nualhinach  gach  uile  spreidh,  A's  meauglain  gach  craoibh  sa'choille 
A'  geimnich  ri  cheil'  lad  t'ein,  's  an  cuid  ail. 


Cromadh  fo  throin  nam  meas  mills- 


An  ceann  leath  dara  mios  an  t-samhraidh,  Chualas  co-sheirm  binn,  ceolmhor, 

Nuair  a's  grianaich  gach  aon  ardan,  Beagan  roimh  eirigh  na  grcine, 

S  gach  fiadhair  gu  mion-bhreac,  boidheach,  '  Aig  coltas  coileich  na  smeòraich, 

Le  meilbheig,  le  nòinean,  's  le  slàn-lus.  'S  maighstir  mac-talia  'g  a  bheusadh. 
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SAll-OBAlll  NAM  HARD  GAELACH. 


An  sin  n  chualndh  mi'n  chollcireachd  hinn, 
IJu  curui(l«-irh  si'iiin,  yii  cuimir,  'h  fju  hiatli. 
Air  tV'ailuii  ^ii  inrhica^nidli,  ^ach  M'ilaii  sa'  ìAìvìu 
Ann  un  virigh  nu  greine,  m   niiiadainu  di-luaiu. 

iVc  sin  an  ccol  caoin  pnn  tiichan,  gun  8j;rt'ad, 
Ciun  t'islean,  na  stud  na  chliabh,  no  nil  gliol), 
lin  inhilse  na  binneas  nan  tend  air  tad, 
'Nuair  gitcarradh  u  fvad  air  duiruudh  gach  puirt. 

'S  iad  sin  na  puirt  a  bha  binn,  inion,  bras, 
Socracb  li 'n  soinn,  gun  ochan,  gun  chnt-ad, 
IJu  glan  sgcinilj  eudaicb  an  euin,  ge  bu  lag, 
'iSan  rubh  urrad  de  thlachd,  na  laidh  air  a  ncad. 

B'annsa  learn  na  fiodhall,  a's  piob, 
IJbi  tainull  dhe  m'aiinsir  na  m'shuidh  na  chMr, 
On  aig  tha  na  puirt  as  fior  chanaiche  rainn, 
'S  a's  ealanta  seinn  gun  uon  bhuile  nieoir. 

Bheirinn  comhairle  tra  air  gach  nighin,  's  mnai, 
Gach  hiidir,  a's  lag,  gach  beartach,  a's  bochd, 
lad  a  mholadh  oid-iunnsaich  an  eoin,  gu  beachd, 
Le  h-inntiuu  cheart,  gu  h-an-moch,  's  gu  moch. 


MOLADH  EAS  MOR-THIR. 

Eas  Mhor-thir  soraidh  le  d'  stoirm, 
15u  mhorghalach,  gleodhraich  do  thriall, 
liu  bbarra-gheal  fiiuch  dortadh  nam  bare, 
Bha  toirleum  le  braidhe  do  chleibh. 

Na  maoth-linntean  tha  bàlbh,  mall, 
Far  nach  bith  saobh-shruth  a'  leum, 
'S  gile  'n  cop  ri  'n  taobh  tha  tàmh 
Na  caineichean  i;luiun  an  t-shleibh. 

'S  a  choille  tha  timcheall  do  bhruach, 
Bu  cheolmhoi*  ceileireadh  ian, 
Gu  1  uracil  air  bharraibh  nan  geug, 
'N  am  do  ghrein  togail  o  nial. 

As  t-Samhradh  nar  thigeadh  am  blàthas, 
Bu  chubhraidh  fàìleadh  nan  rus 
A  dh-fhasadh  's  na  fasaichean  f'raoi(-h, 
Tha  'n  taobh-s'  d'an  eas  mheadhrach  mhòr. 

'San  fhobhar  anns  a  choill  sin  Crois, 
Nam  biodh  tu  coiseachd  na  measg, 
Chitheadh  tu  croit  air  gach  gas, 
A  lubadh  fo  chudrom  a  meas. 


Bu  nuallanach,  binn-ghutluuh  Kpii'idh, 
(M'inihich,  lad  flM-in  'a  an  cuid  ail, 
Mu  innis  nihullaich  an  tùir, 
I'ar  uni  bith  'n  t-Hobhrach  a'  las. 

'Nnair  thigoadh  am  liuacliaill  a  niach, 
S  a  gbabliadh  t;  uiu  cbul  a  chruidh, 
INIu'n  cuairt  do  lihad-nan-clach-glus, 
A  bhuail'  air  'm  bu  trie  am  bliochd. 

Thigeadh  banarach  na  sjutidho, 
Ballag  do  nighinn  (diruiiin  àluinn, 
Fait  clannach,  tionn-bhuighe,  dualach, 
Mu'n  cuairt  da  guaillean  gu  iaineach. 

Shealladh  i  air  feadh  na  sprcidhe, 
'S  dh-eubhadh  i  *'  Buigheag,  a's  Blàrag, 
Niosag  a's  Donnag  a's  Guaillionn, 
Brinne  's  an  t-Agh-ruadh  a's  Cùsag." 

Shuigheadh  i  gu  comhard  cruinn, 
'S  cuman  eadar  a  da  ghlùn, 
'S  ghabhadh  i  'n  t-òran  gu  binn  :  — 
^'  Thoir  am  baiune  a  bho  dhonn." 

'Nuair  thigeadh  an  sprcidh  a  ris, 

Dh'  Acha-Uladail  air  thodar, 

B'  òranach,  ceolar,  clann  lain, 

Nan  ;suidheadh  fo'n  chrodh  g'am  bleodhan. 

Bu  bhinne  na  cuachan  an  fhàsaich, 
Nuallan  nan  gruagaichean  boidhcach, 
Ann',  a's  Catriona  a's  Màiri, 
Fionnaghal  a's  Beathag  a's  Seònaid. 

Lionadh  iad  gach  uile  shoitheach, 
'S  cha  b'  eagal  gu'n  traghadh  an  di, 
Ged  thigeadh  an  sluagh  san  radhad, 
Gheibheadh  iad  linntean  na  dibhe ; 

Gu  slamanach,  finne-mheogach,  ònach, 
Mulchagach,  miosganach,  blàthach, 
Muigheach,  miosrach,  miodrach,  cuachach, 
Gruthach,  uachdrach,  sligeach,  spaineach. 

Bu  ruideasach  gàmhnan  agus  laoigh, 
Bu  mhigeadeach  meinn  a's  uain, 
B'  aigionntach  fiadh  agus  earb, 
A'  direadh  's  tearnadh  nan  cruach. 

B'  ebhinn  an  sealladh  o'n  tràigh 
Loinggeas  a'  snàmh  troinih  na  caoil  ; 
Turadh,  a's  teas  anns  gach  aird, 
'S  an  fhàirge  na  clàr  comh-reidh  caoin. 

'Nuair  stadaimid  aig  a  bhaile 
An  deighe  bhi  sgith  's  a  mhonadh, 
Bhiodh  dull  againn  ri  Ian  glaine 
A  searrag  Màiri  Nic-Cholla. 


EACHUNN  MAC-LEOID. 


161 


MOLAUH   COILLE  CHROIS. 

M'loNMHUiNN,  m'anrisachd,  's  mo  thlaclid, 

Gh  'n  tug  Uii  toirt  ; 
Cba'n  aicheadliuiii  du'u  uhleir  nach  deanaiii  stad, 

Sa'  choill  sin  Crois. 
'S  biiin  cruit  cheolmhor,  a's  clarseach  chcart, 

'S  piob  le  cuid  dos  ; 
Ach  's  biniie  na  h-euiii  a'  seinn  inu'n  seach, 

Sa'  cboill  sill  Crois. 
Db-aon  iunleachd  d'aii  d'  fhuaradh  ainach, 

Gu'r  diou  o'a  olc, 
B'  fhearr  dubhar  nati  craobh  le  smuaintean  ceart, 

Sa'  cboill  sin  Crois. 
Ged'  bhi'dh  tu  gun  'radharc  sùl  gun  lùgh  do  chos> 

A  d'  dheòire  bochd  ; 
Na'm  bu  inhath  leat  do  shlainte  pbilleadh  airais, 

lluig  coille  Cbrois. 
Aig  àilleachd  a  liiis  a's  misleachd  a  meas, 

'S  aig  feabbas  a  blais  ; 
Cba'n  iarradb  tu  sbolas  nam  biodh  tu  glic, 

Ach  coille  Chrois, 
Am  beil  ceol-cluaise  sau  t-saogal-sa  bbos, 

Cho  binn  's  oho  bras? 
Ri  sior-bborcadh  stòìr  mil  an  eas^ 

Ki  taobb  coiir  Chrois. 
Tearnadh  a  bhuinne  le  creag, 

Gun  uireasbbuidh  neart ; 
Nach  traoth,  's  nach  tràigh,  's  nach  fas  beag, 

Nach  reòdh  's  nach  stad. 
Is  lionmhor  bradan  tarra-gheal,  druim-blireac, 

A  leumas  ris  ; 
Cho  luath  's  a  tbaras  iad  as, 

A   comh-ruith  bho'n  Kas. 


AN    T  A  1  S  B  E  A  N. 

MocH  madainn  Cheitein  ri  ceo, 
'N  am  do'n  ghrcin  togail  bho  neoil, 
Chunna'  mi  sealladh  sa'  bheinn, 
'S  eibhinn  ri  eisdeacbd  mo  sgeoil'. 

i3ha  dearsa  le  teas  a'  cur  smùid 
A  bruacbanan  molach  t'raoich, 
'S  bba  dealradb  nan  gathanan  bl::th 
Cur  sgeimh  air  cuirnuan  nam  braon. 

Bba  dealt  a'  driùchdadh  gu  grinn, 
'N  am  sgapadli  do  dhiilachd  an  cheù, 
Na  paidirean  air  an  fbear, 
Mar  leugan  fo  sgeimh  an  ^ir. 


Biia  magbanan  milteacb  tVoir, 
Bu  nilxMlbht-agacii',  diiith(;aiiu<:h'  bla, 
Air  gach  taobh  dhe'n  uisge  cbruaidb, 
Bu  luath  uiu  tbuath  a  ruitii  balbb. 

Bba  neonain,  a's  sòbhrach  gu  dlù, 
Creamh,  agus  biolair  a'  las, 
Air  iiileariaibh  aimh-reidii,  's  air  Tin, 
Far  'm  bu  liunmbuire  ròs  geal,  a's  dearg. 

Bu  cheolmhor,  ceileireach,  eoin 

Air  gbrianaiian  eireachdail  ard', 

A'  I'reagradh  a  cheiie  gu  grinn, 

Cha'n  thaighte  'n  cùirt  rigb  ni  b'fhearr. 

Chunna'  mi  'n  uaigneas  leis  fein, 
Ag  eisdeacbd  ri  torgban  nan  eun, 
Air  learn,  de'n  chrutbaclid  bbeb, 
An  aon  duin'  òg  a  b'àillidh  sgeimh. 

O  nach  robli  de  dh-fliearaibh  chaich, 
Ach  e-san,  a's  mi-fein  sa'  gbleann, 
Smuaintich  mi  gu'n  gabbainn  sgeul, 
Co  e  na'm  f'aighinn  deth  cainnt. 

Thainig  e  gu  tosdach,  mall, 

Gu  foighidneacb,  foistineach,  ciuin  ; 

Labhair  e  f'osgaia,  reidh, 

*'  A  ghabhail  sgeil  a  thainig  thu." 

Mu  's  math  leat  naigheachd  a  thoirt  uain 

Gu  maithean  Alba  gu  leir, 

Amhairc  gu  geur  fada  bhuat, 

'S  obi  thu  na  sluaigh  na'n  Ian  fheirg. 

Chunna'  mi'n  fbairge  mar  choill' 
Le  crannaibh  loingheis  Ian  ard, 
Le  brataicbean  anasach,  ùr. 
Air  learn  gu'm  b'ann  as  an  Spainn. 

Chunna'  mi  cabhiach  ro  mhor, 
Gu  gàireach  gabbail  gu  tir, 
Bu  luchdmhor,  Ian  athaiseach  iad, 
Suaicheantas  Frangacli  na'n  croinn. 

Thainig  na  sluaigh  sin  gu  tir, 
'S  cba  b'uaigneach  an  gluasad  o  thr.Mgh, 
Bha  lamhach  nan  canon,  's  am  luaim, 
A'  gluasad  air  chrith  na'm  beann  àrd'. 

Chualadh  mi  coilcach  's  e  gairm, 
'S  e  bualadh  a  sgiathan  gu  cruaidh, 
A's  thuirt  an  duine  math  sin  rium  :  — 
"  Cluinn  coileach  na  h-Airde-tuath'." 

Chunna'  mi  tighinn  air  thus 
Stiubhartaich,  cinneadh  an  righ, 
Na'm  bocanan  gioraig  san  leirg, 
'Diiearg  an  airm  le  i'uil  san  stri. 
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TliHÌnig  Cìann-Dòmhnuill  na'n  deii^h, 
Mur  chuiiaibli  cuiit'ach  ^itii  bhiudh, 
Nii'iti  l)riit lii'HÌc.licaii  ^iiìiieacli,  (;*'ur, 
All  guiiileaii  ii  clu-ile  gu  i^iiioinli. 

IVàliiinn,  (]<>all)lia(-,li,  am  Itrrid  siòil 
Air  H  rlieaiigal  ri  (Mann  catil, 
All  I'obli  caisteul,  bruduii,  a's  long, 
Lninh  dlioai:;,  iolair  an  craobii. 

Jiha  fi'Hoch  OS  ceanii  sin  gu  h-nrd' 
Ceuiigiiilt'  nin  burr  a  chraitin  cbaoil, 
13iia  sill  Hiwi,  u'8  luoghatiii  dt-arg, 
'S  cha  b'àitti  tearuutiiiu  a  chraus. 

ThiMrriieadh  na  sloigh  air  sliabh  FHV, 
An  coiiiiieamh  ri  cath  a  chur, 
Fhuair  iad  brosiiacbadh  tìor  inhear. 
Thug  eirigh  le  buirbe  iia'in  fuil  :  — 

"  A  Chlannaibh  milidh  mosgailibh, 

Is  soinalta,  ciuu  'ur  cadal, 

Teannaibh  ri  dioladh  Chuilodair, 

Dh-at  na  tìachan  so  t'ada. 

Toisichibh  gu  h-ardanach, 

Gu  bras,  rioghail,  uioralach, 

Gu  mear,  leumnach,  dearg-chneadhach, 

Gu  luath-lainhach,  treun-bhuilleach. 

Gu  aigneach,  iiiiisginneach, 

Gu  aii-athach,  nainhadach, 

Gu  miou-chuimhueach,  dioghaltach, 

Gu  gruamach,  fiata,  an-trùcaireacli. 

Gun  tearmunn,  gun  mhathanas, 

Gun  ath-thruas,  gun  bhuigeachas, 

Gun  innidh,  gun  eagal, 

Gun  umhail,  gun  fliaicill. 

Gun  fhiamh,  gun  an-mhisneich, 

Gun  chùram,  gun  ghealtachd, 

Gun  taise,  gun  thaiteachas, 

Gun  saidealtachd,  gun  uamhann. 

Gun  eiseamail,  gun  ùmhlacbd, 

Gun  athadh  do  nàmhaid 

Ach  a  gabhail  romhaibh  thoirt  iubhair 

A'  cosnadh  iia  cath-laraich." 

Chunnaic  mi  air  leath  o  chàch 

Trì  leoghainn  a  b'fharsuinne  craois 

Thug  iad  iri  sgairtean  cho  ard' 

'S  gu'n  sgain  creagan  aig  mead  an  glaodh. 


Bha  Icoghanii  diu  ain  air  chreig  ghuinn, 
Dha'in  b'ainin  lain  IMuidcartach  og, 
O'n  (Jbaistral  thirt'ain,  'h  (i  Uhiuf^li, 
])i;  nhii(»('li(l  nan  (ollaidii  i)U  l)hoi  b  colg. 

Thog  8oaii  h;ogbanii  luath  a  (thcanii, 
'S  a  chas  riogbail  an  Duntuiliri, 
Dh'u'in  bu  Nbean  eireachdua  riainh, 
iiuaidh  nan  aliabh  an  càs  a  chrùinii, 

Thainig  nn  treas  leogbann  diu 

O'li  choill',  's  o  gharaidh  nam  bare, 

A's  dh'ordaicb  iad  pairt  dhc'ii  cuid  sitiaigU 

Dhol  a  thiulaiceadli  nam  inarbi). 


Lahhairt. — San  an  sin  a  thagh  iad  oifigich 
an-diadhaidh,  ari-trocairoach,  an-aobhach,  an- 
utbach,  an-iochdmbor.  Agus  thagh  iad  cuid- 
eachd  de  bhorb,  bhrothach,  bhodach,  dha'm 
b'airm  chosanta  spaidean,  agus  sluasaidean,  gu 
tiolacadh  nam  marbli,  agus  gu  glanadh  na 
h-àraich.  Aonghas  amharra  a  Kigneag — Calum 
crosda  a  Gruluinn — Eoghann  largalta  a  Cr.'.sa- 
bhaig — Dughall  Ballach  a  Gallabaidh — Niall 
Eangharra  a.  Raimisgearaidh — agus  Domhnull 
Durrgha  a.  Gear  as. 

Chunna'  ml  Gleann  soileir  nam, 
An  robh  eireachdas  thar  gach  gliim. 
B'airde  cheileirich',  ciieolmhoir'  fuaim, 
Glaodhaich  nan  cuach  os  a  chinn. 

Theid  fargradh  feadh  Bhreatuinn  gu  leir  ; 
Eirigh  gu  feachd  iir  gu  Idoir, 
Chi  sibh  na  Gàeil  a'  triall 
Le  rioghalachd  mar  bu  ci>ii'. 


Note. — The  poet  was  a  stanch  Jacobite.  In  this  Ode 
he  describes  what  he  and  many  others  in  his  day  most 
earnestly  desired,  and  to  which  they  eagerly  looked,  not- 
withstanding  what  they  suffered  at,  and  after  the  battle  of 
CuUoden.  The  bard  gives  full  scope  to  his  imagination  ; 
poetically  describing  scenes  which  his  active  faiicy  draws 
before  him.  It  was  not  safe,  in  his  time,  to  express  the 
real  sentiments  entertained  on  a  subject  so  near  and  dear 
to  the  heart,  and  so  full  of  danger  to  all  concerned.  He 
therefore  makes  use  of  the  style  and  metaphors  adopted, 
that  the  poem  might  be  intelligible  to  those  alone  who 
contemplated  the  dark  events  of  futurity. 


GILLEASPUIG  NA  CIOTAIG. 
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GILlEASPUIG  NA  CIOTAIG; 

OR, 

ARCHIBALD  M'DONALD,  THE  UIST  CO^illC  BARD. 

We  know  little  more  of  this  distinguished  poet  than  the  following  songs  contain, 
one  of  which  was  composed  to  the  chief  of  the  clan  Cameron,  who  resided  on  his  estate 
in  Lochaber,  when  the  poet  visited  that  country.  Having  met  with  great  kindness 
from  the  chief,  the  poet  made  the  only  return  he  could  have  made,  and  which  was  con- 
sidered no  small  requittance  in  those  days — he  sung  his  praise.  It  was  a  tribute  of 
gratitude.  Another  was  composed  to  ridicule  a  vain  young  man  ;  who,  it  is  still  be- 
lieved, had  a  better  right  to  the  property  of  Lovat  than  the  person  who  succeeded  to 
it ;  but  being  guilty  of  murder,  was  obliged  to  fly  the  country.  He  used  to  appear  in  a 
dress  which,  in  his  estimation,  completed  the  gentleman  ;  but  in  the  eyes  of  others  made 
him  ridiculous.  Happening  to  be  at  a  wedding  in  his  full  dress,  with  his  hanger,  or  dirk, 
dangling  at  his  side  in  the  dance,  and  buckled  shoes,  the  piper  imprudently  played  the 
tune  **  Tha  biodag  air  mac  Thòmais,'" — a  satire  composed  by  our  bard  to  the  identical 
man.  He,  incensed,  drew  his  dirk,  which  all  supposed  he  would  sheathe  in  the  bag  of 
the  piper,  but,  in  his  fury,  mortally  wounded  him.  He  escaped  to  America,  and  durst 
not  appear  to  claim  the  estate.  His  other  poems  remind  us  of  similar  pieces  bv  Burns. 
Men  of  genius  have  similar  ideas,  and  make  use  of  the  same  means  to  expose  such  as 
they  observe  laying  themselves  open  to  ridicule. 

%*  We  omit  the  poem  in  praise  of  Lochiell,  as  inferior  to  the  bard's  humorous  pieces.     It  is  in 
"Stewart's  Collection,"  page  103. 


MARBHRANN  DO  DH'  IAIN  RUADH  PIOBAIR. 

Fhuair  mi  sgeula  bho'u  ghobha,  l     Chaill  an  searinsair  a  chlaisteachd, 

Cha'n  aobhar  meoghail,  acli  gniaim,  |     Tha'n  gleus  air  a  ghrad  leigeadh  suns, 

E-fein  fo  mhi-ghean,  's  fo  thiioblaid,  I     O'n  trie  a  thainig  ceòl  taitiieach, 

Hi  iarunn  cist'  do  dh'  Iain  Ruadh.*  i     Ragha  caismeachd  mo  chluais. 


Saoir  a'  locaradh,  'sa'  sàbhadb, 
'S  a  cbulaidh  bhkis  'ga  cuir  suas, 
Sam  bach  cadal  na  corra, 
Cha  chluinneai'  tuilleadh  a  fuaim. 

Chaidh  na  maidcan  a  òrdugb, 
Cha'n  aithne  dhomh-s  an  cuir  suas, 
Tha'n  gaothair  air  stopadh, 
Tha'n  da  dhos  na'n  trom-shuain. 


Ceol  bu  bblasd'  a's  bu  bhinne, 
'Dhùsgadh  spiorad  do'n  t-sluagh, 
Ceol  bu  tart;iraic:h'  siubhal, 
ThioTiiidadh  tioma  gu  cruas  : 
Ceol  mar  smcòrach  a  ghlinne, 
Ceol  a's  binne  na  cuach  ; 
Meoir  gun  bhraise,  gun  ghiorradh, 
Dian  ruith-leumnach,  hiath. 

Bu  sgiolta  sealleadh  do  slieannsair, 

Air  port,  's  air  crunn-luath,  's  air  cuairt. 


•  John  M'Quilhen,  a  piper  in  South  Uist.     He  was  a        p  ,,  i^    »      i 

great  companion  and  favourite  of  ti)e  bard.    This  elegy        ^  ronnaflh  cnaparra,  iughmhor, 
was  composed  while  the  piper  was  living.  I     Caismeachd  shunntach  'san  ruaig  ; 


'^'^                                    SAIUOIJAIK  NAM 

13ARD   GAELACIl. 

Dlieiiiiadh  gaÌHgeach  de'n  Hgliiiraich, 

'S  beag  mo  shunnt  rl  lath  f^-ille, 

CliuireHtiii  diiiii-laocli  iiu  luatlis, 

'S  beag  mu  hpein  dhcth  gacli  real, 

Claidlit'uii  jiliiMH  '^iiii  i'iis^ìkIIi, 

'S  beag  ni«»  tbiat  lid  dhe  bhi  'g  eisteachd, 

Cluit;iieuii  bniil'  aig  liidid  luatli. 

Ciaoir  theiid  lliir  nan  croc. 
Learn  a  b'anuHa  do  bhruidhean, 

'S  iomadh  aoii  tha  ga'  iiindraiii, 

'N  am  Nuidhe  mu  btiòrd, 

On  cliaidi)  iiir  ort  saii  iiaigli  ; — 

Nu  drocb  dbreòclidan  air  lidhill. 

An  toiseach  labliaii'  an  Hjiliiicaii, 

Mar  fhuaim  Huithe  an  loin. 

IHiiodli  til  gìùlaii  gacli  uair. 

"  Tha  mi  li-iii  i;un  toiiibac.a, 

Bha  thu  d'  dhamhsair  air  ùrlar, 

Clia  be  cU'achdadh  a  I'huair, 

Bha  thu  siubblacli  air  snamh  ; 

'S  trie  chuii*  lain  l"o  m'aisne, 

Bha  thu  d'  chairiclie  liighmhor, 

Greiin,  a's  cairteal,  a's  cuach." 

Cha  bhiodh  tu  d'  iuiieich  fo  cliàch. 
Urram  h;um,  agus  ruitlie, 

Thuirt  a  ghloin'  a  bba'n  Asdairi, 

Glac  threun  a  ruitheadii  ati  ràmh, 

•*  Mo  sgeul  craiteacb,  ro  cliruaidli  ! 

'San  i.m  caitheadh  na  cloiche, 

Dh-Hialbh  ino  shiigradh,  's  »10  nihàiaii, 

Bu  leat  an  toiseach  air  c.'ich. 

Thug  am  bàs  leis  lain  liuadh  ; 

Fear  a  chluicheadh  a  chlàrsach, 
Dheanadh  dan,  agus  diian, 

Thoir  mo  shoraidh-sa  tharais, 
Dh-iornisuidh  'n  fiiearainn  ud  thall  ; 

Cha  b'e  Caluinn  achràmi»aidh 
Fònn  a  b'fheair  leis  'g  a  luaidh." 

0  nach  faod  mi  bhi  mar  ribh, 
'S  leibh  mo  bheannachd  san  am. 

Thuirt  am  pigidh  bha  lamh  vis, — 
*'  Faigh  an  t-drca  gu  luath, 

Biodh  an  uaigh  air  a  treachladh, 
Ann  am  fasaii  nach  gann  ; 
Buideal  rum  aig  a  chasan. 

Cuir  am  chlaigeann-sa  spàirt  e, 
Tha  tart  's  gach  aite  mu'n  cuairt. 

'S  rol  tombrtc  aig  a  cheann. 

Thainig  con-tràigh  na  pi   ighe, 

Tha  nithe  gnàthaichte  bhuainn, 

Cha  bhi  reothart  gu  bràth  ann, 

^ 

'S  ann  a  thràigheas  an  cuan." 

Thuirt  am  buideal,  's  am  botal, 
Thuirt  an  goc  ris  an  stop, 

AISEIRIGH  IAIN  ilUAIDIL 

Thuirt  an  copan,  's  an  t-slige  ; 

*'  'S  mor  an  sgrios  th'air  tigh'n  oirn. 

LUINT^EAG. 

Tha  gach  sruth  air  a  dhunadh. 

Hò-rò  gum  b'eibhinn  learn, 

Bha  cuir  a  dh-ionnsaidh  nan  Ion, 

'  Chluintinn  gu'n  do  dkeirich  thu. 

Cha'n  fhaighear  drap  air  an  ùrlar. 

^  S  ann  learn  a's  ait  an  sijeula  sin, 

A  fhliuchas  brù  Dhòmhnuill  òig," 

On  chaidh  an  t-Evg  cho  teami  ort. 

O'n  dh-fhalbh  an  cbmpanach  sàr-mhath, 

Chualadh  mi  gu'n  chailleadh  thu, 

Dh-fhalbh  an  rabhart,  's  an  spbrs, 

'S  gu'n  do  rinneadh  t-fhalaire. 

Dh-fbalbh  beannachd  na  cloinne, 

'S  e  cùis  mu'n  robh  mi  gearanach. 

'S  e  sheinneadh  an  ceùl. 

Do  bhean  a  bhi  na  bantraich. 

Nis  0  rinneadh  do  chàradh 

HO-TO,  ^c. 

'N  ciste  chlàralch  nam  bord, 

'6  mor  as  mist  lad  am  Phàro, 

Thug  iad  bho  na  h-òsdaìrean 

Gun  fhear  do  ghnàis  a  bhi  beò. 

Buidealan  gu  tòrradh  dhut, 
Mu  bheireas  mi  gun  òl  orra, 

Dh-fhalbh  an  deagh  ghille  cuideachd, 

'S  e  ni  sinn  seòrsa  balnnse. 

Nach  robh  sgrubail  san  bsd' ; 

Ho-rOy  ^c. 

Dh-fhalbh  fear  tràghadh  nan  searrag, 

Chosgadh  barrachd  thar  stop. 

On  tha  giubhas  sabhte  agad, 

Dh-thalbh  fear  deanadh  nan  duanag 

'S  gu'n  d'rinn  an  gobha  tairncan  dut, 

Leis  an  luaighte  gach  clo, 

'S  ann  theannas  sinn  rl  bata. 

Cha  b'e  ghnas  a  bhi  gearan, 

Theid  do  Pharo  dh-iaraidh  BranndaU 

Ge  h-ioma  glain'  thug  dha  pbg. 

Ho-ro,  ^"c. 

GILLEASPUIG   NA  CIOTAIC. 
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Cha  bhi  dad  a  dh'eis  oirre, 
Glitiiblt  i  gach  iii  dh't'hcuinas  i, 
Ni'ii  liun  aodach  a  r/iui/t-si-ol  d'i, 
'S  gu'ii  dean  iia  speiceaii  cruiiu  d'i. 
Ho-ro,  S[C. 

Cha'n  easbhuidh  riach  bi  ballaibh  aim, 
Gu  cuplaichean,  's  gu  tarruiiinean, 
Tha  i'òpaìubean  gun  ghaiiin'  agaiiiii, 
'S  gu'ii  ceangail  sitiii  gu  teaiiii  iad. 
JJo-ro,  <|c. 

Cha'n  eil  m'inntinn  gearanach, 
O'n  chuir  thu  dhiut  an  galar  ud, 
'S  ann  tha  do  phiub  na  deannul, 
A  toirt  caithream  air  ceol  dauihsaidh. 
Ho-ro,  ^c. 

'Nuair  bha  thu  ann  san  reiseamaid, 
Bu  sgairtail,  tapaidh,  treubhach,  tliu, 
Na  h-uile  fear  a  leumeadh  ort, 
Ghreadadh  tu  gun  taing  e. 

Horo,  S^c. 

'Nuair  bha  thu  na  t-òganach, 
Bu  lionmhur  ìiit'  am  b'eòlach  tliu, 
Chunna'  mis'  an  clòsaidean, 
Ag  lA  an  Amsterdam  thu  ! 
Ho-ro,  ^c. 


ORAN    CNAIDEIL 

DO  'N  OLIiA  LEODACH. 

LUINNEAG. 

Thugaihh,  thugaihh,  h6  !  bo  !  bh  ! 
An  Doctor  Jjcbdach  's  biodag  air, 
Faicill  oirbh  san  taobh  sin  thall 
Nach  toir  e  '«  ceann  a  thiota  dhibh. 

Nuair  bha  thu  a  d'fhleasgach  og, 
Bu  mhlrchuiseach  le  claidheamh  tliu, 
Chaidh  Aileaii  Muillear  riut  a  chòmhraig, 
'S  leon  e  le  bloidh  spealun  thu. 

Tnugaibh,  <|*c. 

Bha  thu  na  do  bhasbair  cbrr, 
'S  claidlieamh-mur  an  tarruinn  ort, 
An  saighdear  's  measa  th'aig  rlgh  Ueòrs', 
Chòmhraigeadh  e  Alasdair. 
Thugaibh,  ^c. 


Gu'  bhiodh  sud  ort  air  do  thauiih, 
Claidheatnli  caol  sa  ji^hliogartaicli  ; 
Ciia'n  eil  talcag  thig  o'n  tràigh, 
Nacli  cuir  thu  oarr  nan  itean  d'i. 
Thugaibh,  ^c. 

Biodag  'n  an  deach  an  gath-scirg 
Air  crios  seilg  ati  luideaiaich  ; 
Bha  seachd  oiriicli  oirr'  a  mheirg, 
Gur  mairg  an  rachadh  bruideadh  dh'i. 
Thugaibh,  ^c. 

A  bhiodag  's  inios'  th''  anns  an  tir, 
'S  a  beart-chinn  air  ciirith  oirre, 
Chnàmh  a  faubhar  leis  an  t-suith, 
'S  cha  ghearr  i  'n  im  na  dh'  itheadh  tu. 

Thugaibh,  S^c. 

Claidheamh,  agus  sgàbard  dearg, 
S  cearbach  sud  air  amadan, 
'Ghearradh  amhaic.hean  nan  sgarbh, 
A  dh-fhagadh  marbh  gun  auail  iad. 

Thugaibh,  ^c. 

Cha  nè  deoch  bhainne,  na  mheig, 
'S  cinnteach  mi  rinn  ucsa  dhiot; 
Ach  biadh  bu  docha  leat  nau  t-im, 
Giobainean  nan  gugachan. 
Thugaibh,  <^c. 

'S  iomad  farspag  rinn  thu  mharbhadh, 
A's  sùlair  garbh  a  rug  thu  air, 
A  bhlianna  sin,  mu  'n  deach  thu  'n  arm, 
Chuir  uibhean  sgarbh  cioch-shlugain  ort. 

Thugaibh,  §c. 

'Nuair  theid  thu  na  chreig  gu  h-ard, 
Cluinnear  gàir  nan  iseanan  ; 
'S  mu  thig  am  fulamair  a  d'  dhail, 
Sathaidh  tu  do  bhiodag  ann. 
Thugaihh,  ^c. 

*Nuair  a  theid  thu  sa'  Chreig-bhàin, 
Cha  mhòr  do  stà  'sna  sgorrachan  ; 
Cha  tig  na  h-eunlaidh  a'd'  dhail, 
Le  faileadh  do  chuid  drogaichean. 
Thugaibh,  S^c. 

'Nuair  a  theid  thu  air  an  rup, 
A  righ  bu  mhor  do  cudthrom  air  ; 
Mu  thig  an  cipean  a's  a  ghrund, 
Cluinnear  plumb  'nuair  thuitcas  tu. 

Thugaibh,  iS^c. 

Bu  tu  theannaicheadh  an  tsreang 
Cha'n  bhi  i  faiin  mur  bris  thu  i, 
Direadh  's  na  h-isRanan  a  d'  sgeith, 
Air  leam  gu'm  feum  thu  cuideachadh. 
Thugaibh,  ^c. 
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Cliii  inlmi'bh  t)iu  urnul  ri  càc.li, 
Ge  Iciitliuii  laidir  nio^iti*  thii  ; 
'8  t-.'iinn  elm  diaii  a  bluNig  u  Nf.à, 
IVlur  H<;ri()hai'  clar,  iia  praidu  ivo. 
Thuijuibh,  iN[c. 


Kole.  —  \">r  M'l.cod,  tlicsiibji.H-t<)f  this  kopk,  was  a  native 
of  St.  Kilila.  lie  was  sonic  liun'  abroad  as  Kurucon  to  a 
HÌKliland  rcfjiiiicnt,  and  on  his  return  home  lie  used  to  go 
aliout  in  Ijìs  lull  unirorni,  \n  which  the  puel  tliuught  iie 
made  rather  an  odd  (igure. 


BANAIS  CHIOSTAL-ODIIAIR. 

LUINNICAU. 

A.  bhannls  a  hhd'n  Ciustul-od/iar, 
Ann  an  Ciostul-odliar,  odliar, 
A  b/ia)iais  a  bha'n  Ciostahodliar, 
C/ta  robh  otiiail  choir  oirre  ! 

Thainig  fear  a  staii;h  ga'm  ghriobadh, 
Dh-iiiiise  gii'ii  taiiiig  am  pigidli, 
Fhuaras  botul  lionadli  sligt;, 
13u  bliinn  gllg  a's  crònaii. 
A  bhanaii,  c^c. 

Thainig  fear  a  mias  le  mi-mhodlj, 
Gu  e-t'cin  a  chuir  an  ire, 
Thùisich  e  air  bleith  nan  incau, 
Gu  ini-thin  a  sgròbadh. 
A  bhanais,  ^C. 

Ach  labhair  mise  gu  fiadhaich  : — 
*'  Mas  e  mi-stath  tha  thu  'g  iarraidh, 
Gur  dòcha  gu'n  cuir  mi'ti  fhiacail, 
Air  iochdar  do  sgùrnain  !  " 
A  bhanais,  >^c. 

Smaoiiitich  mi  eiridh  'n-am  sheasamh, 
On  bu  ghn.-i  learn  a  bbi  'g  eadradh, 
Olc  na  dhe^gh  gu'n  d'rinn  mi '  leagadh, 
'S  bhuail  mi  breab  san  tòin  air. 
A  bhanais,  ^c. 

'Nuair  a  chaidh  na  fir  gu  riasladh, 
Gu'n  robh  ceathrar  dhiu  sa  ghriosaich  ; 
Am  fear  bu  laige  bha  e'n  iochdar, 
•S  thug  iad  mirean  beò  as. 
A  bhanais,  ^c. 


'Nuair  a  tlioÌHÌeh  iad  air  builloan, 
Chu  robh  mi-iliiu  n"  <-ur  cuir  dhiom, 
Gus  nu  uihiiigh  iad  nir  niu  nihutiineul, 
'S  air  duileasg  uio  Hhròine. 
A  bhanais,  iS^c. 

An  KÌn  'nuair  a  dh'  eirich  nn  triublaid, 
Thainig  iad  far  an  robh  mise, 
'1  h«ig  iad  mi  niach  thun  na  Hitìg', 
'I'hcab  gu'n  itiite  beò  mi. 
A  bhanais,  <^c. 

Thug  i.id  a  much  thun  nan  raointean, 
Mar  gun  reachadh  cù  ri  caoirich, 
'S  am  fear  nach  do  sgrùb  iad  aodann, 
I3ha  aodach  gu  shrùiceadb. 
A  bhaiiais,  ^c. 

'Nuair  thoisich  iad  air  a  cheile, 
Striidadh  na  ful'  anns  na  speuran  ; 
Bha  'mis'  an  ;.ite  gan  eisdcachd, 
'S  gun  b'  eibhinn  an  spurs  iud. 
A  bhanais,  ^c. 

Bhuail  iad  air  a  cheile  chnagadh, 
Leig  iad  air  a  cheile  shadadh, 
Shin  iad  air  aithris  na  braide, 
'S  air  cagnadh  nan  òrdag. 
A  bhanais,  S^c, 

Fear  ri  caoineadh,  fear  ri  aighear, 
Fear  na  sheasamh,  fear  na  laid  he, 
Fear  a  pògadh  bean-an-taighe, 
Fear  a  gabhail  òrain! 
A  bhanais,  ^c. 

Cha  robh  aim  ach  beagan  dibhe, 
Leig  iad  a  dh-iunnsaidh  an  cridhe, 
Bha  fear  a's  fear  aca  rithist, 

Gun  bhrtiidhinn  gun  chòmhradh. 
A  bhanais,  ^c. 

Sin  'nuair  a  labhair  am  fidhleir : — 
"  Chuir  sibh  mo  phuirt  feadh  na  fidhlc  j 
'S  mis  am  fear  gu'n  tig  an  dilinn, 
Nach  toir  sgriob  air  ceòl  duibli." 
A  bhanais f  ^c. 


DCJGIIALL  BOCIIANNAN,  KJT 


DUGIIALL   ROCIIANNAN. 

DuGALD  Buchanan  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Balquiddcr,  Perthshire,  in  the  year 
1716.  His  father  was  a  small  fanner,  who  also  rented  a  mill.  His  mother  was  an  excel- 
lent and  pious  woman  ;  but,  unfortunately  for  him,  she  died  when  he  was  only  six  years 
old.  His  father  gave  him  such  education  as  he  could  afford  ;  and  that  appears  to  liavc 
been  more  than  was  commonly  taught  at  country  schools  at  that  time.  When  he  was 
only  twelve  years  of  age,  he  was  sent  to  teach  in  another  family,  where  he  did  not  im- 
prove in  his  morals,  as  he  learned  to  curse  and  swear.  When  lie  was  farther  advanced 
in  life,  he  became  loose  and  immoral,  associating  with  bad  company,  and  apparently 
regardless  of  the  pious  example  that  had  been  set  before  him  liy  his  mother.  When  he 
grew  up,  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  house-carpenter  in  Kippen,  where  he  did  not  continue 
long,  till  he  removed  to  Dumbarton.  Here  he  continued  the  same  course  of  profane  and 
sinful  practice  that  afterwards  caused  him  much  trouble  and  remorse  of  conscience  during 
many  years,  until  he  at  last  obtained  peace  with  God,  and  became  a  sincere  and  eminent 
Christian.  He  does  not  appear  to  have  settled  long  in  any  place,  till  the  "  Society  for 
Propagating  Christian  Knowledge"  appointed  him  schoolmaster  and  catechist  at  Kenloch 
Ranoch,  in  the  year  1755.  In  this  remote  place  he  laboured  with  great  pains  and  dili- 
gence in  his  calling  during  the  remainder  of  his  days  ;  and  here  he  composed  those  hymns 
which  will  render  his  name  as  lasting  as  the  language  in  which  they  are  written.  Besides 
the  hymns,  he  wrote  a  diary,  which  was  published  in  the  year  183G,  with  a  memoir  of  the 
.  author  prefixed.  From  this  memoir  we  shall  copy  a  short  abstract  of  his  labours  and 
diligence  at  Kenloch  Ranoch.  Although  he  was  not  a  regular  licentiate,  he  acted  as  a 
kind  of  missionary ;  and  exhorted,  preached,  catechised,  and  reproved,  till  he  wrought  a 
great  reformation  on  the  people  in  that  district : — *'  Ranoch  is  an  extensive  district,  in 
the  parish  of  Fortingall.  It  is  situated  at  a  great  distance  from  the  church,  and  the 
clergyman  visited  it  at  long  intervals.  The  people,  therefore,  instead  of  assembling  on 
Sabbath  to  worship  God,  generally  met  to  play  at  foot-ball.  Moved  with  zeal  for  the 
glory  of  God,  and  grieved  at  the  sins  he  witnessed,  he  zealously  set  about  reforming  the 
people,  by  convincing  them  of  the  sinfulness  of  their  ways.  Finding  it  impossible  to 
bring  them  together  for  prayer  or  exhortation,  he  would  follow  them  to  the  scene  of  their 
sinful  amusements,  and  there  reason  with  them  about  death  and  judgment  to  come.  By 
the  great  and  disinterested  anxiety  he  manifested  for  their  spiritual  welfare,  some  of  them 
were  brought  to  a  better  observance  of  the  Sabbath,  by  uniting  with  him  in  the  worship 
of  God.  The  impression  made  on  the  minds  of  those  who  came  to  hear  him  was  such, 
that  they  persuaded  their  friends  and  neighbours  to  come  also,  which  gradually  drew  a 
more   numerous   attendance.      His  ])iety   and   excellence   of  character   becoming  now 
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generally  known,  the  numbers  who  flocked  from  all  parts  to  hear  him  were  so  great,  that 
the  iiouse  in  which  thoy  hud  hitherto  mot  was  insnflieiont  to  contain  them:  he  therclbro 
adjourned  with  tlie  ))eoj)io  to  a  rising  ground  on  the  banks  of  the  Ranoch.  Nor  was  he 
attended  by  those  only  among  whom  I'e  lived,  but  by  many  from  other  remote  jjarts, 
who  were  attracted  by  the  iame  of  his  j)icty.  In  addressing  the  |)eo])le,  his  meek  and 
gentle  spirit  led  him  to  dwell  most  on  tiie  loftier  motives — the  more  tender  appeals  with 
which  the  gospel  abounds  ;  but,  to  stubborn  and  determinate  sinners,  he  was  severe  in 
discipline,  encountering  them  with  the  terrors  of  the  Lord,  that  he  might  win  them  to 
Christ." 

It  is  said  that  Buchanan  assisted  INIr  Stewart  of  Killin  in  translating  the  New  Testa- 
ment into  the  Scottish  Gaelic,  and  that  he  corrected  the  work  while  passing  through  the 
press  at  Edinburgh,  in  the  year  17G6.  During  his  stay  there  he  availed  himself  of  the 
opportunity  of  attending  the  classes  for  Natural  Philosophy,  Anatomy,  Astronomy,  &e., 
which  made  a  great  impression  upon  his  mind,  and  gave  him  more  extensive  views  of  the 
omnipotence  and  wisdom  of  the  Divinity.  He  was,  during  either  of  these  years,  intro- 
duced to  the  celebrated  David  Hume  the  historian,  who,  having  been  informed  of  his 
excellent  character,  received  him  with  great  affability,  and  entered  very  familiarly  into 
conversation  with  him  on  various  topics. 

While  discussing  the  merits  of  some  authors,  Mr  Hume  observed  that  it  was  impossible 
to  imagine  any  thing  more  sublime  than  the  following  lines  which  he  repeated : — 


*'  The  cloud-capt  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces. 
The  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself. 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherits  shall  dissolve, 
And  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  a  vision — 
Leave  not  a  wreck  behind." 


Buchanan  at  once  admitted  the  beauty  and  sublimity  of  the  lines,  but  said  that  he  had 
a  book  at  home  from  which  he  could  produce  a  passage  still  more  sublime,  and  repeated 
the  following  verses  : — "  And  I  saw  a  great  white  throne,  and  him  that  sat  on  it,  from 
whose  face  the  earth  and  the  heaven  fled  away  ;  and  there  was  found  no  place  for  them. 
And  I  saw  the  dead,  small  and  great,  stand  before  God:  and  the  books  were  opened; 
and  another  book  was  opened,  which  is  the  book  of  life :  and  the  dead  were  judged  out 
of  those  things  which  were  written  in  the  books,  according  to  their  works.  And  the  sea 
gave  up  the  dead  which  were  in  it ;  and  death  and  hell  delivered  up  the  dead  which  were 
in  them:  and  they  were  judged  every  man  according  to  their  works."* 

He  published  his  "  Hymns'  about  the  year  1767.  The  demand  for  this  little  work 
has  continued  since,  and  every  year  adds  to  its  popularity — a  sure  proof  of  its  merit. 
There  have  been  at  least  fifteen  editions  of  it  printed  ;  while  of  the  works  of  the  celebrated 
bards,  Macdonald  and  Macintyre,  there  have  been  only  four  editions. 


*  Rev.  XX.  11— ] 3. 
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Our  author  continued  his  useful  and  jnoua  labours  at  Ranoch  till  his  deatli,  which 
happened  on  the  second  of  June,  17G8,  when  he  was  seized  with  fever,  which  carried 
him  off  in  the  fifty-second  year  of  his  age.  During  his  illness  he  was  frequently  delirious,  and 
in  that  state  would  sing  of  the  "  Lamb  in  the  midst  of  the  throne."  In  his  lucid  intervals 
he  expressed  his  full  hope  in  the  resurrection  of  the  just,  and  his  desire  to  depart  and  be 
with  Christ.  The  people  of  Ranoch  wished  his  remains  to  be  buried  among  them,  but 
his  relations  carried  the  body  away  to  their  own  country,  and  he  was  buried  in  the  bury- 
ing-ground  of  the  Buchanans  at  Little  Lenny,  near  Callander.  In  his  person  he  was 
considerably  above  the  middle  size,  and  rather  of  a  dark  complexion,  but  upon  a  close 
inspection  his  countenance  beamed  affection  and  benevolence.  Among  his  intimate 
acquaintance  he  was  affable,  fn.^e,  jocular  and  social,  and  possessed  much  interesting 
information  and  innocent  anecdotes,  in  consequence  of  which  his  company  was  much 
sought  after  by  all  the  families  in  the  country.  In  his  dress  he  was  plain  and  simple, 
wearing  a  blue  bonnet  and  a  black  dress,  over  which  he  generally  wore  a  blue  great-coat. 
After  his  death  his  widow  removed  to  Ardoch,  where  she  remained  till  the  time  of  her 
death.     He  left  two  sons  and  two  daughters  :  one  of  the  latter  was  alive  in  1836. 

As  a  poet,  Buchanan  ranks  in  the  highest  class.  Endowed  with  great  power  of 
imagination,  and  full  of  moral  and  religious  enthusiasm,  his  poetry  is  at  once  fervid,  lofty, 
and  animated  ;  and  invariably  calculated  to  promote  the  cause  of  religion  and  virtue. 
Those  distinguishing  qualities  have  rendered  him  the  most  popular  poet  in  the  language  ; 
and  we  may  safely  assert,  that  his  popularity  will  endure  as  long  as  the  language  in 
which  he  has  written  is  understood. 

"  The  Day  of  Judgment"'  is  the  most  popular  poem  in  the  language.  It  displays 
great  force  of  imagination,  and  fixes  the  mind  on  the  sublime  and  awful  scenes  of  a  world 
brought  to  an  end,  amidst  the  wreck  of  elements,  and  the  assemblage  of  the  whole  human 
race  to  judgment. 

"  The  Scull"  is  full  of  good  poetry,  with  appropriate  reflections  on  the  vanity  of 
mortal  enjoyments.  It  shows  the  fierce  tyrant  and  the  lowly  slave — the  haughty  chief 
and  the  humble  tenant — the  mighty  warrior  and  the  blooming  virgin — the  mercenary 
judge  and  the  grasping  miser— all  reduced  to  one  level,  the  grave  ;  to  feed  the  lowly 
worm  and  the  crawling  beetle. 

"  The  Dream"  contains  useful  lessons  on  the  vanity  of  human  pursuits,  and  the 
unsatisfactory  rewards  of  ambition.  The  following  lines  ought  to  be  remembered  by 
every  one  who  envies  greatness  :  — 

"  Ch;i  'ii  Vil  neach  o  thrioblaid  saor, 
A'  measg  h'  chinne-dHonn'  air  fad 
'S  CO  lioninhor  osiia  aij^  an  vigh. 
Is  uig  a  neach  is  isle  staid.'" 

**  The  Winter"  begins  with  a  vivid  description  of  the  effects  of  that  season,  and  the 
preparation  of  men  and  animals  to  provide  food  and  shelter.  The  poet  then  draws  a 
comparison  between  the  winter  and  the  decline  of  human  life,  warning  the  old  nuui  to 
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prepare  for  liis  future  state,  as  the  husbaiultnaii  prepares  food  and  fuel  lor  winter — to 
imitate'  tlu:  j)rudciit  forcsifjlit  of  tlie  ant  and  the  bee,  and  not  tiie  idh;  and  improvident 
fly,  daneini^  joyously  in  the  sunbeams  till  he  perishes  by  the  winter's  frost.  This 
excellent  poem  is  deservedly  admired  as  one  of  the  finest  s{)eeimens  of  didactic  poetry  in 
the  Ciuelic  lau'aia'jre. 


L  A  T  II  A'    15  II  It  K  I  T  II  E  A  N  A  1  S. 


Am  feadh  'ta  cliuid  is  nio  de'n  t-saogli'l 
Gu'u  gliaol  do  Chriosd,  gu'n  sgionn  d'a  reaclid, 
Gu'n  chreideainh  ac'  gu'n  tig  e  lis, 
'Thoirt  breith  na  firinn  air  gach  neach. 

An  cadal  peacaidh  'ta'd  nan  suairi, 
A'  bruadar  pailteas  de  gach  ni  : 
Gu'n  uinhail  ac'n'  uair  thig  am  bàs, 
Kach  meal  iad  Tarras  o'n  àrd  High. 

Le  cumhachd  t-fhacail  Dhe  tog  siias, 
An  sluagh  chum  aithreachais  na  thrà, 
Is  beannaich  an  Dan  so  do  gach  neacli, 
Bheir  seachad  eisteachd  dha  le  gràdh. 

Mo  smuaintean  tahnhaidh  Dh6  tog  snas, 
'S  mo  theanga  fuasgail  ann  mo  bheul ; 
A  chum  gu'n  labhiainn  mar  bu  choir, 
Mu  ghloir  's  mu  uamhunn  latha  Dhc. 

Air  meadhon  oidhch'  'nuair  bhios  an  saogh'l, 
Air  aomadh  tharais  ann  an  suain  ; 
Grad  dhùisgear  suas  an  cìnne-daoin', 
Le  glaodh  na  trompaid  's  airde  fuaim. 

Air  neul  ro  alrd  ni  fhoillseach'  fein, 
Ard  aingeal  treun  le  trompaid  mhoir; 
Is  gairmidh  air  an  t-saogh'I  gu  l<^ir, 
lad  a  ghrad  eiridh  chum  a  mhoid  :  — 

"  O  cluinnibhs  uile  chlann  nan  daoin, 
Nis  thainig  ceanu  an  t-saog1i'l  gu  beachd  ; 
Leumaibh  'nar  beatha  sibhs  'ta  marbh, 
Oir  nis  gu  dearbh  'ta  los'  air  teachd." 

Is  seididh  e  le  sgal  clio  chruaidh, 
k    'S  gu  'n  cuir  e  sleibhte  's  cuan  'nan  ruith  ; 
Grad  chlisgidh  na  bhios  marbh  'san  uaigh, 
Is  na  bhios  beo  le  h-uamhunn  crith. 

Le  osalg  dhoinionnaich  a  bheil, 

An  saogh'l  so  reubaidh  e  gu  garg, 

'S  mar  dhùn  an  t-seangain  dol  'na  ghluais, 

Grad  bhrùchdaidh  'n  uaiijh  a  nios  a  mairbh. 


i 


'N  sin  cruintiichidh  gas  cas  in  laiiili, 
Chaidh  cbur  san  araich  fad  o  <;h6il  ; 
'S  bidh  faruin  mor  a  measg  nan  cnàuih, 
Gach  uon  diu'  dol  'na  <Mte  i'ein. 

Mosglaidh  na  fireanaich  an  tùs, 
Is  dùisgear  iad  gu  leir  o'n  suain. 
An  anamaibh  turlingidh  o  gbloir, 
Ga'n  còmiriachadh  aig  bcul  na  h-uaigh. 

Le  eibhneas  togaidh  iad  an  ceanii, 
'  Ta  am  am  fuasgiaidh  orra  dlii  ; 
Is  mar  chraoibh-mhcas  f"o  iomlan  blatb, 
Tha  dreach  an  Slànuitheir  'nan  gniiis  : 


Tha  obair  Spiorad  naomh  nan  gràs 
Air  glanadh  'n  nàduir  o  'n  taobh  steach  ; 
'S  mar  thrusgan  glan  'ta  umhlaclid  Chiiosd, 
Ga'n  deanamh  sgiamhach  o'n  taobli   inach. 

Duisgear  na  h-aingidh  suas  'n  an  doigh, 
]Mar  bheisdibh  gairisneach  as  an  t-slochd  ; 
'S  o  it'rinn  thig  an  anama  truagh  ; 
Thoirt  coinneamh  uamhasach  da  'n  corp. 

'N  sin  labhraidh  'n  t-anam  brònach  truagh, 
Il'a  choluinn  oillteil,  uamhar,  bhroun, 
"  ?fIo  chlaoidh  !  ciod  uim'  an  d'eirich  thu 
Thoirt  peanas  dùbailt  oirn  le  cheil? 

'*  O  !  'n  eigin  dbmhsa  dol  aris, 
Am  priosan  neo-ghlan  steach  a'd'  chre  ? 
Mo  thruaiglie  mi,  gu'n  d'aontaich  riamh, 
Le  t-anamlanna  brudeil  fein  ! 

"  O'm  faigh  mi  dealach'  riut  gu  bràth  ! 
No  'n  tig  am  bàs  am  feasd  a'd'  choir  ! 
'N  drijigh  teine  air  do  chnaimhean  iarin  ! 
No  dibh-fheirg  Dhe  an  struidh  i  t-fheùil !" 

Eiridh  na  righrean  'e  daoine  mor, 
Gun  smachd  gun  òrdugh  ann  nan  làinib  ; 
'S  cha'n  aithn'ear  iad  a  measg  an  t-sluaidh, 
O  'n  duine  thruagh  bha  ac'  na  thràill. 
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'S  na  daoine  uaibliroach  leis  nadi  W  iluCt, 
Gu  'li  ùmlilaiciieadii  iad  fViii  du  Dhia  ; 
O  faic  aiiis  iad  air  an  i^lun'  ; 
A'  deanainh  ui-nuigh  lis  gach  sliabli  :  — 

*'  O  chioa<j:iri  tiiitibh  air  ar  ceaiiri, 

Le  sgàirneicli  gliaii  bh  de  chlacbaii  cruaidli, 

Is  sgriosaibh  siiin  u  tir  nam  beò, 

A  chum  s  nach  faic  sitin  glùir  an  Uain." 

Amach  as  uamhaidh  gabbaidh  'tiuiall 
An  diabhoi  's  a  chuid  aingle  fcin, 
Ge  cruaidh  e  's  eigin  teachd  a  làth'r, 
A'  slaodadh  shlàbhraidh  a's  a  diic'lgb. 

'N  sin  fùsaidh  ruthadh  ann  san  spour 
Mar  fhi.ir  na  maidiie  'g  eiridh  dearg  ; 
/Ag  innse  gu'm  beil  losa  feiii, 
A'  teachd  na  deidh  le  latha  garbh  : 


Grad  fhosglaidh  a's  a  chcil  na  neòil, 
Mar  dhorus  seòmair  an  àrd  High, 
Is  foillsichear  am  Breithcamh  m'jr, 
Le  glòir  is  greadhnachas  gun  chrich. 


Ill 


Tha  'm  bogha-frois  mu'n  cuairt  da  cheann, 
*S  mar  thuil  nan  gleann  tha  fuaim  a  ghuth  ; 
'S  mar  dhealanach  tha  sealhidh  sul, 
A'  spùtadh  a's  na  neuhiibh  tiugh. 

A  ghrian  àrd-lòcharan  nan  speiu', 
Do  ghloir  a  phearsa  gcillidh  grad  ; 
An  deah-adh  drillseacii  thig  oghnùis, 
A  solus  mùchaidh  e  air  fad. 

Cuiridh  i  uimpe  culaidh  bhròin, 

'S  bidh  'ghealach  mar  gun  doirt'  oirr'  fuil, 

Is  crathar  cumhachdan  nan  speur, 

A'  tilgeadh  nan  reull  a's  am  bun. 

Bidh  iad  air  uideal  ann  san  spcur, 
Mar  mheas  air  gc-ig  ri  ànradh  garbh  ; 
Tuiteam  mar  bhraonaibh  dh-uisge  dlvi, 
'S  an  glòir  mar  shiiilean  duine  mhairbh. 

Air  charbad  teine  suidhidh  e, 

'S  mun  cuairt  da  buucaidh  'n  tairneanach, 

A'  dol  le  ghairm  gu  crioch  na  neamh,  "/^ 

'S  a'reub  nan  neul  gu  duinionnach.  * 

O  chuibhlibh  'charbaid  thig  amach, 
Sruth  mor  de  theine  laist'  le  feirg  ; 
Is  sgaoilidh  'n  tuil'  ud  air  gach  taobh, 
A'  cur  an  t-saogh'l  na  lasair  dheiig. 

Leaghaidh  na  Duile  'nuas  le  teas, 
Ceart  mar  a  leaghas  teine  coir  ; 
Na  cnuic  's  na  sloibhte  lasaidh  suas, 
'S  bidh  teas-ghoil  air  a'  chuan  gu  loir. 


Na  beanntan  iaigalt  na«;h  tug  seach, 
An  stòras  riamh  de  neach  dan  deùin, 
Ta  iad  gu  fialaidh  taosgadb  'uiach, 
An  iònnihais  loaght'  mar  abhainn  uiliòir. 

Gach  noach  bha  sgriobadh  cruiiin  an  òir, 
Le  sannt,  le  dù-bheirt,  no  le  fuil  ; 
Làn  chaisgibh  'nis  'ur  'n  iota  mor, 
'S  a  nasgaidh  ùlaibh  dhelh  o'n  tuil. 

O  sibhse  rinn  'ur  bun  do'n  t-saogh'l, 
Nach  tig  sibh  's  caoinibh  e  gu  geur, 
'N  uair  tha  e  'gleacadh  ris  a  bhàs, 
Mar  dhuine  l.'.idjr  dol  do'n  eug. 

A  chuisle  chieachd  bhi  fallain  fuar, 
Ri  mireag  uaibhreach  feadh  nan  gleann, 
'Tha  teas  a  chleibh  'ga  'n  smùidreadh  suas, 
he  goilibh  buaireis  feadh  nam  beann. 

Naich  faic  sibh  'chrlth  tha  air  mu'n  cuairt, 
'S  gach  creag  a'  fuasgladh  aim  's  gach  sliabh, 
Nach  cluinn  sibh  osnaich  throm  a  bhàis, 
'S  a  chridhe  sgaineadh  stigli  'n  a  chliabh. 

An  curtein  gorm  tha  null  o'n  ghrein, 

'S  mu'n  cuairt  do'n  chruinne-che  mar  chlcòc, 

Crupaidh  an  lasair  e  r'a  cheil, 

Mar  mheilleig  air  na  h-eibhlean  beo. 


Tha  'n  t-adhar  ga  thachd'  le  neula  tiugh, 
'S  an  toit  'na  meallaibh  dubh  dol  stias 
'S  an  teine  millteach  spùtadh  'mach, 
'Na  dhualaibh  caisreagach  mu'n  cuairt. 

Timcheall  a'  chruinne  so  gu  loir, 
Borb-bheucaidh  'n  tairneanach  gu  bras  ; 
'§  bidh  'n  lasair  lomadh  gloir  nan  speur, 
Mar  fhaloisg  ris  na  sloibhte  cas. 

\ 
Is  chum  an  doinionn  ata  suas, 
O  cheithir  àirdibh  gluaisidh  'ghaoth  ; 
Ga  sgiùrs'  le  neart  nan  aingle  treun, 
Luathach  an  leir-sgrios  o  gach  taobh. 

Tha  obair  na  sè  là  rinn  Dia, 

Le  lasair  dhian  ga  cuir  'fa  sgaòil, 

Cia  mor  do  shaibhreas  Rjgh  na  'm  feart, 

Nach  iunndrain  casgradh  nihile  saogh'l ! 

'M  feadh  tha  gach  ni  'an  glaic  an  eig, 
'S  a  chruitheachd  gu  loir  dol  bun-osccann, 
Teannaidh  am  Breithcamh  oirne  dlù, 
A  chum  gach  cuis  a  chur  gu  ceann. 

'N  sin  gluaisidh  e  o  àii'd  nan  speur, 
Air  cathair  a  IMhòrachd  (oin  a  nuas, 
Le  greadhnachas  nach  facas  riamh, 
'S  le  dhiadhachd  sgeadaichte  mun  cuairt. 


v^ 
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Tu  mile  tMniriumch  'iin  laiinh, 
A  cliiiin  u  imiitiiulc  Ngrios  am  U'ii'n, 
Is  i'uiiii-citrith  on'  ^ii  ^Ì^A  an  i;it'im, 
Mar  rlioiii  air  c^ill  ri  li-ain  tia  st-ilg. 

Aingle  gun  iiireamli  tlia  'na  clinirt, 
Le  'ii  hùilcHii  siiidliicht'  air  an   I{if;h, 
Chum  ruith  !«•  òr(liis;lisaii  gun  diiil, 
*S  na  li-uile  ait  ga'n  cur  an  gniumh. 

O  ludas  thig  a  nis  a  lathair, 

'S  gach  neaoh  rinn  bràithrcas  rìut  a'd  ghniomh, 
Am  dream  a  diraiclieadh  creideamh  Chriosd, 
Na  reic  e  air  son  ni  nacli  bThiach. 

A  shluagh  gun  cliiall  thug  miann  d<>'n  or, 
lloimh  ghloir  is  eibhneas  flaitheas  l)c, 
'Ur  malairt  ghòrach  faicibh  nis, 
'S  an  sgrios  a  tiuig  sibh  oirbh  l\jin. 

'S  a  mhuinntir  uaibhreach  leis  'm  bu  nàr, 
Gu  'n  cluinnte  cr^bhadli  dhi  'n'ur  te  »ch  ; 
Faicibh  a  ghloir  's  na  b'  ioghnadh  leibh, 
Ged  dhruid  e  sibh  ii  riogh'chd  amach. 

O  Herod  faic  a  nis  an  High, 
D'  an  tug  thu  spid  is  masladh  mor, 
Ga  sgeadacliadh  le  trusgan  ruadh. 
Mar  shuai  neas  sgallais  air  a  ghloir. 

Nach  faic  thu  Breitheamh  an  t-saoghail  gu  leir, 
*S  mar  eudach  uime  'n  lasair  dhearg  ; 
A'  teachd  thoirt  duais  do  dhaoine  cbir, 
'S  a  sgrios  luchd  db-bheirt  ann  am  feirg. 

Is  thusa  Fhilat  tog  do  shuil, 

'S  gu'm  faic  thu  nis'  a  muthadh  mor ; 

An  creid  thu  gur  h-e  sud  an  Ti 

A  rinn  thu  dhiteadh  air  do  mhod  ? 

An  creid  thu  gur  e-sud  an  ceann, 

Mun  d'  iath  gu  teann  an  sgitheach  geur, 

Na  idir  gur  i  sud  a  ghnùis, 

Air  na  thilg  na  h-lùdhaich  sile  breun  ! 

'M  bu  leoir  gu'n  theich  a  ghrian  air  chùl, 
A'  diultadh  tianuis  thoirt  do'n  gniomh  ? 
Ciod  uim'  nach  d'fhuair  a  chruitheachd  bàs, 
'N  uair  chèusadh  air  a  chrann  a  triatu  ? 

Cuiridh  e  aingle  'mach  gach  taobh, 
Chum  ceithir  ghaothaibh  'n  domhain  mhbir, 
A  chuairteachadh  gach  aon  do'n  t-sluagh, 
A  steach  gu  luath  a  dh'ionnsuidh  'mhòid. 

Gach  neach  a  dh'  aitich  coluinn  riamh, 
O'n  ear  's  o'n  iar  tha  nise'  teachd, 
Mar  sgaoth  de  blieachaibh  tigh'n  mu  gheig, 
An  deidh  dhaibh  eiridh  'mach  o'n  sgeap. 


'N  8in  togaidh  aingeal  glormhor  Huax, 

Art!  binatac.li  l^hiiosd  da'n  Miiaich'ncas  fuil  ;      / 

A  ciiriiinnoachadh  na  ghluais  an  rliuir, 

'S  du  fhulangas  rinn  d^igh  a's  bun. 

Do  m'ionnsuidh  cruinnichibh  mo  na»»imii. 

Is  tio(  ailibh  gach  aon  de'n  droanj, 

A  rinn  gu  diieas  is  gu  dlù, 

Le  creideamh  'a  ùmlachd  ceangal  learn. 

'N  sin  tionsgnaidh  'm  J>reith'  air  cùis  an  la, 

A  chum  a  n:\imhde  chur  fo  bhinn, 

Is  fosglaidh  e  leabhraichean  suas, 

Far  am  beil  peacadh  'n  t-sluai;^h  air  chuimhn': 

Fosglaidh  c  'n  cridhe  mar  an  ceudn', 
Air  dhoigh  's  gur  leir  de'n  h-uile  neach, 
Gach  uamharrachd  bha  gabhail  tùmh. 
Air  leadh  an  àrois  ud  a  steach  : 

'N  uair  chi'  an  sealladh  so  dhiubh  fein, 
Js  dearbh  gur  leir  dhaibh  ceartas  Dbia  ; 
'S  bidh  'n  gruaidh  a  leaghadh  as  le  nàir 
Nach  lugha  cràdh  na  teine  dian. 

Togaidh  an  trompaid  'ris  a  fuaim, 
"  Na  labhradh  a's  na  gluaiseadh  neach  ;" 
Air  chor  gu'n  cluinn  gach  beag  a's  mor, 
A  bhreith  thig  air  gach  se'  rs'  amach. 

"  A  dhaoine  sanntach  threig  a  choir, 

'S  a  leag  'ur  dòchas  an  'ur  toic, 

A  ghlais  gu  teann  'ur  cridhe  suas, 

'S  a  dhruid  'ur  cluas  ri  glaodh  nam  bochd. 

"  An  lomnochd  cha  do  dhion  o'n  fhuachd, 
'S  do'n  acrach  thruagh  cha  d'thug  sibh  biadh, 
Ged  lion  mi  fein  'ur  cisd'  de  Ion, 
'S  'ur  treuda'  chur  a'mòd  gach  bliadhn'. 

"  Ni  bheil  sibh  iomchuidh  air  mo  riogh'chd, 
As  eugmhais  firinn,  iochd,  a's  graidh  ; 
'S  o  reub  sibh  m'  iomhaidh  dhibh  gu  leir, 
Agraibh  sibh  fein  'nar  sgrios  gu  bràth. 

#  «  ^  «  * 
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"  A  nathraiche  millteach  's  oillteil  greann, 
Cha  binn  leam  ceol  'ur  sranntaich  àrd, 
'S  cha  'n  eisd  o'r  teangaidh  ghobhlaich  cliù, 
Le  driuchd  a  phuinnsein  air  a  barr. 

"  Is  sibhs'  thug  fuath  da  m'  òrduigh  naomJi, 
Is  leis  nach  b'ionmhuinn  caomh  mo  theach  ; 
Leis  'm  bu  bhliadhna  suidhe  uair, 
Am  àros  tabhairt  duals  do  m'  reachd. 
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<*  Cionnas  a  mheulas  8Ìbh  gu  bràtli, 
A'ln'  sheirbhis  sùbaid  sbiorruidh  bhitnu 
Na  cionnas  bheir  'ur  n-anain  gràdli, 
De'n  ni  da'n  tug  'ur  riàdur  fuath  ? 

"  'Luchd  mi-ruin  agus  farinaid  inhòir 
Da'n  <loruinn  ionilan  sonas  chàich, 
I^e  doilghios  geur  a'  cnàmh  'ur  cri, 
JMu  aon  neach  olrbh  fciu  bheir  barr. 

•'  Cia  mar  a  dh-fheudas  sibh  gu  bràth, 
Lùn  shonas  àiteach  ami  an  glòir  ; 
Far  am  faic  sibhse  milte  dream, 
Ga'n  ardach'  os  bhur  ceann  gu  mbr? 

«*  Am  fad  's  bu  leir  dhuibh  feadh  mo  liogh'clid, 
Neach  b'  airde  inbhe  na  sibh  fcin  ; 
Nach  fadadh  mi-run  's  farmad  cùirt, 
Teia'  it'rinn  duibh  a'm  flaitheas  De  ? 

<•  Is  sibhs'  'an  slighe  na  neo-ghloin  ghluais, 
'S  gu  sònraicht'  thruaill  an  leaba  phòsd  ; 
Gach  neach  a  thug  do  m'  naomhachd  fuath, 
Ga'n  tabhairt  suas  gu  toil  na  feol'. 

•*  Mar  b'  ionmhuinn  leibh  bhi  losgadh  'n  teas, 
'Ur  n-uabhair,  dheasaich  mi  dhuibh  fearg, 
Leaba  dearg  theth  'san  laidh  sibh  sius, 
Am  brachaibh-lin  de  lasair  dheirg. 

"  Ged  bheirinn  sibh  gu  rioghachd  mo  ghlùir, 
Mar  mhucan  steach  gu  seòmar  righ  ;        t 
'Ur  nàdur  neoghlan  bhiodh  ga  chràdh, 
Le'r  miannaibh  bàsachadh  chion  bidh. 

**  Gach  neach  tha  iomchuidh  air  mo  riogli'chd, 

Teannaibh  sibhse  chum  mo  dheis, 

Is  cruinnichibh  seachad  chum  mo  chli, 

A  chrionach  o  na  crannaibh  meas." 

'N  sin  tearbaÌDÌdh  e  chum  gach  taobh, 

Ma  caoraich  o  na  gobhraibh  lom  ; 

Ceart  mar  ni'm  buachaille  an  trc'ud, 

'N  uair  chuairtaicheas  e  spreidh  air  tom. 

'N  sin  labhraidh  e  ri  luchd  a  dheis, 
**  Sibhse  ta  deasaichte  le  m'  ghràs, 
Thigibhse,  sealbhaichibh  an  rioghachd, 
Nach  faic  a  sonas  crioch  gu  bn.th. 

"  Spealg  mise  'n  geat'  bha  oirbhse  dùinnt', 
Le  m'  ùmhlachd  's  m'  fhulaiigas  ro-gheur ; 
'S  dh-fhosgail  an  t-sleadh  gu  farsuinn  suas. 
Am  leith-taobh  dorus  nuadh  dhuibh  fein. 

"  Chum  craoibh  na  beath'  ta  'm  Pàrrais  l)c, 
Le  h-eibhneas  teannaibh  steach  da  coir  ; 
S  a  fearta  iongantach  gu  leir, 
Dearbhadh  'ur  n-uile  chrcuchd  's  bhur  leòn. 


"  An  claidhe  ruisgte  bha  laist  ga  dion, 
O  laimh  'ur  sinnsir  Adhamh  's  Kubh, 
ilirin  mise  truaill  dhe  ni'  chridhe  dhà, 
'S  a  lasair  bhàth  mi  le  in'  fhuil  luin. 

"  Fo  dosraich  iirair  suidhibh  sios, 
Nach  seaig  'a  nach  crion  am  feasd  a  blàth  ; 
'S  mar  smeòraichean  a  measg  a  g<MJK, 
Chum  inuiaidh  gleusaibh  binn  bhur  càil. 

*'  Le  'maise  siisaichibh  'ur  sùil. 
Is  oirbh  fo  sgtiil  cha  drùigh  an  teas, 
O  'duilleach  cùraidh  ùlaibh  slàint ; 
is  bith'bh  neo-bhùsmhor  le  a  meas. 

"  Gach  uile  mheas  tha  'm  Pàrrais  Dè, 
Ta  nis  gu  leir  neo-thoirmisgt'  dhuibh  ; 
Ithibh  gun  eagal  o  gach  gc'ig, 
A  nathair  nimh  cha  teum  a  chaoidh. 

"  A's  uile  mhiann  'ur  n-anma  fein, 
Lari  shàsaichibh  gu  leir  'an  Dia, 
'J'obar  na  fii'inn,  iochd,  a's  graidh, 
A  mhaireas  Ian  gu  cian  na  'n  cian. 

"  jMòr-innleachd  ionghantach  na  slàint, 
Sior  rannsaichibh  air  aird  's  air  leud, 
'S  feadh  oibriche  mo  rioghachd  mhòir, 
'Ur  n-eòlas  cìocrach  cuiribh'  meud. 

"  Ur  n-eibhneas,  mais'  'ur  tuigs',  's  'ur  gri.dh, 
Bitheadh  gu  siorruidh  fas  ni  's  mo  ; 
'S  cha  choinnich  sibh  aon  ni  gu  bri'ith, 
Bheir  air  'ur  n-anam  cràdh  no  lecn. 

"  Cha  'n  fhaca  sùil,  's  cha  chuala  cluas, 
Na  thaisg  mi  suas  de  shonas  duibh, 
Imichlbh,  's  biodh  'ur  dearbhachd  f^in, 
Sior-innse  sgeul  duibh  air  a  chaoidh."' 

Ach  rls  a  mhuinntir  th'air  a  chli, 

0  !  labhraidh  e  'na  dhiogh'ltas  cruaidh, 

"  A  chuideachd  nach  d'thug  gradh  do  JJhia, 
A  chum  an  diabhuil  siubhlaibh  uam. 

"  'S  mo  mhallachd  maille  ribh  gu  bràth, 
A  chum  'ur  criidh  's  'ur  cur  gu  pian, 
Gluaisibhse  chum  an  teine  mhòir, 
Ga'r  ròsdadh  ann  gu  cian  nan  ciati." 

Mar  sgàin  an  talamh  a's  a  cheil, 
'N  uair  gabh  e  teaghlach  Chbrach  steach, 
Ceart  laimh  riu  fosglaidh  'n  uaiijh  a  beul, 
'S  i  miannanaich  air  son  a  creich. 

Is  mar  a  shluig  'mhuf-mhara  mhor, 

1  Unas  'n  uair  chaidh  'thilgeadh  'mach, 
Ni  slugan  dubh  an  dara  bàis, 

A  charbad  iathadh  umpu  steach. 
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San  immhaldh  taobhuldh  ind  rl  chèil, 
A  ^lilnuis  iiiun  bcatli'  ^mi  h  ouconich  ; 
I.ucImI  iiiliioim  a's  iiunt  a's  »i:iimÌ!Hli!in5i{j  ; 
Liichd  inisg  ii's  roubuiiiii  's  udlialliuis. 

Mar  cluialiiit;  <11iiÌ!h  an  ccauKal  teann, 
An  slaWliiaitlli  tlla^a(•ll  dit-uni  Iro  fi'iii  ; 
S  an  coniunn  r.hleachd  blii  'n  caidreainh  dlii, 
MdV  bliituan  rriis';ti;  dtd  nan  crù. 

ISlnr  h'oglmn  ^ari;  to'  chuildn  each  cruaidh, 
Le  thosraibh  reubadli  snas  a  ^blais  ; 
An  sliibbraidh  cagnuidh  ind  gu  dian, 
'S  gu  briith  cha  gheair  am  fiadaii  plirais. 

Bidh  iad  gu  siorruidh  'n  glacaibb  'bhais, 
'S  an  cridh'  ga  fl»às<;adh  nsd'  li;  biùn, 
Ceangailt  air  cuan  de  phronnusg  laisd' 
'S  a  dheatach  uaine  tachd  an  srun. 

INIar  bhaiineach  fuaiglite  ris  an  sgeir, 
Tha  iad  air  creagaibh  goileach  toann  ; 
Is  dibh-tlieiig  Dho  a'  scideadh  'chuain, 
Na  thonnaibh  buaireis  thar  an  ceann. 

'N  tra  dhùìneas  cadal  cruaidh  an  sùil, 
Teas  feirg  's  an-dochas  diiisgidh  iad  ; 
A  chnuimh  nach  bàsaich  's  eibhle  beò, 
A'  cur  an  doruinn  shiorruidh  'ineud. 

Air  ifrinn  'n  uair  a  gheibh  iad  sealbh, 
S  l<\n-dearbhah  co  gu'n  toir  iad  cis, 
Faodaidh  sinn  p,\irt  d'an  gcaran  truagh, 
Chuir  anns  na  briathraibh  cruaidh  so  sios. 

"  O  staidh  na  neo-ni  'n  robh  mi  'm  thàinh, 
Ciod  uime  dh-àrdach  Dia  mo  ceann  ! 
Mo  mltile  mallac-hd  aig  an  la, 
'N  do  gabh  mo  mhathair  mi'  na  broÌ!in, 

*'  Ciod  uime  fhuair  mi  tuigse  riamh  ? 
No  ciall  a's  reusan  chum  mo  stiuir  ? 
Ciod  uim'  nach  d'rinn  thu  cuileag  dhiom  ? 
Na  durrag  dhiblidh  ann  san  ùir  ? 

"  Am  mair  mi  'n  so  gu  saogh'l  nan  saogh'l  I 
'N  tig  crioch  no  caochladh  orm  gu  biath, 
Am  beil  mi  nis  san  t-siorr'achd  bhuan, 
A'  snàmh  a'  chuain  a  ta  gun  traigh  ! 

"  Ged  aireamh  uile  reullta  nèimh, 
Gach  fcur  a's  duilleach  riamh  a  dh-fh;is, 
Mar'  ris  gach  braon  a  ta  sa'  chuan, 
'S  gach  gaineamh  chuairticheas  an  traigh. 

"  Ged  chuiream  mile  bliadhna  seach, 
As  leith  gach  aon  diubh  sud  gu  16ir, 
Cha  d'inaich  seach  de'u  t-siorr'achd  mhlir, 
Ach  mar  sru  'n  tòisicheadh  i  'n  de. 


•♦  Ach  O  !  'n  do  theirig  tiòcalr  Dhiu  ! 
'S  am  pian  e  mi  gu  HHOgl»'l  nan  saogli'l  ! 
!\Io  MJilabbraidli  'n  lasaich  e  gii  bnitii  ! 
No  glas  nio  l.iinh  an  (it!iiu  e  Kga<iil  ! 

•"M  bi  'm  Ijcul  a  dh-<irdaif,li  Dia  r.iimn  seinn, 
Air  feadh  gacli  linn  a  cliliii  gun  Hgius, 
INIar  bhalagan-Hei<li«lh  ladadb  Niia.i, 
Na  hihraicli  uain'   an  ilrinn  shios'. 

"  Ged  cbaidh  mo  thniaighe  thar  mo  neart, 
Gu  deimhinn  f^iii  as  cearl  mo  bliinn  ; 
Ach  c'tbada  bhios  mi  'n  so  ga  m'  chr.idli, 
Mu'm  bi  do  cheartas  sàitheach  dhiom  ! 

*•  No  'm  bi  thu  dio'lte  dhiom  gu  bràtli, 
'N  deach  high  an  nkduir  chuir  air  cùl  ? 
Mo  thruaighe  mi !  'ii  e  so  am  bàs 
A  bhagair  thu  air  Adhamh  'n  tiis':" 

"  Air  sgii  do  dhio'ltais  'm  bi  thu  'sniomh 
Snàthain  mo  bheath'  gu  siorruidh  ca(»l  ? 
Nach  leoir  bhi  mile  bliadhn'  ga  m'  losg' 
As  leith  gach  lochd  a  rinn  mi  's  t-saogh"l  ? 

♦*  Ged  lean  de  dhio'ltas  mi  gu  m'  cliùl, 
Cha  'n  àrdaich  e  do  chliu,  a  Dhe, 
'S  cha'n  fhiu  do  d'  Mhorachd  t-lhearg  a  cho.-g, 
Air  comharadh  cho  bochd  rium  fein. 

"  O  Dhia  !  nach  sgrios  thu  mi  gu  tiir  ?  \ 

'S  le  d^humhachd  cuir  air  'm  anam  crioch,       | 
'S  gu  staid  na  neo-ni  tilg  mi  uait, 
Far  nach  'eil  fulaog,  smuain,  no  gniomh. 

"  Ach  O  !  se  so  mo  thoillt'neas  fein 
Is  ni'm  beil  eu-coir  buntainn  rium  ; 
Oir  dhiùlt  mi  tairgse  shaor  de  Chriosd, 
'S  nior  ghabh  mi  d'a  fhuil  phriseil  suim. 

"  Mo  choguis  ditidh  mi  gu  bràth, 
An  fhianuis  bha  ga  'm  chàineadh  riamh  ; 
An-iochd  no  eu-coir  ann  nio  bhàs, 
Cha  leig  i  ch;.radh  'm  feasd  air  Dia. 

"  Aitheanta  thilg  mi  air  mo  chùl, 
A's  ruith  mi  dùrachdach  gu'm  sgrios, 
Js  'fhianuis  fein  a'  m'  chridhe  mhùch, 
A'  druid'  mo  shùile  roimh  mo  leas. 

"  Cia  meud  an  diogh'ltas  tha  dhomh'  dual 
A's  leith  mo  pheacaidh  uamhor  dan 
Am  peac'  thug  dù'lan  do  dh-fhuil  Chriosd, 
'S  a  dh-fhàg  gun  eifeachd  brigh  a  bh.is. 

"  Gidheadh  nach  'eil  dftBhuadhan  fein, 
Neo-chriochanach  gu  leir  o  chian  ? 
'S  an  toir  mo  chiont  air  iochd  a's  gràdì), 
Gu'm  fas  iad  criochnaicht'  ann  an  Dia  ? 
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"  An  comas  diit  mo  thilgeadh  uat 
Far  nach  cluinn  do  chluas  mo  sgread  ? 
'M  beil  dorchadas  an  ifritiri  feiii 
Far  nach  bu  Icir  do  L*hia  mo  staid  ? 


*'  Ge  truagh  mo  ghuidhe  cha'n  eisder  i, 
A's  fois  no  fcth  cha'n  fhaidh  mi  chaoidh' 
Ach  beath'  neo-bhàsmhor  teachd  as  ur, 
Gu'm  neaitach'  ghiùlan  tuille  chioidh." 

Ach  stad  mo  rami  a's  pill  air  tais 
O  shlochd  na  casgraidh  dhein  a  iiios, 
Is  leuch  cionnas  a  bheir  thu  seòl 
Do'n  dream  tha  beò  nach  teid  iad  sios. 

A  leughadair  a'm  beil  e  flor, 
Na  chuir  mi  cheana  sios  am  dhhn  ? 
Ma  se  's  gu'm  beil  thig  s'  lùb  do  ghlùn 
Le  ùrnuigh  's  aithreachas  gun  dull  :  — 

"  A  dh-ionnsuidh  losa  teich  gu  luath, 
A'  gabhail  grain  a's  fuath  do  d'  pheac', 
Le  creideamh  fiur  thoir  iimhlachd  dhù. 
An  uile  aith'nta  naomh  a  reachd. 

"  Gabh  ris  na  h-oifigibh  gu  leir, 
*S  ri  h-aon  diubh  na  cuir  fein  do  chùl ; 
ISIar  Fhaidh,  mar  Shagart,  'us  mar  liig!>, 
Chum  slàinte,  dìdean,  agus  iuil. 

*'  Biodh  eiseimpleir  am  beach  do  shul, 
Chum  d'  uile  ghluasauhd  'stiiiir  da  reir, 
'S  gach  meadhon  dh-ordaich  e  chum  slàint' 
Bi  lein  g'an  gnùthachadh  gu  leir. 

"  As  'fhireantachd  dean  bun  a  mhàin, 
'S  na  taic  gu  brath  ri  d'  thoiU'tneas  fein  ; 
'S  mas  kill  leat  eifeachd  bhi  na  ghràs, 
Na  h-altrum  peacadh  daimh  a'd'  chre. 

"  I\Iar  sin  ged  robh  de  chionta  mòr, 
Chum  gloir  do  Thighearn'  saorar  thu, 
Is  chum  de  shonais  shiorruidh  fein, 
Air  tead  gach  re  a'  seinn  a  chliù.' 


AN    C  L  A  I  G  E  A  N  N. 

'S  mi  'm  shuigh  aig  an  uaigh, 

Ag  amharc  ma  bruaich, 
Feuch  claigeann  gun  snuadh  air  lar  ; 

Is  thog  mi  e  suas, 

A'  tiomach*  gu  truagh, 
Ga  thionndadh  nui  'n  cuairt  am  IMinh. 


> 


Gun  àille  gun  dreach. 

Gun  aithne  gun  bheachd  ; 
Air  duirie  thcid  seach    na  dhail  ; 

Gun  Ihiacail  'na  dlieud, 

No  teanga  'na  bheul, 
No  slugan  a  ghlcusas  càil. 

Gun  ruthadh  'na  ghruaidh 

*S  e  riiisgte  gun  ghruaig  ; 
Gun  eisdeachd  'na  chiuais  do  m'  dhàri ; 

Gun  ariail  na  shròin, 

No  àile  de'n  fhùid, 
Ach  lag  i'iu'  'm  bu  choir  bhi  àrd. 

Gun  dealradh  'na  shùil, 

No  rosg  uimpe  dùn', 
No  fradharc  ri  h-iuil  mar  b'  abh'sd. 

Ach  durragan  crom, 

A  chleachd  bhi  san,  torn, 
Air  cladhach'  da  thoU  'nan  ait.  

Tha  n'  eanachainn  bha  'd  chùl, 

Air  tionndadh  gu  smCir, 
Gun  tionnsgal  no  surd  air  t-fheum  ; 

Gun  smuainteach'  a'd'  dhail, 

Mu  philleadh  gu  brath, 
A  cheartach*  na  dh-fhag  thu  'd  dhcidh. 

Cha  'n  innis  do  ghnùis, 

A  nise  CO  thu, 
Ma's  righ  mo  ma's  diCic  thu  fein 

'S  ionanii  Alasdair  mòr, 

Is  train  a  dhi  loin, 
A  dh-eug  air  an  òtracli  bhreun. 

Fhir  chlaghach  na  h-uaigh  ; 

Nach  cagair  thu  'm  chiuais, 
Co  'n  claigeann  so  fhuair  mi  'm  laimh  ? 

'S  gu  'n  cuirinn  ris  celsd, 

Mu  gnath  mu  'n  do  theasd  ; 
Ge  nach  fregair  e'  m'  feasd  ino  dhàn. 

'JM  bu  mhaighdean  deas,  thu, 

Bha  sgiamhach  a'd'  ghnùis, 
'S  deagh  shuidheach'  a'd'  shùil  da  reir  ? 

Le  d'  mhaise  mar  lion, 

A'  ribeadh  mu  chrì', 
Gach  òganaich  chì'dh  thu  fein. 

Tha  nise  gach  àdh, 

Bha  cosnadh  dhut  graidh, 
Air  tionndadh  gu  grain  gach  neacli ; 

Marbhaisg  air  an  uaigh, 

A  chreach  thu  do'n  bhuaidh, 
Bha  ceangailt'  ri  snuadh  do  dhreach. 

No  'm  breitheamh  ccart  thii, 
Le  tuigs'  agus  iùil, 
Bha  reiteach  gach  cuis  do'n  t-sl;i:>i;h  ; 
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Ciiiii  iUMiituIh  In  ]>riii't', 
Aril  tlit«>a(lli  ^11  ban, 
Na  h-eucoir  biui  duicheil  cruaidh  ? 

No  •!»  do  i»'ic  tliii  a  choir, 

Air  glilacai«l  d»-'n  or, 
O  'n  drniin  da  'n  robli  stiras  paill? 

Is  buchdainii  an  t  nI(i»ì^I>, 

l'\)  thoiriu-art  r»)  ihriiaidli, 
A  fulaiig  U'  criias  iia  h-airc. 

»S  mar  robli  thusa  fior, 

Ann  a  t-oilig  am  binn, 
'S  gun  d'rinn  tlui  an  direach  fiar  ; 

^S  cliu  chinnteat-h  an  ni, 

'N  uair  thai  nig  do  chrioch, 
Gu  'n  deachaich  do  dhit'  le  Dia. 

No  n'  robh  thu  a'd'  leigh, 

A'  Icigheas  nan  creuchd, 
*S  a'  deanamh  gaoh  eugcail  slan  ? 

A  t-ioc-sl)hiintibh  mùr, 

A'  deanamh  do  bhùsd, 
Gu  'n  dibreadh  tu  choir  o'n  bhas? 

JMo  thruaighe  '  gun  tlireig, 

Do  leigheas  thu  fein, 
'N  uair  bha  thu  fo  eugcail  chruaidh  ; 

Gun  I'hognadh  gun  stà, 

Am  purgaid  no  m'  plàsd, 
Gu  d*  chumail  aon  tra  o'n  uaigh. 

No  'n  seanalair  thu, 

A  choisinn  mor  chliù, 
Le  d'  sheoltachd  a  stiùireadh  airm  ? 

Air  naimhdean  toirtbuaidh, 

Ga  'n  cur  ann  san  ruaig, 
*S  ga  'm  fàgail  nan  cruachan  màrbh. 

'N  robh  do  chlaidheamh  gun  bheirt, 

No  'n  dh-fhag  thu  do  neart, 
'N  uair  choinnich  thu  feachd  na  h-uaigh, 

'N  uair  b'  eigin  dut  geiU', 

A  dh-aindeoin  do  dheud, 
Do  dh'  armailt'  de  bheistean  truagh  ? 

Tha  na  durraig  gu  treun, 

Hi  d'  choluiun'  cur  seis, 
'S  a'  coisneadh  ort  feisd  gach  la ; 

Is  claigeann  do  chinn, 

'Na  ghearasdan  dion, 
AJg  daolagan  diblidh  'n  tamh. 

P.'.irt  a'  claodhach'  do  dheud, 

A  steach  ann  a'  d'  bheul, 
'S  cuid  eile  ri  reub'  do  chluas  ; 

Dream  eil  nan  sgùd, 

Tigh'n  amach  air  do  shùil, 
A'  spùinneadh  's  a'  rùsg'  do  ghruaidh. 


No  m'  fear  thu  bha  pòit, 

Gu  trie  'h  an  tuigli  Òmì, 
'S  tu  (•ri<lh<'il  a^  M  nan  diàm? 

Nach  ianadh  dhut  I'cin 

l)c  fhlaithi'anaH  Du, 
Ach  boirm  a  blii  'g  i-iridli  a'  d*  chcann  ? 

Nnch  iarradh  tu  V.ln-òl, 

Ach  inionnan  inu'n  bhòrd, 
Is  feuchainn  co  'n  d(>rn  bu  cliruaidh  : 

Mar  bbo  no  mar  t-ach, 

Gun  tuigs*',  gun  bhfaclid, 
'S  tu  briichdadh  'sa  egtiith  mu'n  chuaich  ? 

Na  'n  duin'  thu  bha  ghluas'd 

Gu  ceanalta  suairc, 
Gu  measara  stuam  mu  d'  bhòrd  ; 

IjB  miannaibh  do  chre, 

1*0  chuil)hreachadh  geur, 
'N  am  suidhe  gu  I'eisd  's  gu  sògh  ? 

No  'n  geòcaire  mòr, 

liha  gionach  air  lùn, 
Mar  choin  an  am  feòlach  dearg ; 

A'  toileach'  do  mhiann, 

Bha  duilich  a  1  iar, 
'S  tu  geilleadh  mar  Dhia  do  d'  bholg  ? 

Tha  nise  do  bhriz. 

Da  'n  robh  thu  a'  lùb', 
De  ghaineamh  's  do  dh'  ùir  gle  Ian, 

'S  do  dheudach  air  glas', 

Mu  d'  theangaidh  gun  bhlas, 
Fo  gheimhleachaibh  prais  a  bhàis. 

No  'm  morair  ro  mhòr, 

A  thachair  am  dhòrn, 
Neach  aig  an  robh  coir  air  tir  ; 

Bha  iochdmhor  ri  bochd, 

A'  clùthach'  nan  nocbd, 
Reir  pailteas  a  thoic  's  a  nith  ? 

No  'n  robh  thu  ro  chruaidh, 

A'  feannadh  do  thualh, 
'S  a'  tanach'  an  gruaidh  le  uiàl ; 

Le  h-agartas  geur 

A  glacadh  an  spreidh 
'S  am  bochdainn  ag  eigheach  dàil? 

Gu'n  chridh'  aig  na  daoin', 

'Bh'air  lomadh  le  h-aois, 
Le  'n  ciaigeannan  maola  truagh  ; 

Bhi  seasamh  a'  d'  chbir, 

Gun  bhoineid  'nan  dòrn, 
Ge  d'  thoUadh  gaoth  reht'  an  cluas. 

Tha  nise  do  thràill, 
Gun  urram  a'  d'  dhàil, 
Gun  ghearsoui',  gun  mhal,  gun  mhòd  ; 
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Mor-inholadh  do'n  bliùs, 

'N  uair  theid  thu  fo  bhinri. 

A  chasgiiir  thu  tru, 

Ni  cheartas  do  dhil'  ; 

'S  iiach  d'  fhuilig  do  strùic  fo'ii  fhòd. 

Ga  d'  Ihògradh  gu  siormidh  uaith  ; 

Gu  la.sair  ga  d'  phian, 

No  'in  ministeir  tliii, 

Chaidh  dhcahach'  da'n  Diahb"),            • 

IJha  tagradli  gu  dlii, 

'S  a  mhallaciid  gu  dian  'ga  d'  ruag. 

Hi  pobull  'at!  iighdaras  De  ; 

Ga  'in  pllleadh  air  ais, 

'N  sill  criiHÌdhic.lildh  Dia 

Bha  'g  iineachd  gu  bras, 

Do  chnaiuihean  mar  iar'n, 

Gu  h-ifrinii  na  casgradh  dhein  ? 

'Is  t-lheilhean  mar  iallaibh  prais  ; 

Is  tt'annaichidh  t-f'heùil 

No  'n  robh  thu  gun  sgoinn, 

Mar  itiiiein  nan  òrd, 

Mar  mhuinne  mu  chlttiim, 

Nach  ciuiiiih  i  le  moid  an  teas. 

Gun  chùram  a  h-oighreachd  Dhc  ; 

Na  'm  faigheadh  tu  'ii  rCisg, 

No  'n  ceann  thu  'n  robh  ciall, 

Biia  coma  co  dhiù, 

Is  eolas  air  Dia, 

M'  an  t-sionnach  bhi  stiùireadh  'n  treud  ; 

'S  gu'n  d'  linn  thu  a  liar  'sa  chiiir  ; 

Ged  tha  thu  'n  diugh  ruisgt', 

Learn  's  cinnteach  gun  d'  fhuair, 

Gun  aithe',  gun  iùil, 

Do  dheanadas  duais, 

Gun  teanga,  gun  siiil,  gun  sròii. 

'N  uair  raiiiig  thu  'm  IJuachaill'  inor  ; 

'N  uair  chuartich  am  bàs, 

Gabh  misneach  san  uaigh, 

A  steach  thu  'na  laith'r, 

Oir  eiridh  tu  suas, 

Thoirt  cunntas  a'  d'  thàlant'  do. 

'N  uair  chluiiMias  tu  I'uaim  an  stuic. 

'S  do  thruailleachd  gu  leir, 

No  'n  ceann  thu  bha  l;in, 

Shios  fàgaidh  tu'd'  dheigh, 

De  d)i-itiiileachdan  bàìs, 

Aig  durragan  breun  an  t-sluic. 

Gu  seolta  ga  'n  tath'  r'a  cheiT  ; 

G'an  cur  arm  an  giiiouih, 

Oir  deasaichidh  Dia, 

Gun  umhail  gun  fhiamh, 

Do  mhaise  mar  ghrian, 

A  freagra'  do  Dhia  'nan  deigh  ? 

Bhiodh  ag  eiridh  o  sgiath  na  m'  beaiin  ; 

'Cur  fradharc  ro  gheur. 

'N  robh  teanga  nam  breug. 

'S  na  suilean  so  fein. 

Gun  chuibhreach  fo  d'  dbeud, 

'S  iad  a'  dealradh  mar  leuUt'  a  'd  cheann. 

A'  togail  droch  sgeul  air  each  ; 

Gath  puinsein  do  bheil, 

Do  iheanga  's  do  chàil, 

Mar  naithir  a'  teum, 
'S  a'  lotadh  nan  ceud  gach  la? 

Tha  i  nise  na  tamh, 

Fo  cheangal  a  bhàis, 
Gun  sgainneal  a'  plàigh  na  dùthch'  ; 

A's  durraga  grannd, 

Air  h)bhadh  'na  h-àit, 
An  deigh  dhaibh  cnamh  gu  ciil. 

'S  rau  lean  thu  do  ghnaths, 

Gu  leabaidh  do  bhàis, 
Gun  tionndadh'  na  thrà  ri  coir ; 

Car  tamull  na  h-uair, 

Dean  flaitheas  de'n  uaigh. 
Gus  an  gairmear  thu  suas  gu  mod. 

]\Iar  losgann  dubh  grannd, 

Ag  iomairt  a  smug, 
Gu  'n  eirich  thu  'n  aird  o'n  t-slochd  ; 

Thoirt  coinneamh  do  Chriosd, 

*Na  thighinn  a  ris, 
A  dh'  fhaotainn  hin  diol  a'  t-olc. 


Ni  ghleusadh  gun  dàil, 
A  chantainn  'na  àros  cliù  ; 

Is  fosglaidh  do  chluas, 

A  dh-eisteaclid  ri  fuaim, 
A  mholàidh  th'  aig  sluagh  a  chuirt. 

'N  uair  dhealraicheas  Criosd, 

Na  thigheachd  a  ris, 
A  chruinneach'  na  'm  iirean  suas  ; 

'N  sin  bheir  thu  de  leum, 

Thoirt  coinneamh  dha  fein, 
Mar  iolair  nan  speur  aig  luaths. 

'N  uair  dh-eireas  tu  'n  aird, 

Grad  chuiridli  ort  fàilt, 
A  mhealtainn  a  cliàirdeas  fein, 

Gun  dealach'  gu  bràth, 

ll'a  chomunn  no  ghràdh, 
A  steach  ami  am  Pavras  De. 

Fhir  'chluinneas  mo  dhàn. 
Dean  aithreachas  trà, 
'M  foadh  mhairaes  do  shlaint  's  do  bheachd  ; 
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]\lu"*n  tig  ort  nm  bus, 
Nauh  leig  tltii  gu  brùth, 
Air  geutu  nun  gi-Ù8  a  Htench. 


A  M     15  R  U  A  1)  A  R. 

Am  bhitli  (llioinhsii  ami  am  shiiain 
A'  bniiidar  diainhaiii  mar  tha  each, 
I3hi  glacadh  soiiais  o  gach  hi  ; 
Is  e  ga  m  diiibreadti  aim's  gacli  ait. 

Air  learn  gun  taiiiig  neach  am  clioir, 
'S  gu'ii  dubjj'rt  e  rium  : — ''  Gur  gòrach  mi, 
Bhi  snuiairiteach  greim  a  ghlei'dii  do'u  giiaoith, 
No  fos  gu'n  lion  an  saoghM  mo  chri. 

♦*  Is  diamhain  diit  bhi  'g  iarraidh  sMich, 
'N  aon  iii'  no'n  ait  air  bith  to  'n  ghrcin  ; 
Cha  cblos  do  d'  chorp  an  taobh  so  'n  uaigh, 
No  t-anam  'n  taobh  so  shuaimhneas  Dc^ 

*'  An  tra  dh'ith  Adhamh  'a  meas  an  tus, 
Am  peacadh  dhruigh  e  air  gach  iii : 
Lion  e  na  h-uile  ni  le  saotirr, 
Is  dh-fhàg  è  'ii  saogh'i  na  bhriste  crì'. 

**  Air  sonas  'anma  chaill  e  choir, 
Mar  ris  gach  solas  bha'nn  sa  gharr' 
O  sin  ta  'shliochd  nan  deoiribh  truagh  ; 
Mar  uan  a  mearachd  air  a  mhàth'r. 

"  Ri  meilich  chruaidh  ta'd  ruith  gach  ni, 
'An  duil  gu  'm  faigh  an  inntinn  clos  ; 
Ach  dhaibh  tha  'n  saogh'l  gun  iochd  no  truas, 
Mar  mhuime  coimheich  fhuair  gun  tlus. 

"  Mar  sin  tha  iad  gun  fhois  no  tamh, 
Ga  'n  shrach'  glacadh  faileas  breig  ; 
'S  a'  deoth'l  toil-inntinn  o  gach  ni, 
Is  iad  mar  chiochan  seasg  nam  beul. 

"  Bidh  teanndachd  eigin  ort  am  feasd, 
'S  do  dhochas  faicinn  fuasgladh  t-fheum, 
An  còmhnuidh  dhut  mar  fhad  do  làimh  ; 
Ach  gu  brath  cha'n  fhaigh  dheth  greim. 

"  Cha  teagaisg  t-fheuchain  's  dearbhadh  thù, 

O  dhùil  is  earbsa  chuir  sa'  bhreig, 

A  rinn  do  mhealladh  mile  uair, 

'S  cho  fhada  bhuat  an  diugh  san  de. 

"  An  ni  bu  mho  da'n  tug  thu  miann, 

Nach  dh-fhag  a  mhealtuinn  riamh  e  searbh  ? 

Tha  tuille  sonais  ann  an  duil, 

Na  tha'nu  an  crùu  le  bhi  na  sheilbh. 


*'  Ceart  mnr  an  rhn  a  ta  sa'  ghAr', 

Crion  N(;ai-gaidli  blilà  'niiair  tlifld  a  bhiiain  ; 

Mu'n  ciuiii  a  ^lilacas  tn  v  d'  l.Mnili, 

Grad  tiircigidli  HiuiliMdh  e  'hu  Hhnuadh. 

"  Cha  'n  «'il  nrai^h  o  thriolilaid  Haor, 
Am  mca^g  a  '<;hinii)>  daoin'  air  tad, 
'S  CO  lionmixM'  osiia  aig  an  righ, 
Is  aig  an  ncach  is  isle  staid. 

"  Tha  'sTuiidati  fein  6s  ccaiin  gach  fold 
Is  dùruinn  ccangailt'  ris  gach  math  ; 
Tha'n  ròs  a  fas  air  drincan  geur, 
'8  an  taic*  a  cheil  tha  mhil  san  gath. 

"  Ged  fhaic  thu  ricach  'an  saibhreas  niùr 

Na  meas  a  shMas  bhi  thar  chàch  ; 

An  tobar  's  gloine  chi  do  shùil, 

Tha  ghrùid  nn  iochdar  gabhail  tamh. 

*'  'S  mu  chuireas  t-anail  e  'na  ghluais, 
Le  tarruinn  chabhaig  suas  a'd'  bheul, 
Dùisgidh  an  ruaghan  dearg  a  nios, 
'S  le  gaineamh  lionaidh  e  do  dheud. 

"  'S  ged  fhaic  thu  neach  'an  inbhe  aird, 
Tha  e  mar  nead  am  bàrr  na  craoibh  ; 
Gach  stoirm  a  bagra'  thilgeadh  nuas, 
Is  e  air  luasgadh  leis  gach  gaoith. 

"  An  neach  is  fearr  tha  'n  saogh'l  a  riar, 
Tha  fiaradh  eiginn  ann  'na  staid, 
Nach  dean  a  sheòltachd  a's  a  stri, 
Am  feast  a  dhireachadh  air  fad. 

"  Mar  bhata'  fiar  an  agliaidh  cheil, 
A  ta  o  shuidheach'  fein  do-chur  ; 
A  reir  mar  dhireas  tu  a  bharr, 
'S  cho  chinnteach  ni  thu  cam  a  bhun. 

"  Na  h-ludhaich  thionail  beag  no  mòr, 
Do'n  Mhana  dhòirteadh  orra  'nuas  ; 
'N  tra  chuir  gach  neach  a  chuid's  a  chlàr, 
Cha  robh  air  biirr  no  dadum  uaith. 

"  Mar  sin  a  ta  gach  sonas  saogh'lt, 
A  ta  thu  faotainn  ann  a  d'  làimn. 
Fa  chomhair  saibhreas,  's  inbhe  cùirt 
Tha  caitheamh,  cùram  agus  cr;.dh. 

"  Ged  chkrn  thu  or  a'd'  shlige  suas, 
Fa  chomhair  fàsaidh  'n  luaith  da  reir, 
Is  ge  do  chuir  thu  innte  riogh'chd, 
A  mheidh  cha  dirich  i  na  deigh. 

**  Tha  cuibhrionn  iomchuidh  aig  gach  neach, 
'S  ged  tha  thu  meas  gur  tuille  b'  fhearr  ; 
Cha  d'  thoir  an  t-anabharr  tha'nn  an  sud. 
Am  feasd  an  cudrom  a's  a'  chràdh ; 


DUGHALL  BOCHANNAN. 


179 


"  O  iomluas  t-iiintinn  tha  do  phian  ; 
A'  diultn'   n  diug  iia  dli'iarr  thii  'n  dc-  • 
Cha  clioinasach  ati  saof;li'l  do  riar, 
Le  t-anainianiia  'n  aghaidJj  ciicJl. 

"  Na  'in  fali,'hoadh  toil  na  fcol  a  run, 
D'a  iiiiaiiiia  brudcil  dh'iarradli  satii  ; 
Flaitheas  a  b'  aiid'  chan  iaiTach  i, 
Na  aniita  sud  bhi  siorruidh  'snùinh. 

"  Ach  ge  do  b*  ioinnhuinri  leis  an  fhe"  il, 
Air  talaixih  cùmhnac.hadh  gacli  re  ; 
Bhiodh  dùrachd  t-ardain  a^us  t-uaill, 
Cho  ard  a  shuas  ri  Cathair  Dhe  ; 

**  Ach  nam  b'  aill  leat  sonas  buan, 
Do  shlighe  tabhair  suas  do  Dhia, 
Le  dùrachd,  creideamii  agus  gràdh, 
Js  sàsaichidh  e  t-uile  mbiann. 

"  Tha  'n  cuideachd  sud  gach  iii  san  t-saogh'I, 
Tha  'n  comas  dhaoine  sheulbhach'  fior  ; 
Tha  bhiadh,  a's  eudach  agus  slain t, 
Is  saorsa,  càirdeas,  agus  sit h." 

'An  sin  do  mhosgail  a's  mo  shuain, 
Is  dh-fhag  mo  bhruadar  mi  air  fad  ; 
Ghrad  leig  mi  dhiom  bbi  ruith  gach  sgiiil, 
Is  dh-fhas  mi  toilichte  le  m'  staid. 


AN    G  E  A  M  H  R  A  D  H. 

Nis  theirig  an  samhradh, 
'S  tha  'n  geamhradh  teachd  did  oirn, 
Fior  nàmhaid  na  chinneas, 
Teachd  a  mhilleadh  ar  dutheha  ; 
Ga  saltairt  fo  chasaibh, 
'S  d'a  maise  ga  rùsgadh  ; 
Gun  iochd  ann  ri  dadum, 
Ach  a'  sladadh  's  a'  plùnndruinn. 

Sgaoil  oirne  a  sgiathan, 
'S  chuir  6  ghrian  air  a  chùlthaobh  ; 
As  an  nead  thug  e  'n  t-àlach, 
Neo-bhàigheil  'gar  sgìùrsadh ; 
Sneachd  iteagach  gle-gheal, 
O  na  speuran  tigh'n  dlù  oirn, 
Clacha  meallain  's  gaoth  thuathach, 
Mar  luaidhe  is  mar  fhùdar. 

'N  uair  sheidcas  e  anail, 
Cha  'n  fhag  anam  am  fluran  ; 
Tha  bhi  lean  mar  shiosar, 
I'Omadh  lios  de  gach  ur-ros  ; 


Cha  bhi  sgeadach  air  coille, 
No  doire  nach  rùlsg  e  ; 
No  sruthan  nach  tachd  e, 
Vo  leachdannarj  dù'-ghorm. 

Fead  H'òta  a  chleibho, 
'J'ha  seideadh  na  doinionn, 
Chuir  beirm  ann  san  fhaiigp, 
'S  a  dh'  at'  gaihh  i  na  tonnan  ; 
'S  a  bhinntich  an  clumhuinn, 
Air  àirde  gach  monaidh, 
'S  ghlan  sgùr  e  na  rculltan, 
D'  ar  peiie  le'n  solus. 

Tha  gach  beathach  a's  duine, 
Nach  d'  ullaich  'na  slieasan, 
Ga  'n  sgiursadh  le  gaillionn 
Gun  talla'  gun  eudach  ; 
'S  an  dream  a  bha  gniomhach, 
'Fas  iargalt  mi-dheirceil  ; 
Nach  toir  iasad  do  leisgean, 
Ann  san  t-sneachda  ged  eug  e. 

Tha  'n  seillein  *s  an  seangaii, 
A  bha  tional  an  stijrais, 
Lc  gliocas  gun  mhearachd, 
A'  toirt  aire  do'n  dciruinn  ; 
'G  ithe  bidh  's  ag  Ò1  meala, 
Gun  ghainne  air  Ion  ac, 
Fo  dhion  ann  san  talamh, 
O  anail  an  reota. 

Tha  na  cuileagan  ciatach, 
'Bha  diamhain  san  t-samhradh, 
'S  na  gathanan  greine 
Gu  h-eibhinn  a'  damhsa  ; 
Gun  deasach  'gun  churam, 
Koi'  dhùlachd  a  gheamhraidh  ; 
A  nise  a'  dol  b;.s', 
Ann  's  gach  àite  le  teanntachd. 

Ach  eisd  rium  a  shean-duin*, 
'S  tuig  an  samhladh  tha  'm  stòri\ 
Tha  'm  bàs  a  tighin  teann  ort, 
Sud  an  geamhradh  tha  'm  òran  ; 
'S  ma  gheibh  e  thu  a'  d'  leisgein, 
Gun  deasach'  fa'  chòdhail, 
Cha  dean  aithreachas  criche. 
Do  dhionadh  o'n  doruinn. 

Gur  mithich  fas  diaghaidh, 
'S  do  chiabhan  air  glasadh, 
'Na  'm  beàrnaibh  do  dlieudach, 
Js  t-eudiinn  air  casadh, 
Do  bhathais  air  rùsgadh, 
'S  do  shuilean  air  prabadh, 
Agus  crùit  on  air  lùbadh, 
Chum  na  li-uire  do  leaba'. 
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l*lm  iia  Nnithniinii  <-ra<ii>)iarh, 
Rha  h^aoili-adli  u'  d'  l)linllail>li, 
Gil  miiTa^at-li  huailtearh, 
Clis  gliiasadach  tana  ; 
A  iii.se  air  traof^liadli 
()  n*  t  aoiiiacliadli  tliairis, 
O'n  a  ragaich  'sa  dli-fiiuaiaich 
Teas  Uhbhar  na  f'ala. 

13a1g-8cididh  na  beatha, 
Tha  air  caitheainh  guii  fheuin  arm, 
'S  o  rlinip  aim  a'  d'  chliahh  c, 
Giir  h-v  pliiaii  blii  'jja  Htic^i(}eadh 
'J'ha  'n  corp  a  chruit  chiiiil  ud, 
Ail*  diiiltadh  dhut  gleusadh  ; 
'S  coinhar  (-ii)iit'  air  a  thasgaidh, 
Bhi  lasach'  a  theudaii. 

Theich  madainn  na  h-oigc, 
*S  trei)ir  inlieadhon  latha 
Tha  'in  i'easgar  air  ciaradh, 
'S  tha  ghriaii  ort  a  laidhe  ; 
'S  mu  bha  thusa  diamhain, 
Gun  giiiumh  is  gun  mhaitheas; 
Gu  h-ealamh  bi  d'  dhusgadh, 
Mu'n  dùinear  ort  flaitheas. 

'Reir  caithe  na  beatha, 

'S  trie  leatha  gun  crioch  i  ; 

Bidh  an  cleachadh  f<is  làidir, 

Do-fhhsach  o'n  inntinn  ; 

Na  labhair  an  sean-fhacal, 

'S  deinihinn  leam  's  fior  e, 

"  An  car  theid  san  t-seana-mhaid' 

Gur  h-ainmic  leis  dlreadh." 

Ach  ògnaich  threìbhich 
Thoir-s'  èisdeachd  do  m'  òran, 
*S  leig  dhiot  bhi  mi-cheillidh, 
Ann  an  ceitein  na  h-bige  ; 
Tha  aois  agus  ea-slaint, 
Air  do  dheigh  ann  an  tòir  ort ; 
'S  mu  ni  h-aon  aca  greim  ort, 
Pillidh  t-eibhneas  gu  bròn  dut. 

An  aois  a  tha  'n  tòir  ort, 

Bheir  i  leon  ort  nach  saoil  thu  ; 

Air  do  shuilean  bheir  ceathach, 

Is  treabhaidh  si  t-aodann  ; 

Bheir  i  crith-reodh'  mu  d'  ghruaig', 

Is  neul  uaine  an  aoig  leis, 

'S  cha  toig  aiteamh  na  grian  ort, 

'Bheir  an  liath-reodh  a  chaoidh'  dhiot. 

Bheir  ni's  measa  na  sud  ort, 
Failne  tuigs'  agus  reusain  ; 
Dith  leirsinn  a'  t-inntinn  ; 
Dith  cuimhn'  agus  geire  ; 


l)"uh  ^liocaÌH  clmin  gnotliaich  ; 
J)illi  luotliiiich  aM'  clicudrath 
'S  gu'in  fas  tbii  mar  Icanabh, 
Dhi  Hpioimaidh  u'h  c6iile. 

Fàsaidh  'n  cridhe  nco-aithrearh, 
\S  iieo-eabimh  cliiim  tioimdadh, 
Aon  tagra'  clia  druigli  air, 
'S  clia  liib  e  d'a  iormsuidh  ; 
Coart  mar  tha  'ii  talainh, 
'N  am  gaillioim  a's  teaimdachd  ; 
(Jed  r«»bh  iniillean  'dol  thairia, 
Cha  dt'ari  aile  .sa'  chausair. 

Faic  seasain  na  bliadhiia, 
'S  dean  ciall  uatli  a  thjtrniinn  ; 
'S  mas  àill  leat  gu'm  buain  thu, 
Dean  ruadhar  'san  earrach  ; 
Dean  cotmadh  san  t-samhradh, 
Ni  sa'  gheamhradh  do  gharadh  ; 
'S  ma  dhibreas  tu  'n  seasan, 
Dhut 's  eigin  bhi  fàlamh. 

'S  mar  cuir  thu  siol  fallain, 
Ann  an  earrach  na  h-òigc, 
Cho  chinnteach  's  am  has  dut, 
Cuiridh  Satan  droch  phòr  ann  ; 
A  dh-fhasas  'na  dhubhailc, 
'S  'na  luidheannan  feMmhor  ; 
'S  bidh  do  bhuain  mar  a  chuir  thu. 
Ma's  subhailc  no  db-bheirt. 

Ma  bhios  t-òige  gun  riaghladh, 
'S  t-anamiannan  gun  taod  riu, 
Gum  fas  iad  cho  tiadhaich, 
'S  nach  srian  thu  ri  t-aois  iad  ; 
Am  meangan  nach  sniomh  tliu, 
Cha  spion  thu  'na  cliraoibh  e  ; 
Mar  shineas  e  gheugan, 
Bidh  fhreumhan  a'  sgàoileadh. 

Tha  do  bheatha  neo-cbinntcach 

O  'n  teinn  a  bheir  bàs  ort, 

Uime  sin  bi  ri  dicheall 

Do  shith  dheanamh  tràthail  ; 

'S  e  milleadh  gach  cùise 

Bhi  gun  chùram  cur  dàil  innt' ; 

'S  ionann  aithreachas  criche, 

'S  bhi  cur  sil  mu  Fheill-màrtuinn. 

Tha  ghrian  ann  sna  speuraibh 
A'  ruith  reise  gach  latha  ; 
'S  i  'giorrach'  do  shaoghail, 
Gach  oidhche  a  laidheas  ; 
'S  dlCi  ruitheas  an  sp'ila, 
Troi'  shnathaibh  do  bheatha; 
Tha'  fighe  dhut  leine, 
Ni  bcisdean  a  chaitbeamh. 


DAIBHIDH  MAC-EALAIR. 
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'S  m;i  gho'uleas  e  dlii  ort, 

Gun  (lu  (Ihùtl  blii  r'a  thighiiui  ; 

'N  8ÌM  tosglaidh  do  shiiileati, 

'S  chi  thu  chilis  thai-  a  mithich  ; 

13idh  du  choguia  'g^  d'  phiaiiadli, 

Mar  sgian  aim  a  d'  chridhe  ; 

'S  co-iotianii  a  giùlan, 

'S  laidhe  ruisgf  aim  an  sgithench. 


Faic  a  chuileag  'ga  diteadh 
Le  sioimtaihh  an  iiàduir, 
'S  o  iia  dhibhir  i  'n  seasaii, 
Cur  h-eigin  d'i  bàsa<h'  ; 
Faic  gliocas  an  t-seaiigaiii, 
Na  thional  cho  trathail, 
'S  dean  eiseimpleir  leaiiail, 
Chum  t-anam  a  shabhal'. 


DAIEIIIDII  MAC-EALAIR. 


David  Mackellar,  commonly  called  Daihhidh  nan  Laoidht  was  another  religious 
poet.  The  time  of  his  birth  is  not  known.  He  lived  in  Glendaruel  after  the  beginning  of 
last  century.  He  was  blind,  and  the  people  in  that  country  still  preserve  some  tradition- 
ary accounts  of  him  and  of  the  manner  in  which  his  hymn  was  composed,  the  most 
striking  of  which  is  that  after  having  composed  it  his  sight  was  restored.  In  his 
youth  he  composed  some  profane  pieces.  The  time  of  his  death  is  likewise  uncertain, 
but  a  grand-daughter  of  his  lived  in  Glasgow  not  many  years  ago.  This  hymn  was  first 
published  in  Glasgow  about  the  year  1752.  It  was  so  very  popular  in  the  Highlands 
that  many  persons  got  it  by  heart  that  had  never  seen  the  printed  copy. 


L  A  O  1  D  H    M  H  1  C  -  K  A  L  A  I  R. 


AIoLADH  do'n  TÌ  's  ah'de  gluir, 
An  TÌ  's  modha  no  gach  neach  ; 
Cruithear  an  t-saoghail  gu  16ir, 
Da'n  cubhaidh  dhuinn  geill'  air  fad. 

'S  tu  rinn  an  domhan  's  na  th'  nnn, 
Na  cuaintean  dunihain,  's  am  fomi ; 
'S  chuir  thu  lasg  g'a  altrum  ann, 
'S  thug  thu  ciall  gu  ghlavadh  dhuinn. 

Rinneadh  leat  gealach  a's  grian, 
Thogail  fianuis  air  do  ghlùir  ; 
Cha'n  uithris  mi  a  mile  trian, 
De  chruthachadh  an  Dia  is  mù. 

'S  tu  rinn  na  reuUtan  air  fad, 
A  riaghhichadh  gu  ceart  nan  tràth; 
Gheall  thu  maraon  fuachd  a's  teas, 
Foghar  ma  seach  agus  Màirt. 

'S  tu  rinn  na  h-ainglean  air  fad, 
Tha  'n  t-abharsair  to  d'  smachd  gu  mòr 
Air  slabhruidh  laidir  aig  do  Mhac, 
Cumail  a  neart  o  theachd  oirnn'. 


Rinneadh  leat  an  duine'  ris, 
A  reir  t-iomhaidh  chum  do  ghloir; 
Ach  chain  e  'n  oidhreachd  ud  gun  luach, 
'S  cha'n  fhuasgalav  i  le  or. 

'S  tu  chuir  am  fradharc  na  cheann, 
Chuir  thu  fait  tro  chlaigeann  loni ; 
'I'hug  thu  cluas  gu  eisteachd  dha, 
'S  gluasad  a  chuirp  o  na  bhoun. 

Chuh'  thu  Adhamh  an  cadal  trom, 
Chaidh  leigh  nan  gràs  os  a  cheann  ; 
'S  de  dh-aisinn  bho  thaobh  do  riim 
A  bhean,  o'n  do  ghin  gach  claim. 

Chuir  thu  e  'n  gàradh  nan  send, 
Far  an  robh  eibhneas  a  ghràidh  ; 
Dh-ith  a  bhean  an  sin  a  meas, 
'S  dh-thuilig  i  's  a  sliochd  am  has, 

Cha  robh  a  teasargain  aig  neach, 
O'n  a  chumhnanta  riiin  i  bhris  ; 
'N  tra  ruisgcadh  an  sgeudachadh  ceart, 
Bha  chuis  na  h-cniral  an  sin. 
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AcIj  inoladh  do  «11»'  Ard-Rìgli  iiiun  f.-nrt, 
O  iiach  b'àill  leÌH  ti'iiclul  «l'ar  .sj;iios  ; 
'NuHÌr  chumiiiio  e  Adliaiiih  iia  airr., 
Uiriii  e  ciitiiliitanl'  naii  ^ràs  ris. 

Thainig  losa  'iiiias  1«  tlioil, 
Thiij;  e  hiias  iiiar  iolìaiit  t'liiiil  ; 
Miu:  na  firiiiii,  IJaii  ijini  chroii, 
IM'ar  ciotitaiii-iio  I'liuair  e  gliuiii. 

Ci'oclmdh  e  ri  craim  aii  aird, 
S  nn  t-sleayh  saite  tro  a  chorj)  ; 
Crùii  gpur  na  peine  cliuir  iiiù  dieann, 
Fhuuii-  inac  Dhe  lc  nàimhde  lot. 

Crùn  sgithich,  au  aite  ciiin  rìgh, 
IMar  thailceas,  's  mar  dhì-meas  inòr  ; 
Dumblas  agus  tìoii  geur, 
'M  deoch  a  thug  iad  dlia  ri  h-ùl. 

Ma  tàirneaii  g'aii  cur  an  s:is, 
Am  bosaibh  a  lamh  le  òrd  ; 
'S  fail  a  cliridhe  ruith  à  thaobli, 
Ceannachd  bu  daoire  nan  t-ùr. 

'Nuair  chaidh  Ciiosd  gu  pein  a  bhàìs, 
'S  a  dh'  fhuilig  e  air  son  an  t-sluaigh  ; 
Sgoilt  brat  an  teampuill  sios  gu  làr, 
'S  dhùisg  na  mairbh  an  aird  o'n  uaigh. 

Chreathnaich  an  talamh  troin,  le  critb, 
Air  a  ghrcin  gu'n  tainig  smal  ; 
Le  feirg  Dhè,  do  chrath  e  'n  sin  ; 
Dh-fhiiilig  Criosd  am  bàs  rè  seal. 

Dh-adhlaic  iad  an  t- Uan  fo  lie, 
'J'hiig  e  buaidh,  san  uaigh  cha  d'  fliaii ; 
As  a  bhhs  thug  e  gheur-ghuin, 
'S  dh-eirich  an  treas  là  gun  smal. 

Na  shuidh'  aìg  deas-lalmh  athar  a  t.i, 
Criosd  le  gràsan  os  ar  ceann  ; 
A'  cur  oifig  sagairt  an  gniumh, 
A'  deasachadh  a  rioghachd  dhuinn. 

Thig  an  t-am  san  tig  mac  Dhè, 
Creidibh  sud  gur  sgeula  fìor  : 
Le  niìltibh  mil'  de  dh'  ainglibh  troiin, 
Thoirt  oirnne  breith  a  rèir  ar  gniomh. 

'N  sin  seinnear  an  trompaid  gu  h-ard, 
Leis  na  h-ainglean  's  àilJe  snua^h  ; 
Eìridh  na  inairbh  an  uird  o'n  ùir, 
*S  bheir  e  cùnntas  uaith'  a«  cuan. 

Lìubhraldh  gach  uaigh  iia  fhuair  i-fein, 
'S  cha  bhi  iieach  de'ii  treud  air  chall  ; 
Nochdar  iad  nil'  am  fìadluiuis  De, 
'S  e  3Ihac  tein  is  breitheamh  anu. 


I3ithiilh  iadsan  Hoillt'ir  an  sin, 
Mar  Nliolii>t  dealrarh  an  dn-acli  ; 
'liiig  Ci'insd  nail  (;<iintieanih  !«•  gf-nn, 
'S  bidh  NÌtli  an  coniunn  nam  fiath. 

Ni  tlin  "n  sin  t«'arba(lh  air  macii  ncach, 
'S  diotiaidb  tu  on  llu-irg  na's  leal, 
Mhca<l  's  tha  air  an  <!<-arbha<lh  dbiit, 
('uirt'ar  iad  fo  dhion  do  bhrait. 

(aiircar  na  gobliair  air  laiinh  chli, 
Chum  triall  gu  ]>riosan  a'  bbròin  ; 
Driiidrar  suas,  '.s  gur  cruaidli  an  sgrul, 
I'lath-lnnis  Dlie  air  an  sroiri. 

IMallaiibidh  'n  nighean  a  matbair, 
INiallaicbidh  mhalliaii-  a  ttlanii  ; 
'S  mallaicbidh  'n  t-athair  a  mbar, 
Nach  do  ghabh  a  smacbd  'na  .'im. 

'S  iomadh  sgairteach,  a's  gul  geur, 
Hi  h-am  cluiiitinn  sgeul  ait  craidh  ; 
Mallacbadh  a  cbeile  gu  luir, 
Sgaraobdainn  ri  L'an  a  ghràidh. 

Sin  la  an  dealachaidh  bhochd, 
Can  sgarachdainn  a  dh'aindeon  riut ; 
Can  sgiursadh  gu  h-aineal  an  loisg, 
'S  gun  dull  aig  anam  tigh'n'  as. 

An  teach  d'a  miileadh  cuircar  iad, 
Fo  dhioghaltas  an  Ard-liigh  ; 
Gun  duil  ri  furtachd  no  ri  b.'.s, 
Gu  bràth,  cha  tig  iad  a  nius. 

Fasaidh  'n  cuirp  cho  chruaidh  ri  prais, 
Mar  iarunn  an  cas  san  lamh  ; 
Can  cumail  beo  aim  an  sior  phian, 
Teine  dian  gun  fhurtachd  la. 

Gach  aon  l;i  mar  bhlianna  bhuan, 
An  lagan  loisgneach,  cruaidh  an  sàs; 
G'an  liodairt  le  teas  a's  fuachd,* 
Sud  an  duais  ge  fad  an  dàil. 


!      *  The  ancient  Caledonians  entertained  the  idea  that 
j  hell  was  a  cold  and  inhcspitable  place,  as  the  following 
stanza  from  an  old  poem  will  show  : — 

"  'S  mairg  a  roghnaichcas  Ifriim  fhiiar, 
*S  gur  h-i  iiainh  nan  droÌL'heann  geur, 
Is  beag  orin  Ifrinn  fhuar,  fhliuch, 
Aite  bith-bliuan  is  searbh  deoch." 

1  ho  foHowii  g  lines  from  Dan  an  Fhtr  Chlaoin  give  it 
this  character :  — 

"  I  sin  allaidh  na  freòine, 
Led'  thiugh-cheò  as  le  t-uamh-bheisdean 
A  tliir  nam  pian  gun  bhiacih  gun  bhàigb, 
Dol  ad  dljàil  be  bUd  mo  dheisainii." 


;di 
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Latha  cha  blii  ami  na  dheigh, 
iMilaiclu'ar  na  roulltHii  's  a  gliriaii  ; 
Sgriosar  an  saoglial  gu  Ifir, 
'8  iieach  cha  teid  an  lull  bhu  Dliia. 


M'  acliaiiaicli  riuts',  air  sgath  do  inhic, 
Meadaich  nio  gliliocas  le  gr.'is  ; 
'S  thoii"  dlioinh  iiKithaiias  's  gacli  cùis, 
Seal  in 'an  druid  niu  hbuil  le  bas. 


ROB  DONN. 


Robert  Mackay,  otherwise  called  Rob  Donn,  was  born  in  the  winter  season  of  the 
year  1714,  at  Allt-na-Cuillich,  in  the  parish  of  Durness,  in  the  county  of  Sutherland, 
and  in  that  part  of  the  county,  properly  enough,  till  of  late,  designated  by  its  inhabitants 
and  others,  '*  Lord  Reay's  country,"  and  in  the  native  tongue  **  Duthaich  Mhic-Aoidh,'' 
or,  **  The  country  of  the  Mackaj'."  The  bard  was  not  the  eldest  son  of  his  father  ;  he 
had  three  brothers,  of  whom  nothing  remarkable  is  remembered.  His  father,  Donald 
Mackay,  or  Donald  Donn,  is  not  remembered  to  have  been  of  any  poetic  talent  ;  but  his 
mother's  talents  of  that  description  are  known  to  have  been  more  than  ordinarily  high. 
She  was  remarkable  for  the  recital  of  Ossian's  poems,  and  the  other  ancient  minstrelsy  of 
the  land.  She  lived  to  a  very  advanced  age  ;  and  we  have  heard  an  instance  of  singular 
female  fortitude  evinced  by  her  at  the  age  of  eighty-two.  Having  had  the  misfortune  to 
break  her  leg,  while  tending  her  sheep  at  a  considerable  distance  from  home,  she  bound 
it  up,  contrived  to  get  home  unassisted  ;  and  while  afterwards  enduring  the  operation  of 
setting  the  fracture,  she  soothed  the  pain  by  crooning  a  popular  air. 

If  local  scenery  could  be  really  imagined  conducive  in  any  way  to  the  formation  or 
training  of  poetic  genius,  of  a  truth  the  nursery  of  our  bard  might  well  lay  claim  to  tliat 
merit — *'  the  emblem  of  deeds  that  were  done  in  its  clime."  The  surrounding  localities  of 
his  native  spot,  we  believe,  are  not  surpassed  in  picturesque  grandeur  by  any  other  in  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland. 

Rob  Donn  might  say  of  himself,  with  Pope,  that  *'  he  lisped  in  numbers."  Ere  he  had 
yet  but  scarcely  obtained  even  the  power  of  lisping,  an  anecdote  is  recorded  of  his  infant 
age  of  no  ordinary  description,  though  homely  enough  in  its  history.  At  the  wonted 
season  of  making  provision  for  the  winter,  according  to  the  country's  fashion,  by  slaugh- 
tering of  beeves,  our  bard's  father,  on  one  occasion,  happened  to  slaughter  two,  one  of 
which  was  found  inferior  in  quality  to  the  other.  The  small-pox,  at  the  time,  was  com- 
mitting mournful  devastations  among  the  youth  of  the  neighbourhood.  While  busied  in 
the  necessary  avocation  of  curing  their  winter's  beef,  the  father  says,  '*  Now,  the  best  of 
this  beef  is  not  to  be  touched  till  we  have  seen  who  survives  the  small-pox  to  share  it." 
The  infant  bard,  scarcely  yet  able  to  articulate  or  walk,  on  hearing  this,  exclaimed, 
*'  'aS  olc  a'  chuid  sin  do  'n  f/iear  a  dli  fhalbhas  /"  i.  e.  "  He  who  departs  will  have  a 
bad  share  of  it,  then  !"  "  True,  my  boy,"  said  the  father,  "  and  yours  \\\\\  never  be  a 
bad  share,  while  you  remain  able  to  use  it." 
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The  first  verso  ho  is  said  to  liavc  composed,  was  when  he  had  attained  only  his  third 
year.  Its  occasion  indeed  testilies  that  iiis  aj;e  could  not  liave  been  much  more  at  the 
time.  It  was  tho  country's  fashion  lor  children,  when  they  liad  little  more  than  left  the 
nurse's  lap,  to  be  dressed  in  a  short  frock,  or  cassock,  formed  close  to  the  body  round  the 
Whist,  and  buttoned  at  the  back.  A  tailor  had  fitted  our  youthfid  author  with  such  an 
habiliment,  and  next  nioruiut;  the  child  was  anxious  to  exhibit  it  ;  but  his  mother,  and 
the  domestics,  havinq;  been  suuiuioncd  early  to  souk;  out-door  pursuits,  Robert  became 
anxious  to  get  abroad  in  iiis  new  g'arb,  but  found  himself  quite  defeated  in  every  attempt 
to  button  it  on.  He  took  the  alternative  of  sallyin<^  forth  in  a  state  of  nudity;  wh(;n, 
being*  met  by  his  mother  coming  towards  the  house,  she  chided  liim  for  being  seen  in  this 
state.     Robert's  defence  was  made  in  the  following  stanza  : — 


**  'S  math  dhomlisa  bhi  'n  diugh  gun  aodach, 
Le  slaoilaireachd  Mhurchaidh  'Ic  Ncill, 
Mo  bhroillearh  chur  air  mo  chùlthaobh, 
'S  gun  a  dhùnadh  agam  fhein  !" 


reproaching  the  tailor  for  the  trick  he  had  played  him,  in  placing  the  buttons  behind,  and 
lamenting  his  own  inability  to  accommodate  the  new  dress  to  his  person.  His  next 
exhibition  of  poetic  promise  was  given  in  the  same  year,  we  are  told,  in  the  harvest 
season,  when  all  the  inmates  of  the  family  were  employed  in  reaping.  An  old  woman, 
who  acted  as  nurse  to  the  children,  was  on  this  occasion  called  to  the  sickle.  She  com- 
plained that  the  more  active  labourers  had  jostled  her  out  of  her  place,  and  left  her  only 
to  reap  the  straggling  stinted  stalks  that  grew  in  the  border  furrow.  While  muttering 
her  disappointment,  Robert,  scarce  able  but  to  creep  at  his  nurse's  elbow,  endeavoured  to 
rally  her  with  a  verse  : — 

"  Bi-sa  dol  a  null  's  a  nail, 

Gus  a  ruig  thu  gruiind  na  clais\ 
Cha  'n  'eil  air,  ma  tha  e  gann, 
Ach  na  tha  ann  a  thoirt  as." 


At  the  age  of  six  or  seven  years,  he  attracted  the  particular  attention  of  Mr  John 
Mackay,  the  celebrated  Iain  Mac-Eachuinn,  a.  gentleman  of  the  family  of  Sherrav,  then 
living  on  the  neighbouring  farm  of  Musal.  This  gentleman,  of  poetic  talents  himself, 
prevailed  with  our  author's  parents  to  allow  their  child  to  come  into  his  service,  or  rather 
into  his  family,  at  the  early  age  we  have  mentioned.  In  this  family  our  author  remained 
as  a  servant  from  this  age  till  the  period  of  his  marriage.  Here  he  experienced  liberal 
treatment,  and  sincere,  unvaried  kindness,  of  which  he  ever  retained  a  lively  and  grateful 
recollection,  especially  towards  his  master  ;  and  it  is  no  trifling  praise  to  both,  that  though 
they  once  or  twice  latterly  had  a  difference,  the  bard's  esteem  and  affection  returned 
when  the  casual  excitement  had  passed ;  and  when  it  lay  upon  his  mind,  he  was  never 
once  known  to  have  given  it  the  least  utterance  in  any  shape  bordering  upon  disrespect, 
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and  after  his  death  the  bard  composed  an  admirable  elegy  to  his  memory,  which  combines 
as  forcible,  energetic  description  of  character  and  conduct,  with  as  pure  poetic  power  as 
can  be  found  in  any  poetry  of  its  kind.  The  bard  most  feelingly  and  pathetically  con- 
cludes it  with  a  solemn  appeal  of  his  having  mentioned  no  virtue  or  trait  of  which  he  was 
not  himself  a  witness. 

A  youth  of  our  author's  poetic  mind  could  not  be  expected  to  remain  long  a  stranger 
to  the  more  tender  susceptibilities  of  his  nature.  Nor  has  he  left  us  in  ignorance  of  his 
first  love.  It  is  the  subject  of  one  of  his  finest  songs  : — •*  'S  Irom  learn  an  uiridh,''  SfC. 
Here  his  passion  breathes  with  an  innocent,  simple  faithfulness,  with  an  ardour  and  truth 
of  poetic  recital,  that  no  lays  of  the  kind  can  perhaps  surpass. 

After  his  marriage,  Rob  Donn  first  resided  at  the  place  o^  Bad-na-h-achlais,  then 
probably  forming  a  part  of  his  late  employer's  tenure.  It  was,  we  believe,  soon  after 
this  period,  that  Robert  was  hired  by  Lord  Reay  to  the  oflSce  of  a  cow-keeper,  at  that 
time  an  office,  though  a  humble  one,  of  considerable  responsibility  and  trust.  In  this 
station  he  continued  for  the  greater  part  of  his  after  life-time.  We  have  not  been  able 
to  ascertain  dates  with  precision,  to  say  whether  it  was  before  or  after  having  accepted 
this  office  that  our  bard  enlisted  as  a  private  soldier  in  the  first  regiment  of  Sutherland 
Highlanders,  which  was  raised  in  1759.  He  did  not  enlist  so  much  as  a  soldier,  as  he 
was  urged  by  the  country  gentlemen  holding  commissions  in  that  corps,  and  as  he  him- 
self felt  inclined  to  accompany  them.  The  regiment  was  reduced  in  1763,  and  our  bard 
returned  to  his  home. 

Though  we  have  said  that  he  spent  mostly  the  after  period  of  life,  since  he  entered  the 
service  of  Lord  Reay,  in  that  office,  it  was  not  without  interruption.  He  left  his  servitude 
at  one  time,  and  we  are  inclined  to  think  it  was  then  he  went  into  the  military  service. 
While  he  had  charge  of  Lord  Reay's  cattle,  and  his  wife  of  the  dairy,  during  the  summer 
months,  it  was  also  his  province  to  look  over  them  during  the  winter  months  :  and  it 
became  a  part  of  his  duty,  or  an  employment  connected  with  it,  to  thresh  out  corn  for 
supplying  the  cattle  with  fodder.  To  the  laborious  exercises  of  the  flail,  the  bard  could 
never  submit.  He  employed  servants  to  perform  this  part  of  his  duty.  That  was,  how- 
ever, taken  amiss,  and  he  was  told  that  he  must  himself  wield  the  flail  or  leave  the  situation. 
He  chose  the  latter  alternative ;  and  removed,  with  his  family,  to  the  place  of  Achmore, 
in  that  part  of  the  parish  of  Durness  which  borders  upon  Cape  Wrath.  Indeed,  though 
we  have  no  decided  authority  for  the  supposition,  we  are  inclined  to  believe  that  the 
diffierence  between  him  and  his  noble  employer  originated  in  another  cause  than  that 
ostensibly  alleged.  The  bard  had  been  dealing  his  reproofs  rather  freely.  No  feeling 
cf  dependance,  no  awe  of  superior  rank  or  station,  ever  restrained  him  from  giving 
utterance  to  his  sentiments,  or  from  enjoying  his  satire,  whenever  what  he  conceived  to 
be  moral  error,  or  evil  example,  called  for  reproof.  And  this  was  dealt  with  the  dignity 
that  belongs  to  virtue,  refusing,  as  he  always  did  on  such  occasions,  to  compromise  that 
dignity  by  indulging  in  personal  invective.  But  whatever  was  the  cause  of  the  differ- 
ence that  occasioned  his  removal,  he  was  soon  recalled,  and  left  not  the  service  again 
during  the  life  of  the  chief. 
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Robert  continued  to  attend  his  usual  avocations  till  within  a  fortnight  of  his  death, 
which  took  place  on  tlie  6th  Au},ni.st,  J77B,  beiiifc^  tiien  ujfed  (;4  years.  Tiie  death  of  the 
bard  caused  a  universal  feeliny^  of  sadness,  not  only  in  his  own  native  corner,  but  over 
the  whole  county.  It  uii^^ht  be  said  that  there  was  no  individiKil  but  mourned  for  him  aa 
a  friend  :  tiiose  oidy  excepted  whose  continued  ininioralilies  and  errors  had  rendered 
them  objects  on  which  fell  with  severity  the  powerful  lash  of  his  satire. 

His  stories  of  wit  and  iiumour  were  inexhaustible;  and,  next  to  superior  intelligence 
and  acuteness  of  mind,  formed  perhaps  in  his  every-day  eiiaraeter  the  most  (hstinguisliing 
feature.  He  had  ever  a  correct  and  delicate  feeling  of  his  own  place  ;  but  if  any  one, 
high  or  low,  suj)crior  or  equal,  drew  forth  the  force  of  his  sarcasm  upon  themselves,  by 
assuming  any  undue  liberty  on  their  part,  it  was  an  experiment  they  seldom  desired  to 
repeat.  His  readiness  and  quickness  of  repartee  often  discovered  him  where  he  had  been 
personally  unknown  before.  At  one  time,  when  travelling  northward  through  a  part  of 
Argyllshire,  he  met  by  chance  with  Mr  M'Donald  of  Achatriochadan,  well  known  in 
his  own  country  as  a  man  of  notable  humour  and  distinguished  talents.  Robert  addressed 
to  this  gentleman  some  question  relative  to  his  way  ;  and  giving  a  civil  answer,  Mr 
M'Donald  added,  '•'  I  perceive,  my  man,  by  your  dialect,  you  belong  to  the  north — what 
part  there?"  "  To  Lord  Reay's  country."  "O!  then,  you  must  know  Rob  Donn  !" 
•'  Yes  I  do,  as  well  as  I  know  myself.  I  could  point  him  out  to  you  in  a  crowd." 
'*  Pray  do  inform  me,  then,  what  sort  of  person  he  is,  of  whom  1  have  heard  so  much." 
**  A  person,  I  fear,  of  whom  more  has  been  spoken  than  he  well  deserves."  "  You 
think  so,  do  you  ?"  The  last  answer  did  not  please  the  inquirer,  who  was  poetic  himself, 
thinking  he  had  met  with  too  rigid  a  censurer  of  the  northern  bard,  and  the  conversation 
ceased,  while  they  both  proceeded  together  on  their  way.  After  a  pause,  Mr  M'Donald, 
pointing  to  Ben-Nevis,  which  now  rose  in  the  distance  before  them,  says,  *'  Were  you 
ever,  my  man,  at  the  summit  of  yonder  mountain?"  "I  never  was."  "Then  you 
never  have  been  so  near  to  heaven."  *'  And  have  you  yourself  been  there  ?"  *'  Indeed 
1  have."  "  And  what  a  fool  you  have  been  to  descend  !"  retorted  the  bard,  "  arc  you  I 
sure  of  being  ever  again  so  nigh  ?"  M'Donald  had  caught  a  tartar.  "  I  am  far  deceived," 
said  he,  "  if  thou  be  not  thyself  Rob  Donn  1"  The  bard  did  not  deny  it,  and  a  cordial 
friendship  was  formed  between  them. 

To  Rob  Donn's  moral  character  testimony  has  already  been  borne.  It  was  uniformly 
respectable.  To  those  acquainted  with  what  may  well  be  denominated  the  moral  and 
religious  statistics  of  the  bard's  native  country  at  that  time,  and  happily  still,  it  will 
furnish  no  inconsiderable  test  not  only  of  his  moral  but  of  his  strictly  religious  demeanour, 
that  he  was  chosen  a  ruling  elder,  or  member  of  the  Kirk  Session  of  the  parish  of  Dur- 
ness. In  that  country  such  an  election  was  never  made  where  the  finger  of  scorn  could 
be  pointed  at  a  blemish  of  character.  It  scarcely  requires  to  be  told,  that  his  society  was 
courted  not  alone  by  his  equals,  but  still  more  by  his  superiors  in  rank.  No  social  party 
almost  was  esteemed  a  party  without  him.  No  public  meeting  of  the  better  and  the  best 
of  the  land  was  felt  to  be  a  full  one,  without  Rob  Donn  being  there. 

In  the  bosom  of  his  own  humble  but  respectable  family,  we  have  good  authority  for 
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saying  that  he  was  a  pattern  in  hapj)iness  and  in  temper.  A  family  of  thirteen  were 
mostly  all  spared  to  rise  around  him,  trained  to  habits  of  industry  and  of  virtue.  None 
of  them  became  celebrated  as  inheriting  their  father's  genius;  but  some  of  his  daugiiters 
possessed  more  or  less  of  the  "airy  gift  ;"  and  from  their  attempts  at  repartee  and  im- 
promptu, the  father  used  frequently  to  draw  much  mutual  and  harmless  enjoyment.  HÌ3 
wife  had  a  musical  ear  and  voice  unrivalled  in  the  country  ;  and  any  ordinary  pastime  of 
their  winter  evenings  was  for  the  family  and  parents  to  join  their  voices  in  song;  while 
we  believe,  that  when  the  father's  absence  did  not  prevent,  they  never  ceased  to  ex- 
emplify the  most  sacred  lineaments  of  the  immortal  picture  in  '*  The  Cottar's  Saturday 
Night." 

Rob  Donn's  compositions  may  be  classed  into  four  kinds — Humorous,  Satirical, 
Solemn,  and  Descriptive  ;  all  these  severally,  with  few  exceptions,  belonging  to  the 
species  of  poetry  commonly  called  Lyrical.  He  was  illiterate  ;  he  knew  not  his  alphabet. 
The  artificial  part  of  poetry,  if  poets  will  grant  that  expression  legitimate,  Mas  to  him 
utterly  unknown.  Perhaps  he  never  took  more  than  an  hour  or  two  to  compose  either 
his  best  or  his  longest  songs.  Even  the  most  of  the  airs  to  which  he  composed  are 
original,  which  presents  as  a  single  circumstance  the  resources  of  his  rnind  to  have  been 
of  no  ordinary  extent.  His  works  were  published  in  Inverness,  with  a  memoir  prefixed, 
in  1830. 

In  forming  an  estimate  of  the  moral  and  poetical  merits  of  Rob  Donn,  his  biographer 
has  been  more  guided  by  the  opinions  and  prejudices  of  his  countrymen,  than  by  a  just 
and  impartial  examination  of  the  poet's  works.  In  poetry,  as  in  religion,  we  may  be 
allowed  to  judge  men  by  their  fruits.  Rob  has  been  held  up  as  a  man  of  high  moral  and 
religious  worth  ;  but  the  editor  himself  admits,  that  many  of  his  pieces  are  too  indelicate 
for  publication. 

Many  of  his  published  pieces  are  such  as  no  good  man  ought  to  have  produced  against 
his  fellow  creatures.  His  love  of  satire  was  so  indiscriminate,  that  he  often  attacks  persons 
who  are  not  legitimate  objects  of  ridicule.  Little  men  and  women  are  the  unceasing 
objects  of  his  satire  ;  and  he  does  not  spare  the  members  of  his  own  family. 

He  was  proud  of  his  own  powers  of  satire,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  the  dread  of  those  ^ho 
feared  the  exercise  of  his  wit.  His  satire  is  not  rancorous  and  vindictive,  but  playful 
and  sportive  ;  more  calculated  to  annoy  than  to  wound.  If  he  was  not  invited  to  a  feast 
or  wedding,  next  day  he  composed  a  satire,  full  of  mirth  and  humour,  but  too  indelicate 
to  be  admitted  into  his  book.  He  has  not  the  wit  and  poignancy  of  Macintyre,  who  com- 
posed his  satires  while  in  a  state  of  irritation  to  punish  his  enemies. 

As  a  writer  of  elegies,  he  is  more  distinguished  for  sober  truth,  than  poetical  embellish- 
ment. He  hated  flattery  ;  and,  in  closing  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  a  benefactor,  he  declares 
that  he  had  recorded  no  virtue  that  he  had  not  himself  observed. 

As  a  poet  he  cannot  be  placed  in  the  highest  rank.  He  is  deficient  in  pathos  and  in- 
vention. There  is  little  depth  of  feeling,  and  very  slender  powers  of  description  to  be 
found  in  his  works ;  and,  when  the  temporary  and  local  mterest  wears  away,  he  can  never 
be  a  popular  poet. 
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Yet,  Rob  Donn  has  been  honoured  more  than  any  of  his  brotlier  pouts  in  the  Ilijjhlands. 
A  subscription  having-  been  raised  anjong  his  countrymen  for  a  monument  to  Iiis  memory, 
it  is  now  erected  in  tlio  jiarish  buryin|^-gronnd  of  Durness,  over  liis  grave.  Its  founda- 
tion stone  was  laid  on  12tlj  January,  1829,  with  masonic  honours,  and  a  procession  to  the 
burying-ground,  not  only  of  the  whole  parish,  but  joined  by  numbers  from  the  other 
parishes  of  "  Lord  Reay's  country,"  headed  by  Captain  Donald  Mackay,  of  the  2l8t 
regiment  of  foot,  who  has  done  himself  honour  worthy  of  record  by  his  activity  and  zeal 
in  raising  tiic  subscription,  and  bringing,  with  his  other  coadjutors,  this  intention  to  its 
comj)letion.  The  monument  now  stands  a  record  of  the  bard's  fame,  and  an  honourable 
testimony  of  his  countrymen's  feelings.  It  is  of  polished  granite,  on  a  quadrangular 
pedestal  of  the  same  enduring  material,  and  bears  the  following  inscriptions  :— 

[First  Side.] 
IN  MEMORY 

OP 

ROB  DONN,  OTHERWISE  ROBERT  MACKAY, 

OF    DURNESS, 

THE   REAY    GAELIC    BARD. 

THIS   TOMB  WAS   ERECTED  AT  THE  EXPENSE   OF    A   FEW   OF   UIS   COUiNTRYMEN, 

ARDENT  ADMIRERS   OF   NATIVE  TALENT, 

AND   EXTRAORDINARY   GENIUS. 

1829. 

[Second  Side.] 

« 

*«POETA    NASCITUR  NON   FIT." 
OBIIT   1778. 

[  T/iird  Side.] 

"  BU   SHLUAGH  BORB  SINN   GUN    BHREITHEANAS, 

NUAIR  A   DH-FHALBH   THU,    MUR  SGATHADH   SUD  OIRNN. 

'*  Asys/g'  sXw  yag  èlfA   o'  vooGuvai  rdès 
[Fourth  Side.] 

♦'  SISTE   VIATOR,   ITER,   JACET  HIC   SUB  CESPITE   DONNUS, 
QUI    CECINIT   FORMA   PR^STANTES   RURE   PUELLAS; 
QUIQUE   NOVOS   L^TO   CELEBRAVIT   CARMINE   SPONSOS; 
QUIQUE   BENE  MERITOS   LUGUBRI    VOCE   DEFLEVIT; 
ET  ACRITER  VARUS   MOMORDIT  VITIA   MODIS."* 
^TATIS   64. 

*  The  above  lines,  in  memory  of  the  bard,  were  written  by  the  late  Rev.  Alexander  Pope, 
miaieter  of  Reay. 
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An  diugh,  an  diugh,  gur  reusontach 
Dhuinu  eiridh  aim  an  sanntachas, 
An  tri-ainh  lath'  air  crioc.hnachadh, 
De  dhara  mios  a'  gheamhraidh  dhuinn  ; 
Dean'inaid  coinunn  fàilteach  riut, 
Gu  bruidhneach,  gàireach,  òranach, 
Gu  butalach,  copach,  stòpanacli, 
Le  cruit,  le  ceùl,  's  le  dainhsuireuchd. 

Dean'maid  comunn  t'iiilteach 

liis  an  la  thug  thun  an  t-saoghail  thu  ; 

Olamaid  deoch-slàinte  nis 

An  t-Seumais  òjg  o  ''n  d'  inntrig  thu  ; 

Le  taing  a  thoirt  do  'n  Ard  High  shuas, 

Gu  'n  d'  fhuair  do  mhàthair  lìohhraigeadh, 

Dheth  h-aon  bha  do  na  Gà'eil, 

Mar  bha  Dàibhidh  do  chlainn  Israeli. 

Tha  cupall  bbliadhn'  a's  ràidhe, 
O  'n  la  thàinig  thu  do  dh'  Alba  so  ; 
'S  bu  shoilleir  dhuinn  o  'n  trath  bha  sin, 
An  fhàilte  chuir  an  aimsir  oirnn. 
Bha  daoine  measail,  miadhail  oirnn, 
'S  bha  àrach  nì  a'  sealbhach'  oirnn, 
Bha  barran  troma  tir'  againn; 
Bha  toradh  frith'  a's  fairg'  againn. 

An  diugh,  an  diugh,  gur  cuimhne  leain. 
Air  puing  nach  cbir  a  dhearmad  ort, 
Mu  bhreith  a'  phrionnsa  riùghail  so, 
Dhe  'n  teaghlaich  dhirich  Albannaich  ; 
'I'ogamaid  suas  ar  suilean  ris, 
Le  ùrnuigh  dhlù  gun  chealgaireachd, 
Ar  liimhan  na  'm  biodh  feum  orra, 
Le  toil  's  le  eud  's  le  earbsalachd. 

Togamaid  fuirm  a's  meanmnadh  ris, 

Is  aithnichear  air  ar  dùrachd  sinn, 

Le  latha  chumail  sunndach  leinn, 

As  leth  a'  phrionnsa  Stiùbhartaich  ; 

Gur  cal'  an  am  na  h-eigin  e, 

Ar  carraig  threun  gu  stiùireadh  air  ; 

Thug  biirr  air  cheud  am  buadhannan, 

'S  tha  cridhe  'n  t-sluaigh  air  dluthadh  ris. 

Cha  'n  ioghnadh  sin,  'n  uair  smuainichcar 

An  dualachas  o  'n  tàìnig  e  ; 

'N  doimhrie  bh'  ann  gu  fbghluinnte  ; 

Gun  bhonn  do  dh'  eis  'n  a  nàdur  dheth. 

Mar  Sholamh,  'n  cleachdadh  reusanta, 

Mar  Shamson,  treun  an  liinihan  e, 

Mar  Absalom,  gur  sgiamhach  e, 

Gur  sgiath  'a  gur  dion  d'  a  chàirdean  e. 


Nach  fhaic  sibh  fein  an  speis 

A  ghabh  na  speuran  gu  bhi  'g  ùmhladh  dhu  ; 

'N  uair  sheas  an  reaiinag  shoillstfai^h, 

Anns  an  line  an  robhsa  stlùireadh  Jeis  ; 

An  comhar'  bh'  aig  ar  Slànuighear, 

llo  Theàrlach  thigh'n  do  'n  dùthaich  so, 

'N  uair  ohaidh  na  daoine  ciallach  ud 

G'  a  iarraidh  gu  Jerusalem. 

A  nis,  a  Theàrlaich  Stiùbhairt, 

Na  'm  biodh  an  crùn  a  th'  air  Seòras  ort, 

Bu  lionmhor  againn  cuirtearan, 

A'  caitheamh  ghùn  is  chleòcaichean  ; 

Tha  m'  athchuing  ris  an  Ti  sin, 

Aig  am  beil  gach  ni  ri  ùrduchadh. 

Gn  'n  teàrnadh  e  o  'n  cheilg  ac'  thu, 

'S  gu  'n  cuir  e  'n  seilbh  do  chùrach  thu. 


ORAN  NAN  CASAGAN  DUBHA. 

[A  rinn  am  bard  *n  uair  chual'  e  gu  'n  do  bhacadh  an 
t-eideadli  Gàelach  le  lagh  na  rioghachd ;  agus  niuinntir 
a  dhùthcha  fein  bhi  uiie  air  taobh  righ  Dcòrsa  's  a' 
bhliadhna  1745] 

Lamh'  Dhe  leinn,  adhaoine, 
C'  uime  chaochail  sibh  i'asaii, 
'S  nach  'eil  agaibh  de  shaorsa, 
Fiù  an  aodaich  a  chleachd  sibh  ; 
'S  i  mo  bharail  mu  'n  eighe, 
Tha  'n  aghaidh  fheileadh  a's  osan, 
Gu  'm  beil  caraid  aig  Tej'irlacli, 
Ann  am  Pàrlamaid  Shasuinn. 

Faire  !  faire  !  'High  Deorsa, 
'N  ann  a  spors'  air  do  dhilsean, 
Dean  am  h  achdachan  ùra, 
Gu  bhi  dùblachadh  'n  daorsa ; 
Ach  on  's  balaich  gun  uails'  iad, 
'S  fearr  am  bualadh  no  'n  caomhna, 
'S  bidh  ni  's  lugha  g'a  t-fheitheamh, 
'N  uair  thig  a  leithid  a  risd  oirnn. 

Ma  gheibh  do  nàmhaid  's  do  charaid 

An  aon  pheanas  an  Albainn, 

'S  iad  a  dh-eirich  'na  t-aghaidh, 

Rinn  an  roghainn  a  b'  fhearra  dhiubh  j 

Oir  tha  caraid  math  cùil  ac', 

A  rinn  taobh  ris  na  dh'  earb  ris, 

'S  a'  chuid  nach  d-  imich  do  'n  Fhraingleis, 

Fhuair  iad  pension  'nuair  dh-fhalbh  e. 
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riia  VoMi  oifii^enrTi  Giii'lach 

Kiitlar  Strjoit  us  (\iirneil, 

Ntii'.h  (lu  chain  a  vltoiitision, 

'N  iiuir  chaidli  'in  l>i'is(>u(lli  ie  foirnrart ; 

A'  nilinid  's  a  t'litiair  siWIi  an  uiridli, 

(iotl  Imi  dioiuliiian  r'li  ùl  c, 

Blu-ir  sibii  'in  bliatlliu'  air  nlh-philloadh, 

Air  sun  iiinneHgaii  Uosaiu. 

Clia  rohli  bliiiadhtia  iia  taic  ho, 
Neach  a  sheasudh  mar  sgoileir, 
Gun  choiiiision  rifjli   Hrcataitin, 
G(t  Idii    n  a  Gliaptein  air  onair  ; 
Cluiidii  na  Hchi>a(]an  as  diubh, 
Nuch  do  Icasaich  sud  dolar, 
Ac.h  an  sgiiirsaigeadh  dhai^haidh, 
INlar  chù  a  dli-easbl»uidli  a  clioilair. 

Ach  ma  dh-aontaich  sibh  rireadh, 

Hi  bhur  sior  dhol  am  mugba, 

Ged  a  bha  sibh  cho  riogliail, 

Chaidh  bhur  cisean  am  modhad  ; 

'S  math  an  airidh  gu  'n  faicte 

Dream  cho  tais  ribh  a'  cumha, 

Jihi  tilgeadh  dhibh  bhur  cuid  bhrcacan, 

'S  a'  gabhail  chasagan  dubha. 

Och  !  nio  thruaighe  sin  Albainn! 

'S  tur  a  dhearbh  sibh  bhur  reuson, 

Gur  i  'n  roinn  bh'  ann  bhur  n-inntinn, 

'N  rud  a  mhill  air  gach  gleus  sibh  ; 

Leugh  an   Gubharmcnt  sannt 

Anns  gach  neach  a  thionndaidh  ris  fein  dhibh, 

'S  thug  iad  baoight  do  bhur  gionaich, 

Gu  'r  cuir  fo  mhionach  a  cheile. 

Ghlac  na  Sasunnaich  fath  oirbh, 
Gus  bhur  fkgail  ni  's  laige, 
Chum  's  nach  bitheadh  'g  ur  cunntadh, 
'N  ur  luchdcomh-stri  ni  b'  fhaide  ; 
Ach  'n  uair  a  bhios  sibh  a  dh-easbl)uidh 
Bhur  n-airm,  's  bhur  n-acuinnean  sraide, 
Gheibh  sibh  sèarsaigeadh  mionaich, 
Is  bidh  bhur  peanas  ni  's  graide. 

Tha  mi  faicinn  bhur  truaighe, 
Mar  ni  nach  cualas  a  shamhuil, 
A'  chuid  a's  feàrr  de  bhur  seabhaig, 
13hi  air  slabhruidh  aig  clamhan  ; 
Ach  ma  tha  sibh  'n  ar  leughainn, 
Pillibh  'n  dòghruinn  s'  'na  teamhair, 
'S  deanaibh  'n  deudach  a  thrusadh, 
Mu  'n  teid  bhur  busan  a  cheangal. 

'N  uair  thig  bagradh  an  nàmhaid, 
Gus  an  ;;it  anns  do  phill  e, 
'S  ann  bu  mhath  leam  a  chairdean, 
Sibh  bhi  'n  àireamh  na  buidhne, 


D'  am  bi«»dh  Npioi-aid  vho  Ga'cMach, 
'>S  gu  'ni  l)i()(lh  an  k.ìv  ml  'n  an  cniniluio, 
Gus  l)hur  piMcatlh  '»  an  ubiiainn, 
Oir  tha  i  roinihililt  ni  'n  doinihii)!. 

NÌM.  a  'rhcarhiich  oig  Stiubliuird, 
Hint  tlia  dnil  aig  gach  fmc, 
(,'lmidii  a  cliothachadh  crùiri  dhut, 
'S  a  leig  an  diitliair.h  'n  a  tt'ine  ; 
'I'iia  mar  nalhruichi'an  i'ohticht', 
A  chain  an  earradh  an  uraidh, 
Acli  tha  'g  Hth  ghl(;usadh  an  gathan, 
Gu  eiridh  hitlia  do  thighinn. 

'S  iomadh  neach  a  tha  guidhe, 

Ui  do  thighinn,  a  'l'hèarlaich, 

Gus  an  cireadh  na  cuin^ean, 

Dlieth  na  bliuidbeann  tha  'n  uigin  ; 

A  tha  cantainn  'n  an  cridhe, 

Ged  robh  an  teanga  'g  a  blireugadh, 

"  Liin  do  bheatha  gu  t-t'haicinn, 

A  dh'  ionnsuidh  Bhreatainn  a's  Eirinii." 

'S  iomadh  òganach  aimsichte, 
Tha  's  an  am  so  'n  a  chadal, 
Eadar  bràighe  Srath- Chluanaidh, 
Agus  bruachan  Loch-abair  ; 
Rachadh  'n  cùisibh  mhic  t-athar, 
'S  a  chrùn,  's  a  chathair  r'  an  tagradh, 
'S  a  dir  ath-philleadh  na  Ceathairn, 
A  dhioladh  latha  Chuiodair. 

Ach  a  chàirdean  na  cùirte, 
Nach  'eil  a'  chùis  a'  cur  feii'g  oirbh, 
Na  'n  do  dh'  fhosgail  bhur  sùilean, 
Gus  a'  chùis  a  bhi  searbh  dhuibh  ; 
Bidh  bhur  duais  mar  a'  ghobhar 
A  theid  a  bhleodhan  gu  tarbhach, 
'S  a  bhith'r  a'  tuadach  's  an  fhoghar 
Is  ruaig  nan  gaotiiar  r'a  h-earball. 

Ma  's  e  'm  peacach  a  's  modha 

'S  coir  a  chumhachd  a  chiaoidheadh  ; 

Nach  e  Seumas  an  Seachdamh 

Dhearbh  bhi  seasmhach  'n  a  inntinn? 

•'  C'  uim'  an  diteadh  sibh  'n  onair, 

Na  bhiodh  sibh  moladh  na  daoidheaclid  ?" 

'S  gur  h-e  dhlùitheachd  d'  a  chreideanih 

A  thug  do  choigrich  an  rioghachd. 

Fhuair  sinn  righ  a  Hanobhar, 

Sparradh  oirnne  le  achd  e, 

Tha  againn  prionnsa  'n  a  aghaidh, 

Is  neart  an  lagha  'g  a  bhacadh  ; 

O  Bhith,  tha  shuas  'na  do  bhreitheamh, 

Gun  chron  's  an  dithis  nach  fac  thu, — 

Mar  h-e  a  th'  ann,  cuir  air  aghairt 

An  t-aon  a  's  lugha  'm  bi  pheacadh. 
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ISEABAIL  NIC-AOIDH. 

Air  roNN — Plobaireachd, 

An  t-ùrlar. 

IsKABAiL  Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig  a'  chrodh  laoijjh, 
Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh, 
'S  i  'ii  a  h-aonar, 
Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig  a'  chrodh  laoitjh, 
Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh, 
'S  i  'n  a  h-aoiiar ; 
Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig  a'  chrodh  laoigh, 
Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh, 
'S  i  'n  a  h-aonar : 
Seall  sibh  Nic-Aoidh 
Aig  a"  chrodh  laoigh, 
Am  bonnabh  nam  frith' 
'S  i  'n  a  h-aonar. 

An  ceud  SiubhaK 

Mhuire  's  a  Righ  ! 
A  dhuine  gun  mhnaol, 
Ma  thig  thii  a  chaoidh, 
'S  i  so  do  thim  ; 
Nach  faic  thu  Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig  a'  chrodh  laoigh, 
Am  bonnabli  nam  frith', 
'Si  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Mhuire  's  a  Righ  ! 
A  dhuine  gun  mhnaoi, 
Ma  thig  thu  a  chaoidh, 
'S  i  so  do  thim  ; 
Nach  faic  thu  Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig  a'  chrodh  laoigh. 
Am  bonnabh  nam  frith', 
'S  i  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Comharradh  duibh 
Nach  'eil  gii  math, 
Air  fleasgach  amn 
13 hi  feadh  a  so, 
'N  uair  tha  bean-taigh' 
Air  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Muigh  aig  a'  chrodh, 
Gun  duine  mar-ri. 

Comhari'adh  duibh 
Nach  'eil  gu  math. 
Air  fleasgaich  amh 
Bhi  feadh  a  so, 
'N  uair  tha  bean-taigh' 
Air  Riothan  nan  Damh, 


jNIuigh  aig  a'  chrodh, 
'8  i  na  h-  aonar. 

Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh,  &c. 

An  dara  Siubhul. 

Seall  sibh  Iwaii-taigh 
Air  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Muigh  aig  a'  chrodh, 
Gun  duine  mar-ri  ; 
Seall  sibh  bean-taigh 
Air  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Muigh  aig  a  chrodh, 
'S  i  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Seall  sibh  bean-taigh 
Air  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Muigh  aig  a'  chrodh, 
Gun  duine  mar-ri  ; 
Seall  sibh  bean-taigh 
Air  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Muigh  aig  a  chrodh, 
'S  i  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Duine  sam  bith 
Th'  air  son  a'  chluich', 
De  chinneadh  math, 
Le  meud  a  chruidh, 
Deanadh  e  ruith. 
Do  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Gheibh  e  bean-taigh, 
'S  cuireadh  e  rith'. 

Duine  sam  bith 
Th'  air  son  a'  chluich', 
Do  chinneadh  math, 
Le  meud  a  chruidh, 
Deanadh  e  ruith 
Do  Riothan  nan  Damh, 
Gheibh  e  bean-taigh, 
'S  i  *n  a  h  aonar. 

Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh,  &c. 

An  Taohhluath. 

Nach  faic  sibh  an  oihseig 
Tha  coslach  ri  glacadh, 
Am  bliadhna  'g  a  clcachdadh, 
Ri  crodh  agus  eachaibh, 
Air  achadh  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Nach  faic  sibh  an  oihseig 
Tha  coslach  ri  glacadh, 
Am  bliadhna  'g  a  cleachdadh, 
Ri  crodh  agus  eachaibh. 
Air  achadh  'n  a  h-aonar. 

*S  neònach  am  fasan, 
Do  dhaoine  tha  dh'  easbhuidh 
Nan  nithean  bu  taitiieich' 
Dhaibh  fcin  e  bhi  aca, 
Bhi  fulang  a  faicinn. 
Am  bliadhna  'g  a  cleachdadh, 
Ri  crodh  agus  eachaibh. 
Air  achadh  'n  a  h-aonar. 
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'S  iipòiiacIi  am  faHiiii, 
Do  «lliaiiiiiH  tlui  (lir  t'lisbliuidh 
Nhii  iiitlietiii  1)11  tHÌtnt'ich' 
])haibli  tV-iii  e  bin  nca« 
IMii  fttlati^  a  fuiciiiii, 
Am  bliadbiia  'pf  a  clfaclidadli, 
Hi  ci'talii  ajrus  eachaibli, 
Air  acadh  'ii  a  )i-aonar. 

Jseabail  Nic-Auidh,  &c. 

ui^n  Crunluath. 

Seall  sibh  air  a'  cheannaidheachd^ 
Ati  ioinallan  nam  mullai(  licaii, 
Am  bliadliiia  's  i  gu  muladach, 
Na  Ii-uile  la  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Seall  sibh  air  a'  clieannaidhcacbd, 
An  iuinallaii  nam  muUaichean, 
Am  bliadhiia  's  i  gu  muladach, 
JSa  h-uile  la  'n  a  h-aonar. 

lnns<dh  mis  do  dh-iomadh  fear, 
'S  an  rannuidheachd  'n  nair  chluinnear  i, 
Gu'm  beil  i  aii'  a  cumail 
As  na  h-uile  h-àite  follaiseach, 
Le  ballanan  a's  cuinneagan, 
An  iomallan  nam  muUaichean, 
Am  bliadhna  's  i  gu  muladach, 
Na  h-uile  la  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Seall  sibh  air  a'  cheannaidheachd, 
An  iomallan  nam  raullaichean, 
Am  bliadhna  's  i  gu  muladach, 
Na  h-uile  la  'n  a  h-aonar. 

Iseabail  Nic-Aoidh,  &c. 


Note. — Tins  song  was  composed  in  praise  of  a  young 
lady,  the  daughter  oi  Iain  mac  Eachuinn,  the  bard's  early 
friend,  to  the  well  known  air  of  the  pipe  tune,  "Fàilte 
Phriunns'."  To  those  who  have  attended  to  the  varia- 
tions of  that  air,  as  played  properly  upon  the  great  High, 
land  bagpipe,  it  cannot  but  appear  as  a  very  respectable 
effort,  that  the  bard  has  met  all  its  variations,  quick  and 
slow,  with  words  and  with  sentiments  admirably  suited 
both  to  the  air  and  to  his  subject.— Fi^fe  Memoir  of  Edit. 


PIOBAIREACHD  BEAN  AOIDH. 

l/rlar. 

Thogaireadh  bean  Aoidh, 
Thogaireadh  bean  Aoidh, 
Thogaireadh  bean  Aoidh 
Uain  do  dh-Aisir, 
Thogaireadh  bean  Aoidh 
'N  aghaidh  na  gaoith', 


*S  rinn  iad  Mac- Aoidh 

Aig  Locban-nan-Ciiaimhidhcach. 

'8  follitihcach  a  dh-fhalbh  i, 
Callaidheaclid  an  dci^h  Aoidh, 
'J'hoilii-.ii  i  '  liiii  'n  a  ninaui, 
*N  I'litcarhan  fàNacliail  ; 
C'imiina'  mise  mar  blia  i, 
Turraban  an  d^igh  Aoidh, 
\M  bfalach  ca(]ar  da  l)h*-inii, 
li'  àiii  ico  gu  'n  tàinhatih  iad. 
Chunnaic  mi  rud  cile  ris, 
Dh-innis  domh  nach  robh  sibh  saor, 
Il-uile  h-aon  de  an  iii, 
Sgaoilt'  tVadh  nan  àìridhnean. 
'S  chunnaic  mi  thu  iciri,  Aoidh, 
'N  uair  a  rinn  thu  'm  pill, 
(nirraidh  cruinn  arms  a'  bh(!Ìiin, 
'8  duilich  dhuibh  'àicheadh. 

Siubfial. 

'S  suarach  an  t-uidhcam, 
Do  ghruagach  no  nighin, 
Bhi  pronnadh  's  a'  bruidhean, 
Is  cab  oirre  gaii'eachdaich. 
'IViall  thun  na  h-uighe, 
CJun  ghnothuch  no  guidhe, 
A'  mhealladh  le  bruidhean, 
Pàisteachau  bà-bhuachaill. 
Ma  tha  agaibh  de  chridhe, 
Na  philleas  mo  bhruidhean, 
Thdid  mis  air  an  t-slighe, 
'S  feuchaidh  mi  'n  t-àite 
An  robh  sibh  'ii  'ur  suidhe, 
'N  'ur  laidhe  's  'n  ur  suidhe, 
'S  mu  'n  ruitheadh  beul  duibhe, 
B'  Ihearr  gun  a  chlàistinn. 
'S  suarach  an  t-uidheam,  &c. 

Crunluath, 

Na  càirdean  bu  dealaidh  bha  staigh, 
Chairich  iad  iomadh  fear  roimh', 
Dir  fheuchainn  an  cumadh  iad  uaith, 
Ailleas  nach  b'  fheairde  i, 
Thionndaidh  i  'bus  ris  an  fhraigh, 
'S  bhòidich  nach  pilleadh  i  troigh, 
Chaoidh  gus  an  ruigeadh  i  'n  taigh, 
Am  b'  àbhaist  d'i  fàth  fhaighiiin. 
Dh-fbag  i  'n  t-aran  a'  bruich', 
'S  dh-fhalbh  i  o  philleadh  a'  chruidh, 
Dh'àicheadh  i  comhairl'  's  am  bith, 
'S  mhàrsail  i  dh-Aisir  bhuainn. 
IMhuinntir  a  thachair  a  muigh, 
'S  iad  a  fhuair  sealladh  a'  chluich  , 
Anna  'n  a  ruith,  teannadh  o  'n  taigh, 
'N  deigh  'Ille  chràcanaich. 
Na  càirdean  bu  dealaidh,  &c. 
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IIANN  AIR  LONG   RUSPUINN. 

[Sean  long  bhcag,  a  bba  air  a  càradh  lo  ceannaiche,  bha 
•n  a  shuan  duine,  agus  a  bhrist  loimhe  kìii  ;  chàraich  e  an 
long  8(>,  le  spniilk'acli  luiiige  cbaidh  abhrueadh  n  tstoiiin 
gcauihraidh  air  truigb  lagiis  do  Uiispuiin  ;  bha  'n  ceaiin. 
uiche  pbsd'  ri  seaiin  nighiii  tacan  ro'n  am  »in,  's  iad  gun 
chlann.  'N  uair  rinn  e  suas  an  long,  's  ann  le  luath 
ranaicii  mar  luchd  a  chaidh  e  leatlia  air  a'  cheud  siublial.J 

Srana  inharaicli,  seana  cheannaic.h, 

Le  seaiia  chailei*,',  'ii  iad  guti  sliochd  ; 

Gun  tuar  coiiaich  air  a'  chual  chi-aiinaich, 

Is  luath  rainich  air  cheud  luchd. 

Bha  scan  acair,  guti  aon  taic  iiiiit% 

Air  seau  hhacaii,  ri  sean  taigh  ; 

Leig  an  sean  tohha  gun  aon  chobhair, 

An  sean  eithear  air  seana  chloich. 

Bha  triùir  ghaisgeaclj  gun  neach  caisrigt', 

Air  dhrocli  eistreadh  'n  an  cacil  ruith, 

Gu  long  Ruspuinn  nach  pàigh  cuspunn, 

An  t-seana  chupuill  nam  plàigh  ritii'. 

'S  mòr  an  6is  e  do  fiiear  pension^ 

Bha  's  na  rancaibh  fada  muigh, 

Bhi  air  chùl  fraighneach  air  stiùìr  Sine, 

Gun  ditil  sineadh  ri  deat^h  chluich. 


ORAN  NAN  SUIRIDHEACH.* 

Fhkaramu  òg'  leis  am  miannach  pòsadh, 
Nach  'eil  na  sgeòil  so  'g  'ur  fàgail  trom  ? 
Tha  chuid  a  's  diomhair'  tha  cur  an  lin  dibh, 
Cha  'n  'eil  an  trian  diubh  a'  ruigheachd  fuinn. 
Tha  chuid  a's  faighreachaiT  air  an  oighreachd  s', 
O  'm  beil  am  prise  a'  dol  air  chall, 
Mar  choirean  luidir,  cur  mailT  air  pàirtidh, 
Tha  barail  chàirdean,  a's  gràdh  gun  bhonii. 

Tha  fear  a'  suiridh  an  diugh  air  iniglican, 
Gun  bharail  iomraill  nach  dean  e  turn  ; 
Bha  i  uair,  's  bu  chumha  buairidh, 
A  ghuth  d'  a  cluais,  a's  a  dhreach  d'  a  sùil. 
An  sean  ghaol  cinnteach  bha  aig  ar  sinnsir', 
Nach  d'fhuair  cead  imeachdair  feadh  na  dùthch', 
Nach  glan  a  dhearbh  i,  gu  'n  deach'  a  mharbhadii, 
N  uair  ni  1  bàrgan,  'nuair  thig  tear  ur. 

'S  iomadh  caochladh  thig  air  an  t-saoghal, 
'S  cha  chan  an  fhirinn  nach  'eil  e  crosil', 
Na  h-uile  maighdean  a  ni  mar  rinn  i, 
Tha  fois  a  h-inntinn  an  cunnart  fcasd. 
An  duine  treubhach,  mur  'eil  e  spveidlioach, 
A  dh'  aindeoin  eud,  tha  e  fein  *g  a  chosg, 
'S  le  comhairl'  ghòraich  a  h-athair  dhòluni, 
*G  a  deanamli  deònach  le  toic,  's  le  trosg. 

•  For  the  air.  soe  "  The  Rev.  Patrick  M' Donald's  Col- 
lection  of  Hiijhlaiid  Airs,"  page  17,  No.  112. 


O  'n  tlia  'n  gaol  ac  utr  (7:8  mar  Thaoilleach, 

Na  bitheadh  stri  agaibh  ri  Ijiii  pò^id', 

'A  seasuthacbd  inntinii  cba  'n  'eil  thu  cinnteachf 

Re  tad  na  h-aon  oidhch'  gu  teacod  an  lu  ; 

An  tè  a  phairtlcheat:  riut  a  cairdeaa, 

Ged  tha  i  'gràdh  sud  le  caintit  a  beMI, 

Fo  cheann  heacliduin,  thig  caocliladh  Heasgaich, 

'S  cha  'n  Ihaigh  thu  tacal  dh'i  re  do  bheò. 

Ach  's  mi/r  an  nàire  bhi  'g  an  sàrachadh, 
Oir  tha  pùirt  dhiubh  de  'n  inntinn  stùlt', 
!  INIach  o  phùrantan  agus  chàirdean, 
Bhi  milleadh  ghrUidh  sin  tha  fas  gu  h-òg  ; 
Mur  toir  i  aicheadh  do  'n  fliear  a's  learr  leath', 
Ged  robh  sud  craiteach  dh'i  fad  a  beò, 
Ni  h-athair  feargach,  a  beatha  searbh  dh'i, 
'S  gur  fearr  leis  marbh  i,  na  'faicinn  pcsd'. 

Faodaidh  reason  a  bhi,  gu  treigeadh 
An  fhir  a  's  beusaich'  a  theid  'n  a  triall  ; 
Ged  tha  e  cairdeach,  mur  'eil  e  pàgach, 
Ud  !  millidh  pràcas  na  th'  air  a  mhiann  ; 
Tha  'n  duine  suairce,  le  barrachd  stuamachd, 
A'  call  a  bhuannachd  ri  te  gun  chiall  ; 
'S  fear  oile  *g  eiridh,  gun  stic  ach  leine, 
'S  e  cosnadh  geill  dh'i  mu  'n  stad  e  srian. 

Mur  'eil  stuamachd  a'  cosnadh  gruagaich, 
Och  !  ciod  a'  bhuaidh  air  am  beil  a  geall  ? 
Nach  mor  an  neònachas  fear  an  dòchais  so, 
Gun  bhi  cnòdach  ni  's  modha  bonn  ; 
Fear  eile  sineadh  le  mire  's  taosnadii, 
Le  comunn  faoilteach,  no  aigneadh  trom, 
'S  ge  math  na  tri  sin  gu  cosnadh  aontachd, 
Cha  'n  'eil  a  h  aon  diubh  nach  'eil  a'  call. 

Ma  tha  e  pagach,  ma  tha  e  sgathach, 

Ma  tha  e  nàrach,  ma  tha  e  mear  ; 

Ma  tha  e  sanntach,  ma  tha  e  greannar, 

Ma  tha  e  cainnteach,  a's  e  gun  chron  ; 

Ma  tha  e  bòidheach,  ma  tha  e  seolta, 

Ma  tha  e  còmhnard,  ma  tha  e  glan  ; 

Ma  tha  e  diomhain,  ma  tha  e  gniomhach, 

Ud,  ud !  cha  'n  fhiach  le  a  h-aon  diubh  sin  ! 

Ma  tha  e  pagach,  tha  e  gun  nàire, 

'S  ma  tha  e  sgathach,  cha  bheag  a'  chrois  ; 

Ma  tha  e  gaolach,  tha  e  'n  a  chaora  ; 

'S  ma  tha  e  faoilteach,  tha  e  'n  a  throsg ; 

Ma  tha  e  gniomhach,  their  cuid,  '"Cha'n  fhiach  e, 

Tha  'm  fear  ud  miodhair,  's  e  sud  a  chron  ;" 

'S  ma  tha  e  failligeach  ann  an  aiteachadh, 

"  Cha  bhi  barr  aig',  is  bi'dh  e  bochd." 

Co  an  t-aon  fliear  air  feadh  an  t-saoghaii, 
A  tha  nis  cinnteach  gu  'n  dean  e  turn  ; 
'S  nach  'eil  a  h-aon  de  na  tha  mi  'g  innseadli, 
Nach  'eil  'n  a  dhiteadh  dlia  air  a  chul. 

N 
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SAlt-OHAIU   NAM   bAUD   GAELACII. 


An  «IiiiiU'  iiMMiiiiniiarli,  '.s  «•  (oìiii}immI,  niiiinoil, 
Clm  cliliiiiin  tliii  'aiiiiu  m-h  iiiiir  t'lifar  ^iiii  din  ; 
'8  nm-.h  fliitic  tliii  loin,  air  son  ioinadii  rviisoiii, 
CÌU  'ii  di-ach'  an  sjui-idh  os  ccanii  ciillc,  'h  cliù. 

Tlia  tear  tus  ami,  a  (lli-aiii<it><)iii  (liic)iai.s, 
A  (111'  t'iiaudas  pòsadli  ^tiii  nihùrati  char  ; 
Na'in  bitidli  do  (diiallai^'  na  dh' aitliiiich  riauili, 
(ill  'ii  do  dli-oiricli  •;riaii  aiiris  an  aii-d(!  'ii  i-ar  ; 
Dean  'ii  a  dlitiain;  **,  a  iii^adii  'ii  ctiaran, 
Tlioir  l)ail(!   N  Imar  dlia,  a's  trealjlmir  gh<*al  ; 
Lci^  lal)liairt  iiair  dha,  ri  athair  ^nia;L;ii>('li> 
'S  blieir  nti  nio  chinas  dhnt  mar  taigli  u  bean. 


A  M    B  II  U  A  D  A  U. 

Am  FONN — "  Latha  siuhhal  alcibhe  d/wmh." 

Chunna'  mise  bruadar, 

Fhir  nach  cuala,  thig  a's  cluinn  ; 
Ma  's  breisleacli  e,  cur  <;asg  air  ; 

'S  ma  tba  neart  ami,  bi  'g  a  sheimi  ; 
Na  m'  b'  t'hior  dlionib  lein  gn  'm  taca  mi, 

Am  Freasdal,  's  e  air  beinn  ; 
Gach  ni  a's  neach  'n  a  amharc, 

is  e  cuimhead  us  an  cinn. 

Chunna'  mi  gach  sebrsa  'n  sin, 

A'  tigh'nn  'n  an  crotliaibli,  cruinn  ; 
'S  na  'm  b'  fliior  dhomh,  gu'n  robh  mbran  diubh^ 

A  b'  eòl  domh  ri  mo  linn  ; 
Acli  CO  a  bha  air  thus  dhiubh, 

Ach  na  daoine  pòsd'  air  sreing, — 
'S  a'  cheud  t  hear  a  thuirt  facal  diubh, 

Cruaidh  chasaid  air  a  mhnaoi. 

Lahhair  glagair  araidh  ris, — 

"  'S  tu  leig  mo  naimhdeas  leam, 
N  uair  phòs  mi  ghobach,  iirdanach, 

Nach  obadh  cnànihan  rium  ; 
'S  e  *s  cainnt  an  taobh  mo  leapa  dh'i, 

An  uair  is  pailte  rum, 
Gu  cealgach,  toargach,  droch-mbeimieach, 

'  'S  an  drocii-uair,  teann  a  null.' 

"  Their  i  ris,  gu  h-ain-meinneach, 

'N  uair  dh'  eireas  fearg  'n  a  sròin, 
Gu  'm  b'  olc  mi  anu  an  argumaid, 

'S  nach  b'  fheàrr  mi  thogail  sgeòil, — 
Cba  b'  ionann  duit  's  do  c'  ainm  e  sud, 

'S  deagh  sheanachaidh  e  's  taigh-òsd', 
O  !  *s  buidhe  dhi-s'  thug  dhachaigh  e, 

B'  e  fein  am  fleasgach  coir. 


"  'Nnair  rhloNas  mis'  ri  Kinuaineachadii, 

Ciaeh  trnaighe  tliiig  mo  sli.'ir  ; 
'I'heir  i,  »g«'igeil,  beumarli,  riuui, 

Cnir  r(»  mhatli  dh-i'-isdinn  sgeul  ; 
Ih  their  i  ris  na  ial)iiras  mi, 

Gu  'n  ranadh  claim  ni  b'  Ihearr  ; 
Aon  ghni<»mh,  no  ciinnt,  cha  chinnicii  leani, 

Nach  di-mol  i  le  'beul." 

J  linirt  ise  : — "  Cm  'm  b'  endacli  sud, 

'S  gu  'n  robh  »•  breugach,  mealll',' 
Is  thug  i  air  mar  b'  àl)liaisl  d'i, 

Nach  abradh  'blieui-sa  drannd  ; 
"  'I'ha  'n  adiiarc  sgorrach,  citidh  ; 

Ach  o  'n  's  c'igin  d'i  biii  ann, 
O  !  ciod  e  'n  t-uite  'n  cùra  dh'i 

IJhi  iVis,  na  air  a'  clieann." 

Thubhairt  fear  de  'n  àireamh  u<l, 

Bu  tabhachdaiche  bh'  ann, 
"A  i^'hreasdail,  rinn  thu  t'àbhor  rinni, 

Am  pàirt  'nuair  thug  thu  clann  ; 
Ged  thug  thu  bean  mar  mhàthair  dhaibh, 

Nach  dean  gach  dàrna  h-àm, 
Ach  h-uile  gniomh  a  's  taisuinnc, 

!\lar  '  thachras  thigh'n  'n  a  oeann." 

Fhreagair  Freasdal  reusonta, — 

"  'S  e  's  feumail  diiut  bhi  stuaim', 
'S  a  liuthad  la  a  dh'  eisd  mi  riut. 

Is  tu  'na  t-eigin  chruaidh; 
Mu  'n  do  chumadh  leine  dhut, 

Bha  'n  ceile  sin  riut  fuaight', 
Is  ciod  iad  nis  na  f'àthan, 

Air  am  b'  àiU  leat  a  cur  bhuat?" 

"  Nach  bochd  dhomh,  'nuair  thig  strainsturan, 

Bhios  ceòlmhor,  cainnteach,  binn, 
'Nuair  's  math  leam  a  bhi  fialaidh  riuth', 

'S  ann  bhios  i  fiata  ruimi  ? 
'N  uair  dh'  lias  mi  gu  cùirteil  leatb', 

'S  e  gheibh  mi  cùl  a  cinn, 
'S  bidh  mise  'n  sin  'n  am  bhreugadair, 

Ag  ràdh  gu  'm  bcil  i  tinn. 

♦*  Cha  tàmh  i  'm  baile  dithribh  leam, 

Cha  toigh  leath'  gaoth  nam  beann, 
An  tàite  mosach,  fasachail, 

Am  beil  an  cràbhadh  gann  ; 
'S  ged  chuir  mi  làmh  ri  eaglais  :, 

Cha  'n  fhada  dh'  fhanas  ann, — 
*  An  t-àite  dona,  tabhurnach, 

Bidh  sluagli  cur  neul  'n  a  ceann.'  " 

Sin  'n  uair  thubhairt  Freasdal  ris,— 

*'  'S  e  thig  do  'n  neach  ni  choir  ; 
A  bhi  ni  's  dluith'  r'  a  dhleasannas. 

Mar  's  truime  crois  'g  a  leòn  j 
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Ged  shaoileadh  tu  i;\i  'in  iiiiiithoadh  dhut, 

'•  Dh'  t'ha'odainn-sa  <lo  phÒ!>adb 

Na  pheacaicli  thu  gu  h-ùg  ; 

His  an  l-sfòrba  tha  thu  'g  radh, 

Cha  'n  t'hear  giiti  cliaiiKulh  cr untidiair  tliii, 

Ach  's  aonan  as  a'  chiad  diiiubh. 

Fhad  's  bhios  a'  chuin-chomhtiiri  s'  bt-u. 

Blieireadii  riarachadh  dhut  r.iidh  ; 
An  tè  de  'n  nadur  neùnach  ud, 

"  Cha  'n  fhac  thu  f'll'in  o  rujjadh  tu, 

•S  nach  toireadh  pog  gu  bralii, 

Aon  cheuin  dt;  in'  obair-s'  liar, 

Aon  dram  no  dfoch  ciia  'n  Mar  leatli', 

Ged  chunnaic  mi  mar  chleachdudli  tu, 

'S  cha  dheònaich  i  do  chàch." 

Do  dhreachdan  's  do  chiall  ; 

Cia  h-iomadh  trie  gu.  beartas, 

Air  an  dara  diisal  dhomli, 

Bh'  air  an  ditlieadli  stcach  'n  ad  cliliabb, 

'N  deigh  dùsgadh  as  mo  shuain, 

Nach  fhaic  thu  gur  h-aon  aisiun  dhiut, 

Chunnaic  mi  na  daoine  sin, 

A  chum  air  ais  sud  rianih. 

Ag  sgaoileadh  mach  mu  'n  cuairt  ; 
S  na  h-uiie  beari  bha  piisda  sin, 

*♦  Aidich  fein  an  fhirinn, 

A'  do)  'n  an  diinaibii  suas, 

Agus  chi  thu  'n  sin  mar  bha, 

Ach  's  aon  to  as  an  t'hichead  dhiubh, 

A'  mheud  's  a  ghabh  mi  shaothair  ritli', 

liha  buidheach  leis  na  thuair. 

Gus  an  caoch'leadh  i  ni  b'  fhearr  ; 

Dh-f'heuch  bochdainagu^s  beartas  db'i, 

Labhair  aon  beati  iuniisuicht'  dhiubh, 

Js  euslaint  agus  si.  int', 

Bu  mhodha  rùui  na  c<'.<'h  : — 

Is  thainig  mi  cho  t'agus  d'i, 

"  Am  biadh,  an  deuch,  's  an  aodaichean. 

'S  a  bagairt  leis  a'  bhas. 

Cha  'n  fiiaodainn  bhi  ni  's  sathaichl'  ; 
Ach  gu  m'  t'hagail  trom,  nco-shunndach, 

"'Nuair  a  dh'  fheuch  mi  bochdain  dli'i, 

Cha  'n  e'ol  domh  pung  a's  dàch'. 

'S  ann  ortsa  chuir  i  'm  fat ; 

Na  gealltanas  mo  tlii.ileachadh. 

'S  cha  mho  a  rinn  an  t-socair  i 

Gun  choimhljonadh  gu  bràih. 

Ni  b'  fhosgarraich'  ri  each  ; 

Le  h-euslaint'  'nuair  a  bhun  mi  rith'. 

"  An  duine  sin  tha  mar  rium, 

S  ann  frionasach  a  dh-fhas  ; 

Tha  sior  ghearan  air  mo  shuiiiid, 

An  t-slainte  bhuam  clia  'n  aidich  i, 

Dhearbhainn  tein  air  'Ihiacaill, 

'S  cha  chreid  i  bhuam  am  bus." 

Ged  nach  d'  iarr  mi,  nach  do  dliiùlt  ; 
Bidh  mòran  diubh  n»i-reusorita, 

CJ)  sin  a  chite  tighinn, 

'Nuair  gheibh  thu  'n  sgeul  gu  grunnd, 

Dol  a  bhruidhean  ris  gu  teff.iin, 

Tha  diiil  ac'  gu  'n  ghluais  mireag  riuth', 

Ach  duine  bha  cruaidh  chasaid 

An  spiorad  nach  'eil  annt'. 

Air  a'  mhnaoi  bu  gliasd'  a  bh'  ami  ; 

'S  e  'g  radh  : — "  'Nuair  thcid  mi  'n  taice  rith', 

"  'S  ne'  nach  leam  an  dràsda  'n  so. 

'S  ann  bhios  oirr'  gart  a's  greann, 

Sior  àbhaist  nam  fear  pòsd'. 

*S  'nuair  their  mi  chainnt  a  's  doahiidh  rith', 

Their  gu  ladarn"  dàna, 

Gu  'n  cuir  i  cur  'n  a  ceann. 

Nnch  do  thoirmisg  aithne  pig; 
Cia  mòr  an  diùbhcas  beusan 

"  Gur  h-e  trian  mo  dhitidh  oirr', 

Th'  eadar  eucoir  agus  coir, 

Nach  bi  i  faoilidh  riuui  ; 

Cha  'n  eùl  domh  aite-seasainih, 

Ni  i  sgeig  a's  cnaid  orm. 

Gun  a  chos  air  aon  diubh  dhò." 

Gun  ghair'  a'  tigh'nn  a  com  ; 

'Nuair  bhitheas  sinn  'n  ar  n-aonaran, 

Chunnaic  mi  's  an  àite  sin, 

Bidh  'cainnt  's  a  h-aogas  trom, 

Ni  ;. bhachdach  gu  leòir, 

Ach  'n  uain  thig  na  fir  gu  fuirmeii, 

Is  shaoil  mi  gu  'm  bu  rcuson  e, 

Gheibh  sinn  òl,  a's  cuirm,  a's  funn. 

O  'n  tigeadh  eudach  mòr  ; 
Ciod  bh'  aim  ach  fear  gun  chomas, 

*'  A  Fhreasdail,  rinn  thu  seirbhe  dhomli, 

'G  iarraidh  comunn  tè  gun  chuir. 

'S  ann  orm  a  chuir  thu  chuing, 

'S  bha  fior  dhroch  bheachd  aig  ceud  deth, 

'S  gu  'm  b'  eòl  dut  gu  'n  robh  m'  aimsir, 

'S  a  bhean  fein  'g  a  chur  an  spòrs. 

Is  mo  mheanmnadli  air  an  chioidh  ; 

B'  fhurasd'  dhut  's  na  bliadhnaibit  ud, 

Chuireadh  e  neiil  'n  am  eanchainn-s'. 

JMo  riarachadh  le  mnaoi 

A  bhi  'g  ainmeachadh  le  cainnt, 

Bhiodh  ùmhail,  cairdeil,  rianail  dhomh, 

A'  mheud  's  a  bh'  ann  de  dh-argumaid. 

'S  nach  iarradh  fear  a  chaoidh." 

'S  do  chomunn  gearrta  greann'  ; 
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]>ha  im  (■('udaii  p«»ar!<'  iiti  siid, 
'N  HM  si>UM)unh  anil  am  raiic, 

'Shha  CHHHÌdnaii  nig  mòruii  diiiMi, 
IMa  'ii  uoii  iicach  biui  toirt  taiii)^'. 


AN    DUINE    SANNTACH 

AGUS  AN  SAOQHAL,   A'  GEAIIAN  AlH  A  CHIilLE. 
AN  DUINE. 

'S  Mi-cHOMAiNNEACH  tliusa,  Shaogh.iil, 

'S  b'  abhaist  dhut, 
'S  olc  a  leaiiadh  tu  ri  daoiiie 

A  leanadh  riut ; 
Am  fear  a  cheangail  sreang  gu  teatin  riut, 

Leis  a'  ghlut ; 
'Nuair  tharruinn  gach  fear  acheann  feiii  d'i, 

'S  es'  a  thuit. 

AN  SAOGIIAL. 

is  sibhse  tha  mar  sin,  a  dhaoine, 

'S  b'  abhaist  duibh, 
'S  olc  a  leanadli  sibh  ri  saoghal 

A  leanadh  ribh  ; 
Ged  chuir  mise  sorchaii  fodhaibh, 

'S  air  gach  taobh, 
Mas  sibh  fein  tha  gabhal  teichidh, 

Soraidh  leibh  ! 

AN  DUINE. 

O,  na  'n  gleidheadh  tu  mis',  a  shaoghail, 

Bhithinn  dha  do  reir, 
Oir  tha  na  h-uile  ni  a's  toigh  leam 

Fo  na  ghrein  ; 
C^  uim^  an  leigeadh  tu  gu  dilinii 

Mi  gu  pein, 
'S  nach  'eil  ilaitheas  clio  priseil  dhomh 

Kiut  fein. 

AN  SAOGHAL. 

S  ann  bu  choir  dhut  bhi  cur  t-eòlais 

Ni  bu  deis', 
Far  am  biodh  na  h-uile  solas 

Ni  bu  treis', 
Ged  ni  mis'  an  t-umaidh  ùrach 

Ri  car  greis, 
'N  uair  a  thogi-as  e  fein  m'  fhagail, 

Leigeam  leis. 


OIIAN  DO'N  OLLA  MOIllISTON. 

LUINNRAG. 

Binn  sin  uair-ei(/in, 
Searhh  sin  hy, 
Jììnn  sin  uair-c.i(/in, 

Srarh/i  sin  ixj  ; 

Jiinn  sin  nuir-tiyin, 

'N comnnn  so  dli  fhuaraich, 

Air  an  roi)h  earixill  ylc  dUuaineil, 

Gt  bu  ijlivanaiU  a  sinhn, 

A'  BHMAniiNA  na  caluinii-s\ 
Jiu  gheur  am  faobliar  a  ghearradh  an  teud, 
Bir  eadar  Dòinhiiull  's  am  Morair, 
S  iad  mar  aon  ann  an  comuiin  "s  an  gaol  ; 
Ach  cia  b'  «  ni  bha  's  na  caii  tean, 
Chaidh  e  feargach  oiriin  seachad  an  de  ; 
'S  CO  a  's  dacha  bhi  coireach, 
Na  'ra  fear  a  dhfhagas  am  baile  leis  fein  ? 
Biim  sin  iiair-eigin,  ^c. 

Chunnaic  mis'  air  a'  bhùrd  tlui, 
Bhliadhiia  ghabh  Sine  Ghòrdun  an  t-at, 
'S  cha  chuireadh  tu  t-aodann 
Ann  an  comuim  nach  slaodadh  tu  leat  ; 
Ach  'nuair  shaoil  leat  do  shorchan, 
Bhi  cho  laidir  ri  tulchainn  a'  gheat', 
Shliob  na  bonna-chasan  reamhar 
Dheth  na  loma-leacan  sleamhuinn  gun  taic ! 
Binn  sin  uair-eigin,  c^c. 

Dearbh  cha  ghabhainn-sa  iogbnadh 
As  an  leac  so  chuir  miltean  a  muigh, 
Dhe  na  corra-cheannaich'  bhriosgach, 
Aig  am  faicte  'n  d;i  iosgaid  air  chrith; 
Ach  an  trostanach  treubhach, 
Chuireadh  iieart  a  dha  shleisd'  an  an  sith. 
Ma  thuit  es'  aig  an  dorus, 
Cia  mar  sheasas  lear  eile  's  am  biih  ? 
Binn  sin  uuir-eigin,  c^c. 

'S  ann  tha  ceumanan  Freasdail 
Toirt  nan  ceudan  de  leasanan  duinn, 
Deanamh  iobairt  de  bheagan, 
Gu  'm  biodh  each  air  an  teagasg  r'  an  linn  ; 
Ach  ma  thuitcas  fear  aithghearr, 
Le  bhi  sealltuinn  ro  bhras  os  a  chiiin, 
Cha  'n  'eil  fhios  agam,  aca, 
Co  a  's  ciontaich'  an  leac  no  na  buinn. 
Binn  sin  uuir-eigin,  (|c. 

Tha  mise  fein  ann  an  eagal, 

'G  iari'aidh  fàsaich  no  eag  do  mo  sliàil, 

Is  mi  falbh  air  an  leacaicb, 

Air  an  d'  fhuair  daoine  seasmhach  an  s;ir; 
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Ach  tha  in'  earbsadh  tre  chunuart, 
Mo  fjharbh-chiiaiinhean  uile  bhi  slùii, — 
Oil'  ged  a  thiirludh  diioinli  clibuadh, 
Cha  'n  'eil  i'lird'  aig  mo  smigeid  o  'ii  làr. 
Binn  sin  uair  eiyin,  ^c. 

An  duin'  òg  s'  tha  'n  a  16igh, 
'i'ha  mi  clàistiiin  tha  tighiiin  a  'dhcigh, 
Fhuair  e  leasan  o  dhithiij, 

Chum  gu'ii  siubhladh  e  suidhicht'  'ii  acheum; 
Ach  mil  'ii  chùis  tha  d'  a  leantuirin, 
Cuiream  cùl  ri  bhi  caiituirin  iii  's  leir  ; 
Ach  na  'm  biodh  brigh  na  mo  chomhairr, 
So  an  t-;im  am  beil  Somhairl'  'n  a  feum. 
Binn  sin  uair-eiyin^  t^-c. 

Ian  Mhic-Uilleim  's  an  t-Srathan, 
Faodaidh  deireadh  do  lathach'-s'  bhi  searbb, 
Ged  tha  'n  aimsir-s'  cho  sitheil, 
'S  nach  'eil  guth  riut  mu  phris  air  an  tàrbh  ; 
Chaidh  luchd-fùbhoir  a  bhriseadh, 
Nabha  'n  dreuchd  eadarRuspunii's  amPàrbh  ; 
Am  fear  a  thig  le  mòr  urram, 
Gheibh  e  ceud  mile  mallachd  's  an  fhalbh.^ 
Binn  sin  uair-eigin,  4'c. 

Note. — Dr  Morrison,  the  hero  of  this  song,  was  for  a 
long  time  in  high  esteem  and  favour  in  the  family  of  Lord 
Reay ;  but  at  length  a  misunderstanding  arising  between 
them,  he  found  cause  to  leave  the  family,  reflecting,  at 
the  same  time,  on  the  fluctuating  temper  and  unsteady 
favour  of  the  great,  and  rcpeatirjg  the  old  Gaelic  adage, 
'*  In sleani/iuinn  an  leac  a  th'aig  dorus  an  taigh'  m/iòh." 


MARBHRANN. 

[Do  dhithis  mhinistoar  ro  ainmeil  'nan  dùthaich,  Mr 
Iain  Monro,  Ministeir  Sgire  Eadarachaolais,  agus  Mr 
DòmhnuU  Mac-Aoidh,  Maighstir-sgoile,  sgire  Fair.] 

AlR  FONN — "  Oran  na  h-aoisey 

'S  e  mo  bheachd  ort,  a  bhdis, 

Gur  bras  thu  ri  pàirt, 
Gur  teachdair'  tha  laidir,  treum,  thu  ; 

An  cogadh  no  'm  blur, 
Cha  toirear  do  shàr, 

Aon  duine  cha  tar  do  threigsinn  ; 
Thug  thu  an  dràsd 

Dhuinn  buille  no  dhà, 
Chuir  eaglaisean  ban,  a's  foghltim  ; 

Is  's  fhurasd  dbomh  ràdh, 
Gur  goirid  do  dhàil, 

'S  gur  trie  a'  toirt  beàrn  'n  ar  Cleir  thu. 

Bhuin  thu  ruinn  garbh, 

Mu  'n  dithis  so  dh-fhalbh, 
'Nuair  ruith  thu  air  lòrg  a  cheil'  iad  ; 

C  uime  nach  d'  fhàg  thu 

«  "  Hate  dogs  their  flight,  and  insult  mocks  their  end  " 

Juhns.  I 'ait.  Hum.  iVishes. 


Bhuidhean  a  b'  iiirde, 

A  bhiodh  do  chàch  ro  fbeumail  ; 
A  bhruidhean  a  b'  fheàrr 

A'  tighinii  o  'm  beul, 
'S  an  cridheachan  l:in  de  rcusoii  ; 

('haidh  gibbteachan  grais 
A  nihcasgadh  'n  an  gnùths, 

'S  bha  'n  cneasdachd  a'  fits  d'  a  relr  sin. 

Dithis  bha  'n  geall 

Air  gearradh  a  bonn, 
Gach  ain-iochd,  ga(;h  feall,  's  gacli  eucoir; 

Da  sholus  a  dh-fhalbh 
A  earrannan  garbh', 

Dh-fhàg  an  talamh-sa  dorch  d'  a  reir  sin  ; 
Ge  d'  tha  e  ro  chruaidh, 

Gu  'n  deach'  iad  's  an  uaigh, 
Tha  cuid  a  gheibh  buaidh  a's  feum  dheth  ; 

Mar  ris  gach  aon  ni, 
Dh-aithris  iad  dhuinn, 

Chaidh  'n  gearradh  a  tim  an  leughaidh. 

Dithis  a  bh^  ann, 

Bu  chomhairl'  's  bu  cheann, 
Do  phobuU  fhuair  am  g'  an  eisdeachd  ; 

Dithis,  bha  'm  bas 
'N  a  bhriseadh  do  chàch, 

Gidheadh  gu  'm  b'  e  'm  fàbhor  fèin  e ; 
Cha  ladurn  gu  dearbh, 

Dhuinn  chreidsinn  'nuair  dh-fhalbh, 
Gu  'n  d'  fhreagair  an  earbs'  gu  leir  iad  ; 

A  dh'  aindeoin  an  aoig, 
B'  e  'n  cairide  gaoil, 

'Nuair  sgair  e  o  thlr  nam  breug  iad. 

Tha  sgeulan  r'  a  inns' 

Mu  dhuighinu  na  dith's, 
A  's  feumail  a  bhi  sna  ceudan  ; 

Feudaidh  mi  ràdh, 
Cia  teumach  am  bàs, 

Nach  tug  e  ach  pairt  d'  a  bheum  uainn. 
Ged  thug  e  le  tinn, 

An  corpa  do  'n  chili, 
Bidh  iomradh  ro  bhinn  'n  an  duigh  orr' ; 

Is  iomadh  beul  cinii, 
Ag  aitbris  's  gach  linn, 

Na  labhair,  na  sheinn,  's  na  leugli  iad. 

Sinne  tha  làthair, 

Tuig'maid  an  t-stràchd-s', 
Is  cleachdamaid  trà  air  reuson  ; 

Nach  taic  sibh  o'n  bha, 
An  lathachan  s'  geàrr, 

Gu  'n  ruith  iad  ni  b'  fhe'.rr  an  ruis  ud ; 
'S  mac-samhuil  dhuinn  iad, 

Ged  nach  'eil  sinn  cho  àrd) 
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Anns  iiji  iiillK'atiiiihli  crahliaid}),  Iftii^litiiit*  ; 

A  chumhachd  a  tha 

Na  •■aih'maid  ^ii  liiàth, 

Ciir  rhii^ainn  a  bli.tin, 

(ill  'ii  riiii;  sill  all  t-ait-H* 

Gun  ti*a<{amli  niich  pji^hrar  'fJioich  dha; 

iNJiir  l«-aii  .siiiii  I'i  p:iirt  ^\'  ati  oMiiiiaii. 

']  ha  niisnrachd  a'n  Ixiiiii 

Aig  nt'ach  a  tha  'n  gi-ali, 

TliH  'm  trarlidair  s'  air  toir 

Air  ta^radh  na  glu-all  do  bht-iil  dhu. 

Cincli  iicacli  a  tha  lieu, 

Oir  'n  athair  do  chlanii 

'CJ  ail  t;laca<ll»  an  coir  no  'ii  fiicoir  ; 

A  dir  flu'ithfas  u  th'  ann, 

Nu  gheibh  u  'n  ii  iIIimiii, 

'8  foar-taiglm  do  'n  bhantiaich  fcin  e  ; 

Cha  rt'ir  «'  air  òir, 

'8  e*n  Cruithcar  a  th'  ann, 

Hi  i;iil,  no  ri  dcoii*  clia  'ii  v'n^d  e. 

A  blifir  gu  nuo-ghann, 

Chi  mi  i;iir  liù 

Na  thoilleas  sinn  aims  a'  chreiitair. 

Ivois  tighinn  do  'n  (diiiil, 

Gil  fear  th'  ami  an  chhl  mar  cideadli  ; 

,-,^ . 

'8  ^od  dlieanamaid  dun, 

Cha  cheannaich  c  diminn, 

M  A  R  B  II  II  A  N  N, 

Aon  mhionuid  de  dh-iiin  u  'n  eug  sin. 

DO  MJIAKiHSTia.  MUnCHADH  MACDIIOMIIN  TILL, 

MINISTEAR    SGIRE  DHIURINNI8 

An  dithls  so  chnaidh. 

AN  DLTHAICII  MHIC-AOIDH. 

Cha  rachadh  cho  luath, 

Na 'n  gabhadh  tu  uainn  an  cirig; 

'S  e  do  bhàs,  'IMhaighstir  Miirchadh, 

Cha  leig'maid  'n  an  ditli's 

Iliiin  na  h-àitean  so  dliorchadh, 

lad  as  an  aon  mhios, 

'S  ged  chaidh  dàil  ann  do  mharbhrann, 

Na  'm  b'  urradh  sinn  diol  le  seudan  : 

Labhraidh  balbhachd  ri  ceill. 

Ach  's  teachdair  ro  dhan' 

Na  'm  biodh  a'  Chriosdaidheachd  iomlan, 

Thu,  tighinn  o  's  àird, 

Cha  rachadh  di-chuimhn'  air  t-iomradh, 

i         Buailidh  tu  stat-iibh  's  deircean  ; 

No  do  ghiiiomharan  iomlaid, 

Cha  biiacar  le  'pris, 

Ach  leaiitadh  t-iomchan-s'  gu  Ic'ir  ; 

Air  t'  ais  thu  a  ris, 

Gur  h-e  chràdh  mi  'n  am  mheanmnadh, 

'S  tu  dh'  easbhuldh  an  auin  mu  'n  teid  thu. 

'S  do  luchd-gràidh  agus  leanmhuinn, 

Meud  do  shaothrach  mu  's  d*  fhalbh  thu, 

'8  lugh'd  a  luirg  as  do  dh»?igh  ; —                         • 

Glacaidh  tu  chloinn 

Bheir  cuid  leasanan  buadhach, 

A  mach  bho  na  bhroinn, 

O  bhruaich  fasanan  t-uaghach,                                | 

iVIu  's  faic  lad  ach  soills'  air  eigin  ; 

Nach  tug  daiseachan  suarach, 

Glacaidh  tu  'n  oigh, 

As  na  chual  iad  bhuat  fein. 

Dol  an  coinneamh  an  òig. 

Mu  'in  feudar  am  pòsadh  èigheachd. 

Fior  mhasgull  chionn  piiidhidh, 

Ma  's  beag,  no  ma  's  mòr, 

No  stad  gealtach  le  gabhadh, 

Ma  's  Stan,  no  ma  's  òg, 

Bhrigh  mo  bheachd-s'  ann  an  d;;naibh, 

Ma  's  cleachdamh  dhuiiiu  cuir  no  eucoir  ; 

'S  mi  nach  deanadh,  's  nach  d'  rinii  : 

Ma  tha  sinn  'n  nr  beò, 

Ach  na  'm  biodh  comain  no  sta  dhut, 

]s  aiiail  'n  ar  sroiii, 

Ann  a  t-alladh  chur  os  àird  dut, 

Cuirear  uile  sinn  fo  na  feich  ud. 

Co  ach  mis'  do  'm  bu  chiira, 

'8  CO  a  b'  fheàrr  na  thu  thoill  ? 

Bhuidhean  mholtach-s'  a  dh-fhag  sinn, 

Tha  'm  bas  os  ar  cinn, 

Ged  nach  urr'  iad  a  chlaistinn, 

'G  ar  glacadh  le  tinn, 

'S  coir  bhi  'g  aithi'is  am  pairtean, 

'S  le  fradhrac  ar  cinn  cha  leir  e  ; 

Gun  fhàbhor,  's  gun  fhoill  ; 

Ach  tha  glaodh  aig'  cho  cruaidh, 

Oir  's  buain'  a'  chuimhne  bheir  bi.rda, 

'S  gu  'm  faodadh  an  sluagh, 

Air  deagh  bhuadhannaibh  riaduir. 

A  chiuinntinn  le  cluasan  reusoin. 

Na  'n  stoc  cruirin  sin  a  dh-fhkg  iad, 

Kach  dearc  sibh  a  chùl, 

Is  comh-stri  chàirdean  'g  a  roiuu. 

Is  fear  aig'  fo  iùil, 

'S  e  sealtuinn  le  'shùìl  gu  gear  air ; 

Bha  do  ghibhtean-sa  laidir, 

An  diugh  ciod  am  fàth, 

Air  am  measgadh  le  gràsan,       * 

Kach  bidh'maid  air  p heard. 

Anns  a'  phearsa  bha  àluiiin. 

'S  gu  'n  bhuin  e  ar  nàbuidh  'n  de  bhuainn. 

1 
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An  luigs'  bu  hichdmhoir'  gii  gleidheadh, 
All  tuil  a  b'  èust^aidh  ^ii  niatbeatUi, 
'S  na  b-uile  b-aii;iH*a(lb  clio  flathail, 

ViXii  do  bboatba  j^u  Icir. 
Bbiodh  do  cboinbaiil'  an  coinbiiiiidb, 
].•>  do  cbobhair  's  do  cliòinbiiadb, 
Do  lucb<l-gal)bail  na  còra<;b, 

Kcir  's  mar  sheòlaiib  tu  fein  ; 
Dheaiiadh  tu  'n  t-aiiideonacb  (Uònacli, 
Is  an  t-aiiu'olacb  eòlacb — 
'S  b'  e  tior  sbotias  do  bbeosblaint, 

Blii  tabhairt  còrr  dbaibh  de  loirs'. 

liha  tbu  caomb  ri  i'ear  feumach, 
13ba  tbu  saor  ri  fear  reusoiit', 
Bha  tbu  aodaiiacb,  geuracb, 

Mar  cbloicli,  ri  eu(U)irt'acb,  cruaidb  ; 
Bu  tu  'n  tabbairteacb  maoliieacb, 
Bu  tu  'n  labhairteacb  saoltbreacb, 
IJu  tu  'n  comliairleach  timeil, 

'S  crioch  a'  gbaoil  ann  ad  fbuath  ; 
Tba  e  'n  a  ladarnas  gàbhaidb, 
libi  le  h-eagal  ag  àicbeadb, 
Nach  'eil  stoc  aig  an  Ard-Uigb, 

Ni  an  àird  na  cbaidb  uainn  ; 
Acli  's  fabbor  Freasdail,  's  a's  iogbnadb, 
No  'n  ni  a  's  faisge  do  inbiorbbuil, 
Am  beam  so  th'  again n  a  lionadb, 

Gu  bias  miannach  an  t-sluaigh. 

Learn  is  beag  na  tha  db'  fhoigbneacbd, 
Mu  na  tbubbairt,  's  na  rinn  tbu, 
'S  mu  na  cbliù  sin  a  tboill  tbu, 

O  'n  I'l  chain  sinn  tbu  Join  ; 
Acb  mùran  tartar  is  stroigblich, 
Air  son  feicb,  ai;us  oigbieacbd, 
Fagaidh  beartaicb  niur///?ne  e, 

Air  an  cloinn  as  an  deigb  ; 
'S  e  ni  a  's  minig  a  cbi  mi, 
Db'  aindeoin  diombunacbd  time, 
Gu'm  beil  gionaicb  nan  daoine, 

Tarruinn  claonadh  'n  an  ceill  ; 
Acb  cba  'n  'eil  iomairt  no  ììihtion, 
Anns  na  freasdail  so  dbombsa, 
Nach  loir  hasan  'n  am  chòdhail, 

Le  seann  not  bho  do  bboul. 

Toigheach,  faicilleacb,  fiambacb, 
Smuainteacb,  facalacb,  giiiombacb, 
Ann  do  gbnotbacbaibh  diomhair. 

Gun  bbi  diombain  aon  iiair  ; 
Cbaitb  tbu  t-aimsir  gu  saoitbreach, 
Air  son  sonas  nan  daoine  ; 
*S  clia  b'  e  truaili'dbeacbd  sbaogliult 

No  aon  ni  cbur  suas. 
'Nuair  tba  nitbeana  taitneacb, 
Dol  a  mugb'  a  cbion  cleacbdaidb, 
B'  e  cbuis  fbarmaid  fear  t-fbasain, 

'S  cba  b'  e  beartas  a's  uaiUs', 


A'  dol  o  'n  bheathn  bu  Rheirbbe, 
Tre  na  catban  bu  gbairbbe, 
Db-ionnsuidb   I'laitbeas  na  tairbbe, 
Gu  btian  .-ibealbbactiadb  duais. 

Gu'm  beil  cealgaireacbd  cbràljaidb, 
Air  a  dearbbadb  gu  gàbbaidb, 
Tba  'n  a  gairisimi  r'  a  daistiim. 

Is  ro  cbràiteacb  r'  a  luaidb  ; 
Nuair  a  tbuit  tbu  le  bits  bbuainn. 
Mar  gu  'm  briseadb  iad  bràigbdean, 
Dbùisg  na  b-uilc  sin  a  b'  àbliaist, 

A  bbi  an  nàdur  an  t-sliiaigb  ; 
Gu'm  beil  catb  aig  an  Ai«l-Uigb, 
Gu  bbi  gabbail  nam  j);iirtean, 
Anns  na  chruthaich  e  gràsan. 

Tbug  air  agbairt  gach  buaidh  ; 
Rinn  sud  sinne  'n  ar  fasacb, 
Anns  an  talamb-s'  an  trii  so, 
So  a'  bbarail  tb'  aig  jiàirt  diubb. 

Trie  'g  a  ràtainn  air  t-uaigb. 

An  duine  tliigeadb  a  suas  riut, 
Ann  an  guth  's  ann  an  cluasan, 
Cha  'n  fbacas  riamh  a's  cba  cbualas, 

Is  's  e  mo  smuaintean  nach  cluiiin  ; 
Ged  bu  bheartach  do  chràbbadb, 
Bba  do  mbeas  air  gach  tàlann, 
'S  tu  a  thuigeadh  na  dàna, 

'S  am  fear  e  dbeanadb  na  rainn  ; 
Cbuid  a  b'  kirde  's  a'  bbuaidb  sin, 
Tha  'd  air  stad  dbetb  o  'n  uair  sin, 
Acb  na  daiseacban  suaracb, 

Tha  mu  'n  cuairt  duinn  a'  seinn  ; 
'Nuair  a  cbeilear  a'  gbrian  orr'. 
Sin  'n  uair  gboireas  na  biastaii, — 
Cailleacb-oidbcb'  agus  striaiiadi, 

An  coilltean  fiadbaich,  's  an  glinn. 

'S  eòl  domh  daoine  's  an  aimsir-s', 
Db-fbàs  'n  an  cuideacbd  gle  ainmeil, 
Tigb'nn  air  nitheanan  talmhaidb, 

Ann  an  gearrabhaireachd  gheur  ; 
Acb  'n  uair  thogar  o  'n  lAr  iad, 
Gus  na  nithibh  a's  airje, 
S  ann  a  chluinneas  tu  pàirt  diubb, 

3Iar  na  pàisdean  gun  cbeill  ; 
Fhuair  mi  car  ann  do  lianaibh-s"', 
Le  do  gbibhtean  bba  fialaidb, 
Nach  do  dhearc  mi,  ma  's  iior  dbomli. 

An  aon  neach  riamb  acb  tbu  fein, — 
Càil  gadi  cuideacbd  a  lionadb, 
Leis  na  theireadb  tu  diomban, 
'S  crioch  do  sheanchais  gun  fbiaradii, 

Tighinn  gu  diadbaidbeacbd  tbreun. 

Bba  do  chuid  air  a  sgaoileadh 
Gu  bbi  cuideacbadh  dhaoine, 
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*S  flmii  'ii  a  hhn  thu  's  nn  t-sangliul, 

Oiaochail  ind  riaiinn, 

'S  tu  iiacli  tiKMÌadli  blii  paidlit' ; 

()  cilìo^Iai(;ll  am  bas  tbti, 

Oiiiid  liii  tiiitiM'icli'  'ii  an  ioiiicliaitiii, 

Cha  'ii  'eil  inean  am  bliailbna, 

Cha  'ii  'oil  lacal  iiiti  'n  liiiirhcall, 

Air  ciall,  ii<»  air  craltliadli  ; 

Ciui  bill  rrarlas  inu    n  iumradli, 

'i'iiioiiiidaidli  na  bÌHHtaii 

Acli  Ic  'ii  iiiiriili,  'ii  am  It.is. 

(ju  riaslradli  (^imìimìI, 

'S  triia^li  am  ]KMiias  a  tlioiil  siiiii, 

Lfo  Man  Icig  l)ia, 

TtiHolili  nan  rittnian  a  rinn  siiiii, — 

Srian  o  'ii  la  sin. 

Blii  sior  i;h(>ari'atlli  ar  ^oiblilcaii, 

'ò'  itanail^  i\r.. 

'S  ar  ruid  tb('ai;lilaicb»'an  (as; 

Gun  cbt'aiin  laidir  <;u  fbnighiieaclid, 

Uiiiii  mid  biun 

Co  iii  'ii  àirdc  iia  cliaiil  siiin, 
Cuid,  d'  an  <-ràdh,  là  is  oidh<-h«>, 

Nuch  tig  t-oiyliie  'na  tail. 

1 

J-'a  choir  do  bhàis-sa. 
A«'h  ghabli  iad  sgios, 

Anil  am  inius  no  dh^  dlieth  ; 

Cha  'n  'eil  inia'  mar  iad^an, 

Uiaraicht'  cho  tr:i  dlietli, — 

,^ 

All  coaiin  na  bliadhna, 

'S  cianail  a  tha  mi. 

'Ò'  cianail,  ^-c. 

CUMHA  DO  Mini.   MUllCIIADII. 

'S  caomh  leam  an  teaghlacli, 

[A  rinn  am  bard  an  ceanii  bliadhna  an  deigh  bàis  an 

'S  a'  chlann  sin  a  dh-ihag  thu, 

duin'  uagail  sin,  air   iarrtas  a  mhic  am  fior  Gael  suaiic 
ionnsaichte,    Mr    Padruig     Mac.  Dbòmhnuill,    miiiistear 
Sgire'  Chille-moire  an  Karraghàcl,  air  dha  thigbinn  do  'n 

'S  caomh  leam  na  tuinn, 

Bhidhte  seinn  ann  ad  fhàrdaich  ; 

dùthaich,    agus  a   bhi  aig   am   àraidh   an   cuiutachd   a' 
,      bhàird.] 

'S  caomh  leam  bhi  'g  urachadh 
Chliù  nach  tug  bas  dhiot ; 

CO-SHElRlSr. 

'S  caomh  leam  an  ùir  th'air  do  thaobli, 
Dheth  na  Bhàghan  l 

''S  cianaiJ.,  as  cia?iail. 

'Ò'  cianail,  4''-'. 

0  !  'i'  cianail  a  tha  mi. 

'iV  ceann  na  hliadhna. 

. 

'■                           0!  ^s  ckmail  a  tha  ìtii^ 

1 

A  Mhaighi-tir  Murchudh, 

'*S'  tu  air  ni  fluiyail^ 

""S  mairy  nach  (T  fhuair  sìnn^ 

Linn  ito  dha  dhiot. 

OIIAN  A'  GHEAMHRAIDH.              i 

Chridhe  na  feile, 

Air  roNN— "  Through  the  u-ood,  laddie."          1 

A  bheil  na  tàbhachd, 

Cheann  na  ceille, 

MocH  's  mi  'g  eiridh  's  a  mhadainn, 

'S  an  fhoghluim  chriibhaidh, 

'S  an  sneachd  air  a'  bheinn, 

Làinah  gun  ghanntair 

Ann  an  lagan  beag  monaidh. 

An  am  dhut  paigheadh, 

Hi  madainn  ro  dhoinid, 

An  uachdar  a'  bhuiid, 

'S  ann  a  chuala  mi  'n  lonan, 

A  ghnùis  na  faille. 

Chuir  an  loinid  o  sheinn, 

'ò"  cianail,  4'C. 

Is  am  pigidh  ag  eigheach 

liis  na  speuraibh,  's  cha  bhinn. 

Tha  mise  'n  am  aonar, 

Mar  aon  aim  am  fasach, 

Bithidh  am  beithe  crion,  crotach, 

'S  ni  gun  fheum  dhomh, 

Sior  stopadh  o  'fhàs  ; 

Aobhar  ghiiire, 

Mar  ri  gaoth  gharbh  sheididh, 

Cuims'  ann  an  cainnt, 

Agus  ioma-chathadh  'g  eiridh, 

Ann  an  rann  no  d;iiiachd, 

Cròcan  banaich  a'  geilleadli. 

Chionn  's  nach  'eil  thu  ann 

MÌ0S  eigneach  an  ail  ; 

G'  an  clàistinn. 

A'  mhios  chneatanach,  tluiachdaidb, 

'aS  cianail,  ^'Q. 

Choimheachj  ghruamach,  gun  tlàtbs'. 
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Bi'clh  gach  doire  diibb  uaigneach, 

Gabhail  geilt  dheth  na  mhadairin. 

^N  dùil  fuasgladh  o  bhlùth  ; 

Le  guth  a'  chneatain  'n  an  ceann, 

Bithidh  an  stHMlliachd  a'  trai»<;l)adh, 

[h  na  h-aighean  fo  euslainih, 

Gus  an  nii'cuinh  as  na  shin  e, 

Air  son  gun  llireig  iad  a'  bheinn. 

Criipaidh  ctiairt  i'Ì!<  gu  dionach, 

Gus  an  dion  i  gu  lùr  ; 

Sud  na  pnirt  bu  gboirt  gearradh, 

*N  ]()n-dubti  anns  a'  inhadainn. 

Is  bu  sbalaichc  seimi, 

Sior  sgreadail  chion  blùiths. 

Ghabhadh  m'  inntinn  riamh  eagsil, 

lioimh  bhiir  sgreadail  's  a'  nihadainn, 

Mhlos  dheltheasach,  chaoile, 

'N  ;im  a'  cbruidh  bhi  air  gliadaibh, 

Cboimheach,  gbaothach,  gun  bhlùths\ 

'S  an  cuid  fodair  'g  a  roiiin, 

Chuireadh  feadail  na  tuarachd, 

'S  iad  'n  am  baideinibh  biiiniceai-h, 

Aims  gach  ba<lan  bu  dualaich', 

Gu  h-iisruidh,  tiuma-chasach,  (inn. 

DhJjirteadb  .>nea(;hda  'n  a  ruatbar, 

Air  chruach  nam  beann  aid', 

Am  bradan  caol  bharr  an  fhlor  uisg', 

'S  an  am  teichidh  na  gr6ine, 

Fliuch,  slaod-earballach,  t'uar, 

Caillidh  r/iccbus  a  bhiàths'. 

'S  e  gu  tarr-ghlogach,  ronnach, 

Chlamhach,  ghear-bhallach,  lannach, 

Mbìos  chaiseancacb,  gJneannach, 

Soills  na  meirg'  air  'n  a  ea:  radh, 

Chianail,  chainnoanacii,  gheàiit', 

I'Mamh  na  gainn'  air  's  gach  tuar, 

'S  i  gu  claobanacb,  currach, 

'S  V.  gu  crom-cheannach,  burrach, 

Cbruaidhteacb,  sg«'alj»anacb,  plminncach, 

Dol  le  buinne  'na  chuaich. 

Siineacbdach,  cbaochlaideach,  fbrasacb, 

Reùtach,  reasgach,  gu  sar  ; 

An  t-samhainn  bhagarach,  fhiadhaich, 

'S  e  na  chaoirneinean  craidhneacb, 

Dhubhrach,  chiar-dliubh,  gun  bhlàths, 

Fad  na  h-oidlicb'  air  an  làr. 

Ghuineach,  ana-bhliochdacl!,  thuachdaidh, 

Shruthach,  steallanach   fhuaimneach, 

'S  ann  bhios  P/iaehus  'n  a  reòtachd, 

1 
Thuileach,  an-shocrach,  uisgeach, 

An  ceap  nam  mòr  chruach  's  nam  bcann  ; 

Gun  dad  measaidi  ach  càl, 

Bidh  's  an  uair  sin  's  cba  neònach, 

Bithidh  gach  deat,  a's  gach  miseach, 

Gach  eun  gearra-ghobach  guineach, 

Glacadh  aogais  a'  bhàis. 

Spiuladh  ioaiall  an  otraich, 

! 

Cur  a  shròin  anns  an  dam  ; 

Comhradh  cìùrrta  gun  bheadradh, 

Note This  song  appears  to  be  a  parody  on  twelve  of  the 

stanzas  of  M' Donald's  "  Ode  to  Summer."— ''  We  are  in-     ^ 

Le  bron  a's  sgreadal  'n  an  ceann. 

dined  to  think  that  on  a  journey  the  poet  made  to  the 

Isle  of  Skye,  he  might  have  heard  M'Donald's  '  Summer 

'S  an  am  tighinn  an  fheasgair, 

Son^'  and  composed  this  in  imitation  of  it."— Memoir  to 

Edit.  IQi'ù.                                                                                       , 

Cha  bhi  an  acaras  gann  ; 

\ 

Ni  iad  còmhnuidh  's  gach  callaid, 

Buileach  anmhunn  a's  callaidh, 

J      jj,^^r^,rrrMrrr-» 

Sgriobadh  ùir  as  na  ballaibh, 

MÌOS  chur  doinionn  nan  gleann, 

1 

*S  iad  a'  beucail  gu  toirmneacb, 

1 

'S  cha  bhi  'n  eirbheirt  ach  mall. 

'S  TIIOM  LEAM   AN  AIRIDH. 

[Rinn  am  bard  an  t-òran  so  d'  a  leannan,  Anna  Moir- 
iston,  niphean  òg  ro  chliùiteach,  d'an  tug  e  cheud  ghaol ; 

Ach  nach  daochail  's  a'  gheamhradh, 

Fann  gheim  gamhna  chion  feòir, 

bha  e  fada  'g  a  h-iarraidh,  agus  ise  car  leam-leat,  gun  bhi 

Gnùgach,  caol-dromach,  fearsnach, 

'g  a  diùltadh  no  'g  a  gabhail ;  ach  turus  a  tl)Ug  e  chun  na     i 

h-àiridh  far  an  robh  i  aigan  am,  'sann  adhearc  e  oirrean     ; 

Tioram,  tarra-ghreannach,  àrsaidh, 

cuideaclid  an  t-saoir  bhàin,  d*  am  b'  ainm  Iain  Moraidh,     ' 

Bioiach,  sgreamhanach,  fuachdaidh, 

ghabh  e  gu  rn-thrcm  i  a  chur  cùl  ris  fein.     Pliòs  i  an  saor 

ban    an    deigh    so,    a-jus  'se    aithris    an    t-sluaigh— nach 

Silteaii  fuaraidh  r'  a  shròin, 

robh    i  riamh   toilichte  gu  'n  chuir  i  cùl  ri  Kob  Donn  ; 

'S  e  gu  sgrog-laghrach  giigach, 

agus  cha  mho  a  dhearbh  an  saor  ban  e  fein  'n  a  cheile  ro 

Fulang  sarach'  an  reòt. 

thaitneach.] 

Bidh  gach  creutair  d'  a  threisead, 

'S  TKOM  learn  an  àiridh, 

'G  iarraidh  fasgaidh  's  a'  choill, 

'S  a  ghair  so  a  th'innt', 

Bidh  na  h-ùrlaichean  cabrach, 

Gn'n  a  phairt  sin  a  b'àbhaist, 

Gniisdach,  airtnealach,  laga, 

Bhi  'n  diàsd  air  mo  diinn  ; 
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Anna  chattl-mliulach,  cliiuch-choiTHch, 

As  sRoiluidh  mi  gur  gnul  sin, 

Slilip  cheaiiiiacli,  ^liriiiii, 

Nach  (taochail  a  ctiaoidii. 

*S  iM'itbail  a  bÌH'oil  mliilis  ; 

'S  ihoid  air  a  i  .'idh, 

JVJhar.inaicli,  liliinn. 

CJu'ii  dh-iliuM  u  as  ùr, 

lleich  !   lu.ir  a  lilia 

'S  laMaitih  t;  'ii  ira  !>iii, 

Ail*  iiiu  cliiiiii  ; 

(>ho  ainlc  ri  tur  ! 

'S  u  «ih-tliat^  Mii  clio  ci'aitt'ac.li, 

'is  liii'id,  iiic. 

'S  gu'u  Nta  (lliuiiilt  blii  °g  ìiiiih'. 

Ileich!   &c. 

On  a  rhualas  gu'ii  gluaisear  thu, 

liliuam  Icis  an  t-.saor, 

Sliiiibhail  mis'  a  bliiiaiP  ; 

Tlia,  mo  shuain  air  a  buairvadh 

Agus  sliuas  I'eiigh  iiati  craubh. 

Le  bruaduirean  gaoil, 

'S  gach  ail'  anus  am  b'iibhaist, 

Gu'n  an  càirdeas  a  bha  aid 

Bhi  tàthladh  mo  ^bauil. 

Cha  tar  mi  biii  saor. 

Chuiina  'ini'm  IVar  b;iii, 

Ga  mo  l)hàrnaigoadh  hiimh  riut 

A's  e  inàraii  v'a  mhnaoi 

'i>  e  ghnà  dhomh  mar  mhaor. 

'S  b'  fhearr  leain  iiach  taiaiiin 

Ach  ma  tiià 

All  trù  U(l  na  ghauith. 

Mi  ga  do  dlii, 

'S  e  mar  a  bba, 

B't'heairde  mi  pàg  bhuat 

Air  mo  chiiiii, 

Mas  lagadh  tu  'n  tir. 

A  dh'  fhag  air  blieag  tath  mi 

Ach  ma  tha,  &c. 

Ge  liar  e  ri  sheiiin. 

'S  e,  &c. 

Anna  bhuidlie  nighean  Don'iiill, 



Na'ra  b'eol  dut  mo  ni, 

'S  e  do  ghradb,  gu'ii  bhi  pàidht', 

Thug  a  mhan  bhuam  mo  chli  : 

AN  RIBHINN  ALUINN  EIBHINN  OG. 

Tha  e  dhomh  as  t-fhianais 

Cho  ghniomhach,  's  trà  chi. 

Tha  Deors'  air  a'  Mhàidsear 

Diogladli  's  a'  smuaiseacli, 

lio  dhàir  aim  an  caiiint, 

'S  gur  ciuirrt'  tha  mo  chri. 

An  ribhinn  àluiiin,  eibhinn,  òg. 

Air  gach  trà 

Sìor  chur  an  ceill, 

'S  mi  anil  an  stri, 

Gu  robh  e-san  i'o  staint* 

'Feuchainii  ri  àicheadh, 

An  ribhinn  àluinn,  dibhinn,  l.g. 

'S  e  fas  rium  mar  chraoibh. 

Ach  'nuair  theid  an  t-usd. 

Air,  &c. 

Mu  'n  bhòrd  ann  an  rancaibh, 

Olaidh  e  gu  c.'.irdeach, 

Labhar  i  gu  h-àiUeasach, 

Deoch-slàinte  na  baintighearn, 

Fàiteagach  rium  :  — 

Bidh  h-uile  fear  do  chach, 

"  Cha  tar  thu  bhi  làmh  rium, 

Mach  o  Sàlaidh,  toirt  taing  dha, 

Gu  ciiradh  mo  chinn  : 

An  ribliinn  aluinn,  eibhiim,  og. 

Bha  siathnar  ga  m'  iarraidh, 

Car  bliadhna  de  thim  ; 

INIu  'm  faca  mo  shuil  thu, 

'S  cha  b'  airidh  thar  each  thu 

'S  e  'n  cliù  ort  a  fhuair  mi. 

Thoirt  barr  os  an  ciiin. 

A  ribhinn  aluinn,  eibhinn,  òg. 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Mar  gu'm  bu  bhan-de  thu, 

An  d'  fh?is  thu  gu  tinn 

Gu  'n  geilleadh  an  sluagh  dhut. 

Was  e  'n  gaol  a  bheir  bàs  ort 

A  ribhinn  aluinn,  eibhinn,  òg. 

Gu'm  pkidh  thu  ga  chinn  I 

Shaoil  learn  gu'm  bu  bhòsd, 

Ha!  &c. 

A  chuid  mhòr  bhasa  luaidh  riut, 

Gus  na  shin  an  ceòl, 

Ach  cia  mar  bheirinn  fuath  dhut 

Sa  sin  gun  tug  iad  a  suas  mi. 

Ged'  dh-fhuaraich  thu  rium  ? 

Ach  chreid  mi  h-uile  drannd  dheth, 

'Nuair  a's  feargaich  mo  sheannachas, 

'S  an  daniis  'nuair  a  ghluais  thu, 

Ma  t-ainm  air  do  chùl, 

A  ribhinn  àluiun,  eibhinn,  òg* 

Thig  t-iomhaigh  le  h-aiinsachd 

Mar  shamladh  na  m'  uidb, 

*  E  bhi  cheana  pòsd'. 
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Sliuidh  mi  ann  an  cùil, 

Mur  gii  'ii  dùisi^teadh  a  tranna  mi, 

A  ribhiiin  Muiini,  eibiiiiiii,  ùg. 
Is  dh'uinliairceiidh  an  triiiir  ud, 
Le  'n  siiileaii,  's  le  sannt  ort, 

A  libliitiii  ùluinii,  eibhidii,  òg. 
T>o  reir  mar  a  dh-fhaodainii»' 
A  h-aodann  a  raniisachadh, 
Dhùraigt'adh  Sulaidh, 
Am  Maidsear  'ii  a  bhantraicli  ; 
'J"ha  aoibhneas  air  Deòrsa, 
iVJu  'n  bhiùn  bh'  air  a'  Gbraiindacli, 

A  ribhiiiu  àluiiin,  èibhiiiii,  Jjg. 

Cha  'n  'eil  a  h-aon, 

'S  a'  Bhatàillean  d'  an  eòl  thu, 

A  ribhinn  àluinii,  eibhiDii,  òg. 
Nach  'eil  ort  a  bruadar, 
Mas  fuasgailt'  no  pòsda, 

A  ribhinn  àluiiin,  cibhinn,  og. 
Gus  an  ruig  e  Tearlach, 
Am  maisdear  a  b'  ùige  ; 
Ged  bu  cliruaidh  'ainm 
Ann  an  armailt  righ  Deòrsa, 
Chaoch'ieadh  e  faobiiar, 
Le  gaol  fa  do  chòir-sa, 

A  ribhinn  àluinn,  èibhinn,  òg. 

Am  fear  a  bhios  an  gaol, 
Cha  'n  fhaodar  leis  'fhuadach, 

A  rilthinn  àJuinn,  èibhinn,  òg. 
'S  ann  is  criiaidh  a  'chàs, 
Gus  am  pàidhear  a  dhuais  dha, 

A  ribhinn  àluinn,  èibhinn,  òg. 
Fuiligidh  mi  sùil, 
No  fuiligidh  mi  cluas  dhiom, 
jMa  tha  aon  de  'n  triùir  ud, 
As  trie  thasa  luaidh'  riut, 
Cho  tinn  le  do  ghaol, 
Ris  an  aon  fbear  a's  fuath  leat,* 

A  ribhinn  àluinn,  èibhinn,  òg. 

'S  e  'n  t-aobhar  nach  ordaichinn, 
Salaidh  do  'n  Chòirneil, 

A  ribhinn  àluinn,  èibhinn,  òg. 
Eagal  gu  'm  bitheadh  each 
Ann  an  naimhdoas  r'  a  bheò  dha, 

An  ribhinn  aluinn,  eibhinn,  òg, 
Creutalr  cho  eaoiinhneil  riut, 
Is  maighdeann  cho  bòidheach  riut, 
Ri  !  bu  mbòr  an  diobhail, 
Gu  'n  caillea<Ih  tu  g'  a  dheoin  iad, 
Suiridhieh  an  t-saoghail, 
Le  aon  fbear  a  pbòsadh, 

An  ribhinn  aluinn,  eibhinn,  òg. 

•  Be  Kob  Donn  fcin  "an  aon  fhear  ab'  fhuath  Icathn. 


()  R  A  N    EIL  E 

DO  '.N  MHAIGHDEI.NN  CHKUDNA. 

Ain,  KONN — "  Sweet  Molly." 

LUINNEAO. 

Fear  a  dhannsatt^fear  a  chluuhcas. 
Fear  a  leumus^fcar  a  ruitkeus. 
Fear  a  d/i-cmk-us,  no  ni  bruidhean^ 
lii  'ii  creidliKucli  aig  Salaidh. 

Dh-fualbh  mi  dùthchan  fada,  leathan, 
'G  amharc  inigheannan  as  mhnathan  ; 
Eadar  Tunga  's  Abar-readhain, 
Ciia  robh  leithid  Siilaidh, 

Fear  a  dhannms,  ^c. 

An  Dun-eideann  's  an  Dun-didhe, 

'S  a  h-uile  eeum  a  rinn  mi  dh-uighe, 

Cha  'n  fhaca  ml  coltach  rithe,  , 

Bean  mo  chridhe  Salaidh. 

Fear  a  dhannsas^  ^c. 

'S  math  aclaistinn,  's  math  a  fradharc, 
Blasd'  a  caill  agus  na  their  i, 
'S  math  do  'n  fhear  a  tharadh  'n  gaire, 
Do  dhoireachan  Salaidh. 

Fear  a  dhannsas^  ^c. 

'S  math  a  muigh,  's  is  math  a  staigh  i, 
'S  math  'n  a  guth  i,  is  math  'n  a  dath  i'; 
'S  math  'n  a  suidhe  'n  ceann  na  sreath'  i, 
Sann  na  laidhe  's  fearr  i. 

Fear  a  dhannsas^  4r« 

Fear  a  dh'  iarras  i  's  nach  fhaigh  i, 
'S  fear  nach  iarr  i  a  ehionn  aghaidh, 
Cha  robh  fhios  a'm  eo  an  roghainn 
Thaghainn  as  na  dhi'i  sin. 

Fear  a  dhunnsas^  &;c. 

Caiptein  treun  nan   Grenadecr, 
'S  airde  leumas,  's  fearr  a  ruitheas, 
Cha  'n  'eil  ait  an  dean  i  suidhe, 
Mach  bi  e-san  laimh  rith\ 

Fear  a  dhannsas^  S^-c. 

Na  'n  raeha'  dealbh  a  eliur  's  a'  bhrataich, 
Ann  an  arm  an  larla  Chataich, 
Bhiodh  iad  marbh  mu  'n  dòant'  a  glacadh, 
Ged  bhiodh  neart  a'  Phcip'  orr\ 
Fear  a  dhannsas^  ^c. 

Note — Sally  Grant,  iho  subject  of  fhe  foregoing  two 
songs,  was  a  girl  of  easy  virtue,  who  followed  the  Luther, 
latid  fcnnbles.  She  was  at  first  mistress  to  the  Karl  who 
commanded;  she  then  served  the  oHicers  and  finally  the 
privates  and  drummers.  Kob  composed  another  song, 
called  "  Mur  nip/i'n  a  Glikbarlam,"  on  the  same  girl,  but 
the  Kditor  has  left  it,  and  a  niimlier  of  others  of  the  same 
descri|)tion,  out  of  the  book  on  account  of  their  indelicacy. 
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SAII-015AI11  NAM    HARD  CJAELACU. 


KIUOGAIS  :\I11IC  UUAIKIDII. 

[lUiiiii'adli  an  t  òraii  so  li'is  a'  hhàrd  aig  Imiiais  "  Iscalinil 
Ni«'- Aoulh,"  iiiKlu'aii  lain  'lc-lÙKliaimi,  air  clli'i  bliiiu^sda 
ri  lain,  mac  (Ixxiiiiii'li  Sutharl.iiii.  liliaciuiiinoachadh  ana. 
barrach  hliiaÌKh  air  a'  bli  inais  do  dli-uaislcaii  iia  diiUiclia  ; 
Ai'hair  do  dh-Iain  Mac- i'achuiiiii  aftiKsaiii  bard  cur  a  iiiach 
air  a  chcdc  goirid  roinih  'ii  am  sin,  cha  d'  I'hiiair  am  bard 
cuircadi)  thuii  iia  bainnsc,  gcd  bba  c  cliòmhnuidli  aim  an 
ùitc  tagiis  do  laimli.  Ach  air  do  (Ihoinncacii  Siilb.irlan, 
athair  fbir  na  bainnse,  tbigbinn  air  an  atb  mbadaiim  an 
deigb  a'  pbòsaidh,  aj;us  Kob  Donn  lonndrainn,  tbubbairt 
c  ri  Iain  Mac-lOacliuinn,  gu  'm  b'  tlicarr  cuiroadii  a  Iboirt 
do  'n  bhard  'n  a  Hiràlb,  no  gii  'n  cluinnto  sgeula  mu 
'n  bhanais  tatliast.  liha  tios  aig  Iain  ISIac-Eacbuinn,  nach 
tigcadh  am  bard  air  'àilleas.sa,  ged  cliuireadli  e  fiosair. 
An  sin  cluiir  na  h-uaislean  uilc,  'n  an  aiiim  ffin,  (ios  air, 
agus  mur  tigcadli  a  leis  an  teaclidaircacbd  sin,  gu  'n 
rachadh  iad  fcin  uile  g*  a  shircadb.  Tbàinig  I(ob  Domi  gu 
toileach  ;  oir  bba  mòr  speis  aig  do  db-Iain  iMacEacliuiim, 
's  d'  a  tlieaghlach,  ged  thainig  eadar  iad  aig  an  am  sin. 
Air  an  t-sbgbe  dh-ionnsuidb  taigh  na  baiiwiso,  dh-liioigh. 
•nich  Kob  Domi  ris  an  teaciidairc  thainig  d'  a  iarraidb. 
An  do  thachair  ni  àmhuilteach  's  am  bitb  'n  am  mcasg  o 
tbòisich  a' bhanais?  Tbuirt  an  teaciidairc  nacli  cual  e-san 
Ì4ch  aon  rud — Gu  'n  do  chaill  "  Mac  Huaraidh  beag," 
gille  thainig  an  cois  fbir  na  bainnse,  a  bbriogais.  I5u  leoir 
so  leis  a'  bhard,  agus  mu  'n  d*  rainig  e  taigh  na  bainnse, 
ged  nach  robh  ann  ach  astar  da  mhile,  bba  'a  t-òran 
deanta ;  agus  cho  luath  's  a  shuidh  e,  tlioisich  e  uir  a 
ghabhailj 

LUINNEAG. 

An  cV /Jiklir,  no  ''n  cf  fìiairich^ 

No  '«  cuula  sibh, 
Co  idir  thii(j  hriogais 

31  hie  Ruairidh  leis  ? 
Bha  hlti'iogais  nd  againn 

An  am  dol  a  cJiadal, 
'<S  ^miair  thainig  a'  mhadainn 

Cha  d'  fhiiaradh  i. 


Chaidh  bhriogals  a  stampadh, 
Am  meadhon  na  coniilaich, 
'S  chaidh  Uisdean  a  dhamhs', 

Leis  na  gruagaichean  ; 
'Nuair  dh-fhàg  a  chuid  misg  c, 
Gu'n  tug  e  'n  sin  briosgadh, 
A  dh-iarraidh  na  briogais, 

'S  cha  d'  fhuair  e  i. 
An  d' /hidir,  ^'c. 

Na  'm  bitheadh  tu  làimh  ris, 
Gu  'n  deanadh  tu  gàire, 
Ged  bhidheadh  an  siataig 

Na  d'  chiuachanan  ; 
Na  faiceadh  tu  'dhronnag, 
'Nuair  dh-ionndrain  e  'pbeallag, 
'S  e  coimhead  's  gach  callaid, 

'S  a'  suaitheachan. 
An  d''  fhidir^  ^-c. 


Iain  IMIiic  iMicbtiinn, 
IMh  's  ttiNH  ihiig  l<Mt  i, 
Chur  grubadh  air  pcacadh 

'S  air  biiairt-adh  loath'  ; 
!Ma  'h  tu  a  thug  ioat  i, 
Cha  ruigoadh  tu  loas  o, 
Ciiuidh  t-uair-Ha  soachad 

Mu  'n  d'  thuair  thu  i. 
All  <r J hidii\  t^T. 

Chuitriona  Nigh'n  L'illeim,* 
Doan  briogais  do  'n  ghille, 
'S  na  cuniadh  sud  Ngillinn 

A'  thuarasdal  ; 
Ciod  am  fios  nach  e  t-athair, 
Thug  leis  i  g'  a  caithouuih, — 
liha  feum  air  a  leithid, 

'S  bha  uair  dheth  sin. 
An  d''  fhidii\  ^-c. 

Briogais  a'  chonais, 
Chaidh  chall  air  a'  bhanais, 
Bu  liutha  fear  fanaid 

Na  fuaidheil  oirr' ; 
Mur  do  ghleidh  Iain  Mac-Dhlmhnuill, 
Gu  pocan  do  'n  or  i, 
Cha  robh  an  TJs-mhòine 

Na  luaidheadh  i. 
An  d''  fhidii\  ^-c. 

Mur  do  ghleidh  Iain  Mac-Dhòmhnuilly 
G  u  pocan  do  'n  or  i, 
Cha  robh  an  Us-mhòine 

Na  ghluaiseadh  i. 
Mu  Uillcam  Mac-Phàdruig, 
Cha  deanadh  i  sta  dha, 
Cha  ruigeadh  i  'n  àird' 

Air  a'  chruachan  dhfi. 
An  d"" Jhidir^  ^'c. 

Tha  duine  'n  Us-mhòine 

U'  an  ainm  Iain  Mac-Sheòrais, 

'S  gur  iongantas  dhomhsa 

Ma  ghluais  e  i ; 
Bha  i  cho  cumhang 
Mur  cuir  e  i  'm  mugha, 
Nach  dean  i  ni  's  modha 

Na  buarach  dha. 
An  d''  fhidir,  ^-c. 

Na  leigibh  ri  braigh'  e, 
'M  feadh  's  a  bhios  e  mar  tha  e, 
Air  eagal  gu  'n  sàraich 
An  luachair  e ; 

*  Bean  Iain  Mhic  Eachain. 
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Na  leigihh  bho  bhail'  c 
Do  iiihùìtitoach  luirt  ctiillc, 
Mu  'ri  tij^  Jiri  Jabhallaii, 
'S  gu  buail  i  e. 
An  cf  fìddir^  ^-c. 

Na  'in  faiceadh  sibh  '  leithid, 
I>ha  bann  oir'  de  leathair  ; 
iJha  toll  air  a  speatbar, 

'S  bha  tùthag  air, 
'S  bha  f'ouin  aic'  air  cobhair, 
Mu  blireide.'in  a  gobbail, 
Far  am  biodli  am  fear  odhar, 

A'  suathadh  rith'. 
An  iV  flùdii\  S^c. 

Ach  Iain  Mhic-Choinnioh,*- 
'6  arm  ort  a  bha  'n  sonas, 
Ged  's  mòr  a  bha  dhonadas 

Sluaigh  an  so ; 
'Nuair  bha  thu  cho  sgiobalt, 
S  (lach  do  chain  thu  dad  idir, 
'S  gur  tapaidh  a'  bhriogais 

A  bhuaiiiiaich  thu  I 
An  cV  rhidir,  ^x. 


ORAM  AIR  SEAN  FHLEASGACH, 

AGUS  SEANA  MIIATGHDEAN, 
MU'NROBHSGEULIAD  BHI  DOL  A  niOSAUH. 

Tha  mhaighdean  's  an  àite-s' 
Tha  iiireamh  de  bhiiadhnaibh, 
Is  shaoil  learn  nach  pbsadh 
Neach  beb  i,  chion  briadhad  ; 
Ach  's  garbh-dheanta  calg-fhionnach 
Calbhar  r'  a  bhiadhadh, 
An  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh, 
Tha  triall  'na  gaoith. 

'S  e  'rt  gille  duhli  ciar-dhtibli, 

Ciar-dhtbh^  ciar-dhiibh, 

'(S  e  '■«  f/ille  dubh  ciar-dhubh^ 

Tha  triall  ""na  gaoith. 

A  Mhairiread,  cha  choir  dhut 
Bhi  gòrach  no  fiata, 
Tha  mairist  ni  's  leòjr  dhut, 
An  còmhnuidh  'ga  t-iarraidh  ; 
Ni  's  gr.'iinnde  cha  'n  eòl  domh. 
'S  ni  's  bòidhche  cha  b'  fliiach  ihu, 
Na  'n  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh, 
Tha  triall  'na  d'  ghaoith. 

'<S  e  '«  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh,  cfr. 

•  Ft-ar  na  bainnse. 


Tha  ministeir  coir  nnn, 

1»  mùran  de  chiall  aig'  ; 

'N  a  thaoitrar  d(»  'ii  iiighean, 

Gun  ioiniall  gun  I'hiaradh  ; 

Is  b'  fhear  Icis,  an  òigh 

Bhi  gun  ph'>sadh  seachd  bliadlina, 

Na  'n  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh 

Bhi  triall  'na  gaoith. 

'6'  c  'w  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh,  ^c. 

Ged  bhiodh  ann  a  phòcaid, 
De  dh-Jir  na  th'  aig  I  aria, 
Bu  mhòr  a'  chùis  bhrùin  e 
Do  'n  òigh  tha  e  'g  iairaidh  ; 
Suilean  a'ssròn, 
Agus  fe'sag,  a's  fiaclan 
A'  ghille  dhuibh  chiar-dluiibh, 
'Iha  triall  'na  gaoith, 

'aS'  c  ''n  gille  dubh  ciar-dubh.  t^r. 

'S  olc  an  leannan  òinid 
An  t-òlach  s'  'n  a  fhionaig, 
'N  a  laidhe  'n  a  chòta, 
'N  a  riigaire  miodlioir, 
A  shàiltean  'n  a  thòin. 
Is  a  shrcn  ris  a'  ghriosaich  ; 
'S  6  'n  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh 
Tha  triall  'na  gaoith. 

'S  e  'n  gille  dubh  ciar-dluiòh,  ^-c. 

Tha  pung  ann  a  chàileachd, 
Thug  bhrr  air  na  ciadan  ; 
Tha  'aogas  ro  ghrànnda, 
'S  e  air  fùileadh  'n  t-srianaich  ; 
An  uair  bha  e  an  Grùididh, 
Cha  taobhaicheadh  fiadh  ruinn, 
Leis  a'  ghille  dhubh  chiar-dhubb*, 
Bhi  triall  'n  an  gaoith. 

'S  e  '«  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh,  ^c. 

Ged  tha  e  cho  daochail. 
Is  aogas  cho  fiadhaich, 
Bithidh  teuin  air  's  an  tir  so, 
Air  tiomaii  de  'n  bhliadhna, 
A  thoirt  ghabhraidh  air  rehean?i, 
'S  a  chur  chlarin  dheth  na  ciochan  ; 
'S  e  'n  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubli 
Tha  triall  'na  gaoith. 

'S  e  '?/ gille  dubh  ciar-dhibh,  ^e. 

'Nuair  a  bha  sinn  cruinn 

Anns  a'  bheinn,  's  sinn  ri  fiadhach, 

Bu  trie  a  bhiodh  tu  'n  sàs 

Anns  an  t-schice-pan,  is  biadh  ann  ; 

Bhiodh  eagal  air  bàis  oirnn, 

Gu  'n  cnamhadh  tu  bian  oirnn, 

A  ghille  dhuibh  chiar-dhuibh, 

Tha  triall  'na  gaoith. 

'S  e  '«  gille  dubh  ciar-dhubh,  ^c. 


5^0^                                     SAR-OHAlll  NAM 

BARD  GAKLACII. 

Tha  trnns  iiij;  mo  <-}iridh« 

Ri  N('a>^aii:h'  na  h  igliinn, 

OUAN   NAN  GREISICIIEAN   BEACA. 

N'nch  I'uigh  MÌnn  aon  ]i>ighi<-h, 
Chuirca.s  dithis  ri  cheil'  diu. 

Am  FONN — "  Cri>  nun  Gub/iur." 

'J'hd  mi  ru  bkiiidheuvh,  <^r. 

Ciiunna'  mi  rrnntinnach, 
C'uiiiiir  I'i  r«>aiinair<>a(-hd, 
'N  Acha-iiii-f»  Amiiiid, 
Cur  feannajj  ii  clieilc  ; 
Sheall  mi  Ic  uiiiias  air, 
'S  sliin  mi  ri  tt>aiina<lli  lis, 
Tliii^  mi  mo  biioineid  dliiom, 
'S  bheaniiaich  mi  fein  da. 

T/ia  iiii  I'o  bhiiùì/ìcach 

Air  chovihairV  nam  breWwamhnan^ 

Ciiircar  do  'n  oiloan  iad, 
'S  thugar  mir  f'earainn  dhaibh, 
'S  bheir  iad  an  air' 
Air  na  ji«'airain  's  a'  ciicitein  ; 
Air  eagal  am  ]>r<)nnaidh 
Ri  iiodh  no  ri  bolla, 
'J'lia  tub  ai<;  a'  Mhorair 
Ni  taigh  dhaibli  lu  clicile. 
Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheach^  ^c. 

Dh-brdaich  gach  dithis  dhiu 

Bhi  le  aon  chcile  ; 

'J  ha  agam-sa  tiiillcadh 

Faodaidh  sUochd  tighinn 

De  leithid  an  fhirionnaich-s'  ; 

An  deiyii  na  huidhvm  so. 

'S  air  chor  a's  gu'n  cluinncar  iad, 

Fathast  a  bhitheas 

Seinneam  air  seis  iad  ; 

'iV  an  iongantas /eille. 

Domhnull  beag  biorach, 
Air  pòsadh  an  uraidh  ; 

Chaidh  mi  air  m'  aghairt, 
Is  shàraich  e  m'  fhoighidinn, 
Feuchainn  le  a'  lughad 

'S  tha  dithis  de  'n  thine 
Aig  a'  mhinisteir  fein  diu. 

Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheach^  ^c. 

C  ait'  am  faighirm  da  ceiie  ; 

Fhuair  mi  'ii  taigh  Chuiunicli  i, 

Na  grèisichean  beaga. 

C  uime  gu  'ii  ceilitm, 

Oir  's  iad  is  maoir  eaglais, 

'S  a  li-aparan  dt'lridh 

Cho  ghoirid  r'  a  fheileadh-s'. 

Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheuch,  ^'c. 

Tha  dùil  ac'  mo  thagradh, 

Air  son  magaidhnean  beumach  ; 

Bithidh  mise  fo  eagal, 

'Nuair  chluinneas  mi  'm  bagradh, 

Tomas  a's  DòinhnuU, 

O  'n  thachair  mi  eadar 

Seòras  a's  Alasdair, 

An  sagart  's  an  cleireach. 

'S  coltach  'n  an  colluinn 

Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheach,  ^c. 

A'  cheathrar  r'  a  cheile  ; 

B'  fheàrr  learn  tè  thapaidh 
Bhiodh  seachad  air  leth-cheud, 
Na  a  faicinn  air  leth-trath, 
Aig  fear  dhiubh  mar  cheile. 
Tha  mi  ro  bhuidJieach,  ^c. 

Tha  dull  a'm  gur  duilich  leis 
Mis'  chur  an  cunnart, 
'S  gu  'n  do  chaomhain  mi  'n  cuileau, 
'S  gu  'm  bu  mhuileach  leis  fein  e  ; 
'S  ma  chreideas  mi  'm  ministeir. 

Tha  iomadh  sgeul  eile 
Tha  agairin  gu  barantach, 
Naidheachd  'g  a  h-aithris 
A  baile  Dhun-eideann, 

An  deigh  's  na  dh-innis  e, 
'S  e  'm  moncaidh  an  uiridh, 
Mu  mhire  na  'n  Greibhear. 
Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheach,  ^c. 

Nach  'eil  uile  cho  ait' 

Aim  an  oibrichibh  freasdail, 

Tha  sgeula  r'  a  h-aithris, 

Ri  faiciim  nam  peasan 

Mu  Bhaile-na-Cille, 

A'  maitseadli  a  cheile. 

Gu  'n  robh  iad  fo  iomas 

Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheach,  <^c. 

An  uiridh  le  cheile  ; 

Am  bliadhna  'u  an  dithis, 

Tha  mise  fo  chachdan, 

E-fein  's  an  cii  buidhe, 

Nach  urradh  mi  leasachadh, 

Gun  triall  ac'  gu  uidhc 

Nach  fhaigh  mi  aon  tear  dhiu 

Ach  'n  an  suidh'  aig  na  h-eiblilcan. 

Ni  maitse  do  Cheitidh  ; 

Tha  mi  ro  bhuidheach,  ^c. 
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'S  bòidheach  am  bnganach 
SeJjras  na  h-ea<^lais, 
Chuulas  iia  crcagan 
Toirt  freagairt  (V  a  eighciu-lid  ; 
Shamhiaich  mi  'm  Hea^gacli  ud 
His  a'  gharra-gfiartan, 
Cho  biogach  i'  a  niaiciiin, 
'S  cho  iieai'tmhor  r'  a  eisdeach. 
T/ia  mi  ro  hhuldheach^  Syc. 

Tha  Curstaidh  fo  chachdan, 
Mur  bhailich  mi  'macaii, 
Gu  'ri  abraitiri  an  garran. 
Hi  fleasgach  clio  treiin  lis  ; 
Seas  thitsa  fa  'chomhair, 
Js  amhairc  a  chrodlian, 
'S  an  te  thug  an  dreobhaii  air, 
Thomhais  i  t'ein  e. 

Tha  ri  mo  Uiuidlieack,  <^c. 


ORAN  NA  CARAIDE  BIGE. 

Tha  dithis  anns  an  dùthaich-s', 
Tha  triall  gu  dhol  a  ]>hùsadh  ; 
'S  gur  beag  an  t-aodach  tir, 
Ni  gun  dhoibh  a's  leine. 

II ei  tlia  mo  ru?i  dut, 
UÒ,  tha  mo  run  dui, 
Hèi  tha  mo  rim  dut^ 
A  ruin  (jhiV  v.a  treiy  mi. 

Dithis  a  tha  òg  iad, 
Dithis  a  tha  bòidheach, 
Dithis  tha  gun  òirleach 
A  chòrr  air  a  chcile. 

Ilei^  tha  mo  run  dicit^  (^c. 

Ma  bhios  macan  buan  ao',  • 

'S  gu  'n  tcid  e  ris  an  dual'chas, 
Cuiridh  e  gu  luath 
An  cu-ruadh  as  an  t-saobhaidh. 
Ilei^  tha  mo  run  duit^  <Jc. 

Ach  ma  theid  a  chrusach, 
Sgaoilt'  air  leadh  na  dutbcha, 
Theid  prospig  ris  na  sùilean, 
Tha  dull  a  'm,  mus  leir  iad. 

Ilei^  tha  mo  run  duit^  ^c. 


O  11  A  N. 

[Do  dh'  flicar  chcidh  a  rhòrd.idh  ri  nigliin  òig,  ach  cha 
hhiodh  e  toilichle  inu  'n  tochradli,  tnur  tug.idli  iad  dhà 
Kamhuitin  cile  bharr.iclid  air  na  bha  iad  toileach  tholrt 
■eachad  ;  aguu  air  so  a  dhiùltadli  dlia,  thre«g  e  a  IcannanJ 

'S  ANN  a  bhuail  an  iorghiiill, 

Air  an  t-suiridhi-ach  tha  'n  so  hliios, 
Chuir  e  'ùigh'  air  c6ile, 

'S  gu  'n  do  reitich  iad  'n  an  dios ; 
Shaoil  mi  fein  'n  uair  thi  isich  iad, 

Gu  'n  cordadh  iad  gun  sjjios  ; 
Ach  chum  àsraidh  beag  do  ghamliuinn  iad, 

Gun  cheangal  còrr  is  uiios. 

Sin,  'n  uair  thuirt  a'  mhaij;hdean, 

Nach  foighnich  sibh  rium  tìor, 
Is  innsidh  mi  a  rireadh, 

Gu  'm  bu  ciiaochlaideach  a  rian  ; 
Gu  robh  e  cheart  cho  deùnach, 

Ki  duin'  òg  a  chualas  riamh  ; 
'S  a  nis  gu  'n  ghabh  e  bhuar  dliiom, 

O  nach  d'  fhuair  e  'n  gamhuinn  ciar. 

Cha  e  sin  air  aghairt, 

'S  ann  do  Shaghair  chaidh  e  'n  tùs, 
Chuir  iad  fios  'n  a  dheighidh, 

Thigh'nn  air  aghaidh  aim  a  chiiis; 
'S  e  roghnaich  es'  an  tàilleara(;hd — 

'S  i  b'  fhearr  leis  na  bhi  piisd'  ; 
O  nach  d'  Ihuair  e  'n  gamhuinn  àsraidh, 

Ged  fhaigheadh  e  'm  bàs  de  'n  sjmt, 

Dh-aithnich  mi  's  an  amharc  ort, 

Gu  robh  do  thomhas  gann, 
Chunttaic  mi  air  t- iomchuitin, 

Gu  robh  'n  iom-chomliairl'   n  ad  cheann  ; 
'S  nach  robh  do  spiorad  diomhair, 

'G  a  do  ghriosadh  's  a'  cheait  ;';m  ; 
'Nuair  b'  fheàrr  leat  gamhuinn  caoile, 

Na  do  bhean,  's  do  ghaol,  's  do  chlann. 

H-uile  fear  a  chi  thu, 

'G  a  do  dhheadh  air  do  cbCil, 
Ged  leasaich  sinn  an  t-airgead  dhut, 

Mu  cheithir  mhàrg  's  ni  's  mo, 
*S  e  their  gach  filidh  fa<ail  riut, 

Gu  spot  chur  air  do  chliu, 
Gu  'n  d'  rinn  an  gamhuinn  bacainn, 

Do  choniract  '  chuir  air  cùl. 

'S  mis  a  fhuair  mo  chàr.ulh, 

Leis  na  fearaibh  as  garli  taobh, 
A'  mheud  's  a  bha  'g  am  iarraidh  dliiubh, 

'S  nach  b'  fhiach  learn  duin'  ach  thu  ; 
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Stiaoil  mi  fi'lii  'h  tin  fliofiimr, 
'Niiiiir  11  tiia^li  mi  lliii  :i  ti  iiiir, 

Nnch  tuiiiulli  tit  c.lio  tudu  bliiiain, 
Grd  li'  I'hiacli  an  ^aiulitiiiiii  (-I'liii. 


A  :\i   H  ()  c  c;  L  A  s. 

On  thii  mi  iiu  m'  aoiiar, 

Gu'ii  teunii  mi  ri  spurs  ; 
Gu'ii  cuir  iir\i  mar  dh-tljaodas  mi, 

'JNI  hoc  air  sliool. 
'S  gu'ii  leijj  mi  lios  dliaciiaigh 
A  dh-iuiinsaidh  nun  Catach, 
Giir  li-e  'm  boc  fjlas, 
A  bhios  ac  air  an  tùs. 
P^  he  fanndarai  feint ì  171  ìilh-orì), 

lUthiU fanndarai feininn  oth-oro, 
Fu-thel-otli  faiindarui  fcininn  oth-oro^ 

I  nth  ill  shiid)1iul  c, 
Ilanndarai  hith-horo, 
Fa-thel'Oth^/'a-thcl-  oth. 

'S  iomadh  bganach  smearail, 

Biia  fearaii  gu  leùr  ; 
A  cliunna'  mis 

Ann  an  cogadh  vigh  Delrs'. 
'S  cha'n  fiiaca  mi  boc, 

Ga  thogail  air  feachd, 
Ach  aona  bhoc  glas 

A  Bh'  aig  mac  an  larl'  ùig. 
Pe  he  fanndarai^  S^c. 

'Nuair  thigeadh  am  Foghar, 

Co  dhianadh  a  bhuain  ? 
Co  dhianadh  an  ceanghal, 

No  sgrùdhadh  an  sguab  ? 
Co  chuireadh  iia  siamanan, 

Ceart  air  na  tudanan  ? 
Ach  am  boc  luideacli, 

Na'm  faigheadh  e  duais. 
Pe  he  fanndarai^  <^f. 

Gu'n  tug  iad  a'  chobhair  ud, 

Bhuaine  gun  fliios  ; 
A's  dh'  fhagadh  na  gobhair 

Gun  bhaine  gun  bhliochd  ; 
Tha  sine  nigh'n  Uilleim, 

A  caoine,  'sa  tuireadh, 
'Sa  suilean  a'  sileadh 

Air  son  a  bhuic  ghlais. 
Pe  he  fanndarai^  S^g. 

2^ote. This  song  was  composed  on  a  rake  in  Siitherland- 

shire,  who,  having  got  a  number  of  young  women  in  the 
family  way,  was  obliged  to  take  refuge  in  the  Sutherland 
fencibles,  where  the  poet  gave  him  the  name  oi  Boc  Glas 
— a  name  that  he  retained  during  life.  The  tune  is  excel, 
lent,  and  may  justly  be  entitled  the  first  of  the  Sutherland, 
shire  pipe  jigs.  It  was  the  poet's  own  composition.  He 
also  compoeed  several  other  popular  airs  of  great  merit. 


(>  R  A  N. 

fDodh'  fhrarn  bha  8uiridh  airnigliinn  òig,  a(.Mi&  fear  rile 
bill 'k  a  toirt  l)hiinitlie  ;  bhu  niatliair  na  h-in){ninti  (n  tha 
la()liiiirt  N  a'  chcdd  rann)  'n  a  banàralcli  aig  Mnrair 
Mac-Aoidh,  a;(nH  c-saii  'n   a  l)huachaille:  u^w*  am  liur 

blia  toirt  na   li-inghinn   bhuaipc  'n  a  bhr('Hl)a<lair '1  hu 

t-òran  air  a  sgriolihadli   do   rcir  dcaibli  (ìliàL-lig  a  bhàrd 
fcin  oircha  xhabhadh  c  seinn  air  cauchladh  OoighJ 

LUINNEAG. 

Tha  '«  (jiile  math  ruadh^ 

'Ò'  c  laidii'y  luath, 
Cha  '«  urr^  e  hid  mias 

'iS'  Jiach  d^  Jhuair  e  i, 
Tha  ^11  (jille  math  ruadh, 

''S  e  luidir,  hiath, 
Cha  'ra  Tfr/*'  e  Ijhi  suas, 

'jS  nach  d''  fhuair  e  i. 

Imu-easgaicii  tha 'g  imcaclid 

An  agiiaidh  na  gaoith', 
Gun  diiil  aig  mo  nighinn 

Thu  thighinn  a  cliaoidh  ; 
Gu  'm  b'  fheàrr  a  bhi  shuas  leat 

Am  buaile  Mhic-Aoidh, 
Na  Heasgach  na  lighe, 

Le  fhichead  bù  laoigli.* 

77ia  'm  gille  math  ruadh,  8fc. 

Cha  'n  vn-radh  mi  dhearbhadh 

Mar  cliearb  air  bhiu'  clann, 
Gur  ann  anns  na  càirdean 

Tha  mhèirl'  air  am  fonn, 
'Nuair  theid  gach  mearachd 

A  chronachadh  tholl, 
Bidh  fuigheall  an  innich 

'S  an  ime  cho  trom. 

77ia  ''n  (jille  math  ruadh,  ^c. 

Tha  Seumas  Mac-Cullach, 

'N  a  dhuine  'm  beil  speis, 
Tha  onoir  bho  'leanabas 

'G  a  dhearbhadh  'n  a  bheus  ; 
Tha  fear  anns  a'  bhaile-s' 

Gun  chol  ach  an  spreidh, 
Tha  e  'n  uidheam  na  goide 

Ni  's  faide  no  eis'. 

Tha  ''n  gille  matli  ruadli^  ^c, 

• 
]Mo  chomhairl'  a  nighean, 

'S  na  suidhich  do  bhonn, 
Air  rud  bhios  'n  a  pheanas, 

'S  'n  a  mhearachd  dhut  tholl, 
Tha  dùil  agad  achdaidh 

Ri  beartas  'n  a  steoll, 
Le  fuighleach  an  innich, 

'S  cha  chinnich  e  boll. 

Tlta  '«  gille  math  ruadh,  S^c 

*  Fichead  maide  na  bcairte. 
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Na  m  tiiiceadh  sihh  'in  Heaagachaa 

Tapuiilh  a  tir  agaiiin, 
Ag  iomart  nan  casan 

Mu  seach  air  na  inaidean, 
Lc  'iteachan  innich 

A'  pllleadh  's  a'  glagartaich, 
Cnap  aig  a'  mhuuJh, 

'S  an  t-slinn  a'  feadaireachd. 
TJia  "" n  giUc  math  raud/i,  <S^c. 


ORAN    FHAOLAIN. 


[Sgalag  a  bh'aig  a'  bhàrd,  air  an  robh  Faolan  acn  mar 
leas-ainin.  Cha  robh  Faolan  ach  'n  a  chieutair  fachanta, 
agus  b'  abhaist  do  dh'  inghcanan  a*  bhaird  a  bhi  'g  a  thiU 
gcadh  air  a  cheile  mar  leannanj 


LUINNEAG. 

Gu  neartaich  an  sealhh^ 

'S  gu  leasaich  an  sculbh^ 

An  t-abhagan  indrbh  ud^  Faolan. 

Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh, 

'ò"  gu  leasaich  an  sealbh, 

An  t-abhagan  marbh  udy  Faolan. 

Thig  Ealasaid  Mhoraidh, 
'Nuair  chroinas  a'  ghiMan, 
O  'n  eirthir  a  nios  do  'n  dithreabh, 
Oir  chual'  i  'n  a  chagaraich'  bheaga  aig  each, 
An  t-urram  bha  ghnà  aig  Faolan. 
Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh^  Sf^c. 

Thàinig  oirnn  Iain  le  naidheachd  a  nuas, 
Cha  chreid  mi  nach  cual'  an  sgir'  e, 
Gu  'n  deachaidh  uainn  Curstaidh 
Le  briosgadh  do  Chlurraig, 
£agal  bhi  dlu  air  Faolan. 

Gu  neartaich  an  sealbhy  ^c. 

Tha  Curstaidh  a's  Deònadh, 
A's  Ceitidh  nigh'n  Deòrsa, 
Is  Màiri  bhuidh'  òg  nan  caorach, 
'G  an  deasachadh  inùr,  gu  leasachadh  pròis, 
A  fhreasdal  's  gu  'm  pòs  iad  Faolan 
Gu  neariaich  an  sealbh,  ^c. 

Tha  Curstaidh  bheag  Dhonn, 
*S  a  cridhe  ro  throrn, 
Air  eagal  nach  crom  rith'  P'aolan  ; 
Tha  Miliri  ag  nidh  nach  dean  e  dh'i  stii, 
Mach  'oil  e  ni  's  fearr  no  caolan  ! 
Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  ^c. 


An  uair  a  fhuair  Ceitidh  sealladh  dheth  riit, 
'S  e  thubhairt  i  tcin  a's  faoilt  oirr\ 
Ged  nach  '«'11  mi  'g  a  riiaicinri 
Cho  sgiobalt  ri  pàirt, 
'S  aim  tha  e  ni  's  fearr  na  shaoil  mi. 
Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  <^c, 

Cha  'n  aithne  dhomh  nighean, 
No  bean  air  an  fhòd, 
A  bheireadh  d'  an  deùin  an  gaol  da, 
O  'n  tha  e  gu  siogaideuch,  rugaideach,  marbh, 
Cha  bhoc,  is  cha  tarbh,  ach  laos-boc. 
Cfu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  ^c, 

Gu'm  beil  a'  bhean  againn  'n  a  laidhe  ri  làr^ 
'S  i  'g  acain  gu  bràth  a  caol-druim 
Cha  chuir  i  dhuinn  tuilleadh 
A'  mhin  air  a'  bhiirn  ; 

Ach  dheanadh  i  taobh  ri  Faolan. 
Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  <^c. 

Tha  bean-an-taigh'  againne 
Leth-cheud  do  bhliadhnaibh, 
'S  tha  i  cho  liath  ri  caora, 
'S  ged  nach  'eil  fiacaill  idir  'n  a  ceann, 
Cha  lughad  a  geall  air  Faolan. 

Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  SyC. 

Tha  Ceitidh  a's  Curstaidh,  gu  briosgant'  an  cuil, 
O  'n  tha  iad  an  dùil  ri  daoine ; 
'Nuair  bhios  mi  beartach, 
Gu  'n  toir  mi  dhi.ibh  gun, 
Na  'n  deanadh  iad  miin  air  Faolan. 
Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  S^c. 

Comhairl  a  bheirinn  a  nis  ort  a  Phàdaidh, 
O  'n  nach  'eil  n;iir  'na  t-aodatm, 
'Nuair  ni  mi  'n  ath  chrathadh 
Gun  toir  mi  dhut  greim, 
Na  *n  leigeadh  tu  br  *  *m  air  Faolan. 
Gu  neartaich  an  sealbh,  ^c. 

Shaoil  leam  nach  labhradh  e 
Mu'n  a'  bhuntàt',* 
Ach  bidh  e  ni's  paight*  no  shaoil  leis, 
Na'n  tigeadh  an  donas  do  'n  bhail-s'  'na  dheann, 
Gu  tugainn  air  cheann  da  F.iolan. 
Gu  neaiiaich  an  sealbh,  S^c. 

*  The  bard  and  Faolan  being  one  day  planting  potatoes 
in  a  field  near  a  public-house,  some  accjuairitarices  of 
the  former  came  that  way,  wiio  wont  in  to  have  some  re- 
freshment, and  took  him  along  with  them.  Faolan  also 
followed,  and  got  his  "shell,"  but  instead  of  returning 
again  to  his  work,  he  went  home  and  told  the  bard's  wife 
that  his  master  had  abandoned  the  potaloe  planting  and 
went  on  the  spree,  and  that  /ir  could  n<  t  work  by  him- 
self. On  Uob  returning  home  at  night,  Faolan's  story  was 
related  to  him,  and  befoie  supper  was  ready  this  song  was 
composed  on  him. 

0 
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TUIIUS  UIIAIIHir  DO  Dir  ARCAMII. 

[Blia  Daibhidh  so  'n  n  l)liuailinill(>,  anus  'ii  a  àiicncli, 
aÌK  tluiii'  uasal  àraiilh,  ami  am  t)ail'  oilo,  hi-anaii  inlilltoan 
blio  'Aite  tViii  i  agiis 'iniaii  a  bha  Daibtiidli  dol  dacliaÌKli 
leis  an  lin  ajjiis  U-is  a'  cliàÌM*,  gu  nihaixlistir,  llniair  c  air 
bnta  cell|)C,  bha  ilol  an  ralliad  ;  acli  'li  ami  chiiircadli  leis 
an  stoiini  iad  air  tlr  aim  an  Arcanih,  's  god  a  b'  ann  '»  a* 
ghrunnd  a  racliadb  Daibhidli,  cba  deanadh  iia  nàbaidb- 
neaii  niòran  caoidh  air  a  shun  J 

Nac'H  cruaidi),  craitt'iich,  an  t-aiseajj, 
A  lliuaii-  Dhaibi<lh  do  dh'  Arcauiii, 
Dh-fiialbh  an  riiiso,  's  a'  cheilp,  a's  c-lcin. 
Nach  cruaidh,  &c. 

O  'ii  cliaidh  a  bhàs  dlieanamli  cinnteach, 
Shuas  mil  bhniiglie  l^och-Uinnseard, 
Gu'm  bu  ghiiireach  guth  minn  as  a  dheigh. 
O  'n  chaidh,  &c. 

Thubhairt  nigh'n  Dho'iiill  'Ic  Fhiunnlaidh, 
His  an  t-Siorramh  neo-shunndach, 
Dearbh  cba  mhise  an  t-aon  neach  tha  'n  cis. 
Thubhairt  nigh'n,  &c. 

Ma  chaill  thusa  t'  fhear  impidh, 
Chain  mise  in'  I'hear  aon-taigh  ; 
Co  nis  is  fear-punndaidh  do  'u  sprcidh  ? 
Ma  chaill  thusa,  &c. 

Bha  do  nabaidhnean  toigheach, 
Anns  gach  bagh  'g  iarraidh  naidbcachd, 
'Sleis  a'chradh  bh'orr',cha'nfhaigheadh  iaddeur 
Bha  do  nàbaidhnean,  &c. 

Ach  o  'n  chual  iad  thu  philleadh, 
O  na  cuaintean,  gun  mhille.idh, 
Shin  an  sluagh  ud  air  sileadh  gu  leir. 
Ach  o  'n  chual  iad,  &c. 

Mach  o  acaraich  thrailleil, 
Bhios  a'  streup  mu  do  cheairde, 
Cha  bhi  creutair  gun  chradh  as  do  dheigh. 
Mach  o  acaraich,  &c. 

Ach  ma  's  b;is  dut  mas  tig  thu, 
'S  ami  bhios  deuchainn  a  ghliocais, 
Aig  an  fhear  bhios  cur  lie  ort  le  speis. 
Ach  ma  's  bàs,  &c. 

Sgriobhar  sios  air  a  braighe — 
"  So  am  ball  s  am  beil  Daibhidh, 
A  luchd  na  h-eucoir,  thig  bàs  oirbh  gu  leir." 
Sgriobhar  sios,  &c. 

Sgriobhar  suaicheantas  Dhaibhidh  ; 
Ceann  gaibhre,  a's  cabag, 
Rotach  gleadhrach,  a's  fal.\dair  geur. 
Sgriobhar  suaicheantas,  &c. 


Cranii  |;rioina<-.h  a  bhngair, 
Siiil  nilii(>;:iit-|i  nam  prabun, 
Beul  biogach  nan  cagar  'n  nam  br^ug. 
Ceann  griomach,  ike. 

'S  ann  tha  'n  eachdairidh  g)iàl>haidh, 
NÌH  mu  aÌK-eiridb  Diiaibbidh, 
'S  e  tighinn  dachaigh  'n  a  slàirncanach  tieun. 
'S  ann  tiia  'n  eachdairidh,  &c. 

Leis  gach  dcoch  a  bha  blasda, 
Is  iomadh  biadli  nach  do  chleac.hd  e, 
'S  ann  is  I'earr  e  'na  pbearsa  mur  cheiid, 
Leis  gach  deoch,  &c. 

Dh-fhas  e  stailceanarh,  pùinnseach, 
'S  ann  is  treis'  air  gacii  puirig  e, 
Cuiribh  'cheist  ris  a'  mnnaoi  aige  fein. 
Dh-fhas  e  stailceineach,  &c. 

Tha  mnathan  uaisl'  aims  a'  mhachair, 
O  na  chual  iad  mar  thachair^ 
Chuid  bu  stuama  an  cleachdaibh  's  am  beus, 
Tlia  mnathan  uaisl'  &c. 

A  bhiodh  deònach  gu  'n  tachradh, 
Gnothuch  coir  anns  na  cairtean, 
Bheireadh  oirnn'  doi  a  dh'  Arcarah  gu  leir. 
A  bhiot^ih  deònach,  &c. 

****** 

*  *  *  * 
***** 

*  *  ♦  * 


ORAN  AN  AINM  DITHIS  NIGHEAN 

IAIN  MHIC  EACHAIXN. 


I  [Tè  dhiubh  air  tighinn  dachaigh  bho  sgoil,  agus  gun 
speis  aice  nis,  na  'm  b'  t'hior,  do  'n  dùthaich  ;  agus  an  tè 
eile,  nach  robh  riamh  o  'n  bhaile,  a'  moladb  na  dùthcha.  j 


CiA  b'  e  dheanamh  mar  rinn  mis', 

Bu  mhisd  se  e  gu  bràth, 
Dhol  do  'n  bheinn,  an  aghaidh  m'  inntinn, 

Mbill  e  mi  mo  shlaint' ; 
Pairt  de  m'  acain,  braigheach  Mheirceinn, 

'S  ait  gun  mharcaid  e. 
Ach  Spain  a's  copraich,  's  ba-theach  fosgailt', 

'S  graine  shop  ri  lar. 

Cha  'n  'eil  sebmar  aig  Righ  Breatainn, 

'S  taitneich'  Icam  na  'n  Ctirn, 
Oir  tha  e  uaignidheach  do  ghruagaich, 

'S  ni  e  fuaim  'nuair  's  àiU  : 
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Feur  SLH  cuille,  blà  a'd  duiile, 

'8  iad  to  iuiiiadh  iieul. 
Is  ise  le  echo,  mar  ita  tiMidan, 

8eii'in  gach  sois  a  'd  tuai  r. 

Cha  b'  àite  cùinhiiuidh  leaiii  air  Dhùmhnach, 

A  bhi  'a  i'òig  no  'n  earn, 
Oil',  mur  robh  strianach  aiin  air  bhliudhna, 

Cba  robh  riainh  ni  b'  thearr  ; 
Fiiaiin  ria  beirine,  's  ^ruaim  a'  ghliiine, 

'S  luathach  learn  a'  ghàir  ; 
O!  cràdh  mo  chridhe,  reubadh  lighe, 

An  t-àit  an  lighe  'm  teur. 

Ciod  am  t'ath  mu  ^i  tug  thu  fuatii  sin, 

Go  na  bruachiiibh  ard  ? 
Nach  t'haic  thu  tein,  'nuair  thig  an  spreidh, 

Gur  teumail  iad  le  'ii  <tl  ? 
Cha  chradh  cridhe,  air  làraoh  shuidiie, 

Fuaim  na  lii^he  lain, 
Do  'n  gnkth  bhi  daghach  roimh  a  h-aghaidh, 

Is  ieur  na  deighidh  a'  fas. 

Na  bha  firinneach  dheth  t-ainhran, 

'N  fhad  's  bha  'n  samhradh  blàth. 
Rinn  e  tionndadh  oidhche-Shanihna, 

'S  bheir  an  geaiuhradh  'shar  ; 
Duille  shuidhicht'  barr  an  Ihiodha, 

Dh-fàs  i  buidhe-bhan, 
'S  tha  mais'  'n  t-Sratli'  air  call  a  dhath, 

Le  steall  de  chathadh-luir. 

Gleidhidh  'n  talamh  ihun  an  t-samhraidh, 

Sin  a  chrann  e  'n  dràsd, 
Beath  a's  calltunn  latha-bealltuinn, 

Gealltanach  air  fas; 
Bidh  gruth  a's  crathadh  air  na  srathan, 

'S  teirgidh  'n  caitheadb-làir, 
Nach  grinn  an  sealladh,  glinn  a'  stealladh, 

Lauigh,  a's  bainne,  's  barr  ! 

*S  barail  leam-sa  gu  'n  do  chaill  sibh, 

Air  na  rinn  sibh  chàis  ; 
Dhol  do  shliabh,  gun  chiir,  gun  chliathadh, 

'S  nach  robh  biadh  a'  t'às  ; 
B'  Fhear  bhi  folluiseach  an  Goll-thaobh, 

Na  bhi  'n  coinunn  ghraisg, 
Air  mo  dholladh  leis  an  chonuadh, 

Laimh  ri  bolla  t'i:il. 


Note. — This  is  a  contrast  between  the  pleasures  of  a  town 
and  a  pastoral  life,  as  if  by  two  younf;  ladies,  (daughters 
of  the  Celebrated  "Jain  MncKacUuitin,")  one  of  tiiL'in 
t'etnr>ied  from  the  town  of  Thurso,  wheie  she  had  been 
sent  to  school,  and  the  other,  yet  ipiiorant  of  town,  up- 
holding the  pleasures  of  rural  retirement.  The  beauties 
of  the  bard's  own  native  strath  are  delineated  in  strains  so 
sweet  that  we  have  only  to  regret  that  he  did  not  more 
frequently  indulge  his  muse  in  descriptive  poetry. 


MARBHllANN  IAIN  GIIKE, 

KOGHAIBD. 

[Agus  e  air  canchladh  ann  an  Siorraraachd  Phcairt,  hu 
a  vhlighe  dol  dachaigh  du  Ctial.taobh  3 

Tha  rògairean  airtnealach,  trom, 

'N  taobh  bhos  agus  ihall  do  na  C/uusy, 
O  'n  chual  iad  mu  'n  cuairt  an  Ceaiin-cinnidb, 

Gu  'n  do  dh-eug  e  an  .Sioiramaciid  I'heairt ; 
Dh-aindeoin  a  dhreachdan  's  a  chiall : 

Cha  do  chreid  duine  riamh  a  bha  ceart, 
Aon  sinid  thainig  mach  air  a  bheul 

'S  cha  mho  chreid  e  fein  liigh  nam  feart. 

Cha  'n  aithne  dhomh  aon  ni  cho  laidir, 

'is  an  t-saoghai-s',  ri  bus,  gu  toirt  teuiii  ; 
'N  t-strac  thug  e  an  dràsd'  oirnn  air  aghairt. 

Gun  do  marbh  e  tear  Koghaird  do  ieum. 
Tha  Satan  ro  bhrònach,  's  cha  'n  ioghnadh, 

Ged  t'haigheadh  e  'n  t-aon-sa  dha  tein, 
Air  son  nach  'eil  f'athast  air  sgeul  aig' 

Fear  a  sheasas  dha  'àite  'na  dhei^h. 

'S  fad  a  bho  chunnacas,  's  a  chualas, 

Gur  teachdaire  gruamach  am  has  ; 
Gidheadh  gu'm  beil  cuid  bh' ann  an  daoch  ris, 

Toirt  rud-eigin  gaoil  da  an  driisd'  : 
Tha  dùil  ac'  an  Cat-thaobh  's  an  Gall-thaobb, 

Nach  urr'  iad  a  mholadh  gu  brath, 
Air  son  gur  h-e  fein  tiiug  a'  cheud  char 

A  fear  thug  cùig  ceud  car  a  each. 

Sibhse  tha  mur  agus  rnion, 

Sibhse  tha  sean  's  a  tha  òg, 
Thugaibh  chcart  air'  air  a'  bhàs, 

'Nuair  is  beai-taich'  's  is  làine  bhur  crJ;g  ; 
Oir  thig  e  mar  mhcirleach  's  au  oidhch', 

Ged  robh  sibh  uile  cruinn  mu  na  bhùrd ; 
^S  cha  'n  fheudar  a  mhealladh  le  foill, 

'S  gu  'n  do  mheall  e  Ceanu-feadhua  nan  rog. 

Rinn  deamhnan  is  trìùcairean  talmhaidh, 

Election  mu  chealgair  bhiodh  ireun, 
Co  bu  stàraich',  bu  chàraich',  's  bu  cbeilgeich', 

'Sab'  fhearr  chuireadh  Ikh  air  a'  bhreig  ; 
B'  e  Satan  am  breitheamh  bu  shine, 

Da  'm  b'  aithne  gach  tine  to  'n  ghrein  ; 
'S  b'  i  'bharail  nach  fiiaigheadh  e  leithid, 

iViur  robh  e  's  na  Grèadhaich  iad  t'ciii. 

Bu  mhath  leam  an  cioiitach  a  bhualadh, 
'S  ciia  b'  àijl  leam  diiin'  uusal  a  shealg  ; 

'S  ged  chuireas  mi  gruaint  air  a'  choirt-ach, 
Cha  gabh  au  duin'  onarach  fearg  ; 
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Tim  Caiptriii  K()l»  (iiò  air  ii  dhiùltadh, 
li«  brt-ithmiias  I'rioiiiiNii  iiaii  c»'al),'  ; 

iiiiin  cuimeasgadh  lleotliach  a  cluinuulh, 
(ju  nails'  ajjiis  duiiicalaM  ghurg. 

Tim  breugan  n's  cuir  air  am  fàf,'ail, 

Do  'ii  Jhoar  a  's  ft-àrr  t.Maim  i;'  an  inns'  ; 
Cha  clu'atlaich  a'  cliiiis  v.  do  Hliàtair, 

Tha  onoir  a's  àrdan  'n  a  ghrid  ; 
Ge  conmsach  lain  a  bhrathair, 

Cha  'n  fhaigh  e  an  <Iràsd'  i  chion  aois ; 
Ach  an  sin  ^bcibh  e  obair  an  t-Sàtain, 

Ceart  conih-luath  's  is  bàs  <lo  Ihcar  Chrauich. 


M  A  R  B  H  R  ANN, 

UILLIEM  MHUILLEIU,  AN  CEAKD. 

O  'nuair  's  a  chaFdh  Uilleam  fo  'n  ùir, 
Gui'  tearc  againn  sùil  tha  gun  deur, 
Do  mhuilleir,  a  bhvachair,  no  'chùcair, 
No  'mhnathan  da  'n  nòs  bhi  ri  spreidh  ; 
Cha  mhodha  na  clamhain  a's  gaothair, 
Tha  subhaeh  's  an  fhoghar-s'  'n  a  dhcigh  j 
Air  son  gu  'm  buin  iomall  na  cloinne, 
Gach  ubh  a's  gach  eireag  dhuibh  fcin. 

'S  glan  a  tha  'n  talamhs-s*  'n  a  fhàsach, 
O  'nuair  clmidh  thu  biis  o  cheann  mjos^ 
Ge  maiseach  na  inacain  so  dh-fhàg  thu, 
Cha  seas  lad  dhuinn  t-aitse  'n  an  dios  ; 
*S  ann  a  tha  acuinn  do  cheàìrde, 
Mar  rud  chaidh  'n  an  clàraibh  's  an  dlosg  , 
An  t-òrd  a's  am  balg  ris  an  teine, 
An  rusp,  a's  an  t-innein,  's  an  t-iosp. 

*S  giorra  mo  sgil,  na  mo  dhùrachd, 
Gu  innseadh  do  chliù  mar  is  coir  ; 
'S  rainig  a  dhearc  mi  do  chruinn-leura 
Do  'u  ("lite  'm  bu  chinntich'  do  Ion  ; 
Sgiathan  do  chòta  fo  t-achlais. 
Is  neul  an  tombac'  air  do  shròìn  ; 
Bhiodh  gaoir  aig  na  coin  'g  a  do  ruith, 
Agus  mir  air  dhroch  bhruich  ann  do  dhorn. 

Air  fhad  's  a  theid  cliù  ort  a  leantuinn, 

Cha  'n  urrainn  mi  chantainn  gu  leòir  ; 

'S  tudh-fhuineadh,  aghuiteadh,  's  achriathradh, 

'S  tu  dh-itheadh,  's  a  dh-iarradh  an  còrr  ; 

'S  tu  rachadh  do  'n  t-sruthan  a  chlisgeadh, 

'Nuair  ghabhadh  na  h-uisgean  gu  Ibn  : 

Bu  choltach  ri  rapas  na  seilcheig, 

An  easgann  mu  thimcheall  do  bheoil. 


(^ha'n  uit)in<>  dlioinli  ncach  fVa<lh  na  tahnliuinn-i 

A'  choitcir,  u'  shcarbhant,  no  'thuath, 

Nucli  iunn<iraineadh  Uilleam,  ah  aodann 

Oir  shiribliladh  «^  'n  ngin;  ri  uair  ; 

Nia  o  'n  a  cliual  iad  gii  'n  <l<'a<-.h'  e, 

Tha  rud-(M){in  smal  air  daoin'  uailit', 

Air  Kon  nac.h  Vil  nuach  ac  'h  a'  nihachair, 

A  ghlanas  taigh-cau  no  puit  f'huail. 


MARBHRANN, 

DO   THHIUIR  6HEANN  FHLEASGACH. 
[CliANN  FHIll  TAIGH   RU6PUINN.] 

Am.  FONN — "  Latha  '  siubhal  dtibhe  dhomh.^' 

'N  AN  laidhe  so  gu  h-iosal, 

Far  na  thiodhlaic  sinn  an  triùir, 
Bha  fallain,  lùidir,  inntinneach, 

'Nuair  d'  inntrig  a'  bhliadhn'  ur  ; 
Cha  deacir  seachad  fathast, 

Ach  deich  latha  dh'i  o  thus  ; — 
Ciod  t'hios  nach  tig  an  teachdair-s'  oirnn, 

Ni  's  braise  na  ar  dùil? 

Am  bliadhna  thim'  bha  dithis  diubh, 

Air  tighinn  o  'n  aon  bhroinn, 
Bha  iad  'n  an  da  chomrad, 

O  choinnich  iad  'n  an  cloinn  ; 
Cha  d'  bhris  an  t-aog  an  comunn  ud, 

Ged  bu  chomasach  dha  'n  roinn, 
Ach  gheaiT  e  snàith'n  na  beath-s'  ac', 

Gun  ddil  ach  latha  's  oidhch'. 

Aon  duine  's  bean  o  'n  tàinig  iad, 

Na  bràithi'ean  ud  a  chuaidh, 
Bha  an  aon  bheatha  thimeil  ac', 

'S  bha  'n  aodach  de  'n  aon  chlòimh  ; 
Mu  'n  aon  uair  a  bhàsaich  iad, 

'S  bha  'n  nadur  d'  an  aon  bhuaidh  ; 
Chaidh  'n  aon  siubhal  dhaoine  leo, 

'S  chaidh  'u  sineadh  's  an  aon  uaigh. 

Bu  daoine  nach  d'  rinn  briseadh  iad, 

Le  fiosrachadh  do  chach  ; 
'S  cha  mho  a  rinn  iad  aon  dad, 

Ris  an  can  an  saoghal  gràs  ; 
Ach  ghineadh  iad,  a's  rugadh  iad. 

Is  thogadh  iad,  a's  dh-fhàs — 
Chaidh  stràc  de  'n  t-saoghal  tharais  orr', 

'S  mu  dheireadh  fhuair  iad  bus. 

Nach  'eil  an  guth  so  labhrach,  * 

Ris  gach  aon  neach  againn  beb  ? 

Gu  h-Jiraidh  ris  na  seann  daoine, 
Nach  d'  ionnsuich  an  staid  phbsd',; 


ROB  DONN. 
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Nach  gabh  na  tha  'nan  dleasanaH, 

A  dheasachadh  no  Ion, 
Ach  cuoinhnadh  ni  gu  falair  dhaibh, 

S  a'  i'alach  an  cuid  h'w. 

Cha  chaith  iad  fein  na  rinn  iad, 

Agus  oighreachan  cha  dean, 
Ach  ulaidhnean  air  shliabh  ac', 

Bhios  a'     biadhadh  chon  a's  eun  ; 
Tha  iad  fo  ^u  aun  diteadh, 

Fo  nach  robh,  's  nach  bi  mi  fhein, 
Gur  duirche,  taisgte  'n  t-òr  ac', 

Na  'nuair  bha  e  'n  tòs  's  a  inhèinn. 

Barail  ghlic  an  Ard-Iligh — 

Dh-f  hag  e  pàirt  de  bhuidhean  gann, 
Gu  feuchainn  iochd  a's  oileanaclid, 

D'  an  dream  d'  an  tug  e  meall ; 
C  arson  nach  tugta  pò-rsan, 

Ohe  'n  cuid  stùrais  aig  gach  «\m, 
Do  bhochdan  an  Ti  dheonaicheadh, 

An  còrr  a  chur  'na  cheann  ? 

An  deigh  na  rinn  mi  rùsgadh  dhuibh, 

Tha  dùil  agam  gun  Iochd, 
'S  a  liuthad  facal  firinneach 

A  dhiiich  mi  'n  ur  n-uchd, 
Tha  eagal  orm  nach  eisd  sibh, 

Gu  bhi  feumail  do  na  bhochd  ;* 
Ni  's  mo  na  rinn  na  fleasgaich  ud, 

A  sheachduin  gas  a  nochd. 


Note.— Two  of  these  bachelors  were  somewhat  remark- 
able, having  been  born  together,  brought  up  together,  and 
died  within  a  night  of  each  other.  They  were  buried  in 
the  same  hour,  in  the  same  grave,  and  by  the  same  com- 
pany of  men.  Their  whole  study,  from  their  youth,  was 
to  hoard  up  money,  and  had  much  of  it  hid  underground, 
which  they  neither  had  the  heart  to  use  themselves,  nor 
to  bestow  upon  their  friends,  none  of  which  has  yet 
been  found. 


MARBHRANN 

DO  DH'  IAIN   MAC-EACHUINN. 

[An  duin*  uasal,  aig  an  do  thogadh  am  bard,  'n  a 
theaghlaich,  o  'n  bha  c  'n  a  bhalachan  òg ;  agus  bu 
duin'  e  a  choisinn  a  leithid  a  chliù,  o  a  luchd-còlais  air  fad, 
's  gu  'n  d'  aidich  iad  uile,  gu  'n  robh  am  marbhrann  so 
gun  mhearachd,  agus  gu  h-àraidh  na  briathran  mu  dheir- 
eadh  dheth,  's  gu  'n  abradh  gach  neach  mar  an  ceudna  a 
chluinneadh  am  marbhrann,  agus  d'  am  b'  eòl  Iain  Mac. 
Eachainn  gu'n  robh  e  ceart  J 

Iain  Mhic-Eachainn,  o  dh-cug  thu, 

C  ait  an  tèid  sinn  a  dh-fhaotainn 
Duine  sheasas  'n  ad  fhine, 

An  rathad  tionail  no  sgaoilidh. 

♦  It  is  said  that  a  wandering  beggar  called  upon  them  for 
alms  seven  days  previous  to  their  d<\'»th,  whom  they  re- 
fused to  relieve,  a  circumstance  at  which  the  bard  liints 
above. 


'S  ni  tha  cinnt*  gur  heart'  chunnairt, 

Nach  dean  duine  tha  aosd'  e, 
'S  ged  a  bheirt'  de  'n  al  òg  e, 

'S  tearc  tha  beò  fear  a  chi  e. 

Dearbh  cha  b'  ionann  do  bhcatha, 

'S  do  dh'  lliir  tha  fathast  an  caomhnadh, 
Thionail  airgead  a's  f'earaiin, 

'S  bi'dh  buidhean  eile  'g  an  sgaoileadli  ; 
Bhios  iad  icin  air  an  gearradh, 

(iun  ghuth  an  caraid  'g  an  caoineadh, 
Air  nach  ruig  dad  do  mholadh, 

Ach  "  Seall  sibh  fearann  a  dhaor  iad/* 

Tha  iad  laghail  gu  litreil, 

'S  'n  an  deibhtearan  geura. 
Is  iad  a'  pàidheadh  gu  moltach, 

Na  bhios  ac'  air  a  chcile  ; 
Ach  an  cùrr,  theid  a  tiiasgaidh, 

Gur  cruaidli  a  cheiltinn  o  'a  I'heile, 
Is  tha  'n  sporan  's  an  suilean, 

Cheart  cho  dùint'  air  an  fheumach. 

Leis  an  leth-onoir  riataich-rg', 

Tha  na  ciadan  diubh  faòmadh, 
Leis  am  fearr  bhi  lo  fhiachaii, 

Fad  aig  Dia  na  aig  dàoine  ; 
Thig  fo  chall  air  nach  beir  iad, 

'S  6  ceann  mu  dheireadVi  an  diteadli, 
"  C  uim  nach  tug  sibh  do  'n  bhochd, 

Am  biadh,  an  deoch,  a's  an  t-aodach  ?'' 

Acli  na  'm  b'  uri'ainn  mi,  dhùraighdinn 

Do  chliù-s'  chur  an  ordugh, 
Ann  an  litrichean  soilieir. 

Air  chor  's  gu  'm  beir  an  t-àl  òg'  air  ; 
Oir  tlia  t-iomradli-s'  cho  feumail, 

Do  'n  neach  a  thcid  aim  do  rùidean, 
'S  a  bha  do  chuid,  fhad  's  bu  mhaireann, 

Do  'n  neach  bu  ghainn'  ann  an  stòras. 

Fhir  tha  'n  latha  's  fin  comas, 

Ma  's  aill  leat  alia  tha  fiughail, 
So  an  tim  mu  do  choinneamh, 

An  coir  dhut  greimeachadh  dlù  ris  ; — 
Tha  thu  'm  batal  a'  bhàis, 

A  thug  an  t-.irmunn-s'  do  'n  ùir  uainn, 
Glacadh  gach  fear  agaibh  'oifig, 

'S  mo  h'lmh-s'  gu  'n  cothaich  i  cliù  dhuibh. 

Oir  ged  tha  cuid  a  bhios  fachaid, 

Air  an  neach  a  tha  fialaidh, 
'S  i  mo  bharail-s'  gur  achdaidh 

Bu  choir  an  achuing  so  iarraidh  ;— 
Gu  'm  bu  luath  thig  na  liniiean, 

Ni  chuid  a's  sine  dhinn  ciallach, 
Nach  dean  sinn  iobairt  do  bhith-bhuantachd. 

Air  sou  tri  fichead  de  bhliadhnach'. 
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y 


*S  Honmhor  lu'iicli  Mm  fjiin  s(»c.air, 

A  oluiir  (liu  'ii  stoc.  \y\  do  dlii-ili^, 
Agits  biitli-gliiolliiii  gòracli, 

Tliiuiuiil  eulas  le  t-(!'ÌM(lt>!ich(l  ; 
Doarbh  elm  'n  nithiui  dhomlj  aon  iu';ii:}i, 

Mnch  o  riiimidliiicaii  Nprt-idln', 
Nach  'eil  hii  iiintiiiii  1\>  cudtliroin, 

Air  son  do  cliuid,  no  do  dicile. 


Fhir  nach  d'  ith  mir  le  taitneas, 

Na  'm  b'  eM  dut  acrach  's  an  t-saoi;lial, 
Fhir  a  chitheadh  am  fouinach, 

Gun  an  oigli'  aig'  a  chluinntinn  ; 
B*  fheàir  leat  punnd  dheth  do  chuid  bhuat, 

Na  unnsa  cuid-throluj  air  t-inntinn  ; 
Thilg  thu  t-aran  's  na  h-uisgean, 

'S  gheibh  do  shliochd  iomadh-fillf  e. 


Chi  mi  'n  t-aira-beartach  uasal, 

'S  e  Ian  gruaniain  a's  airtneil, 
'S  e  gun  airgead  'n  a  phòcaid, 

Air  an  taigh-òsda  dol  seachad  ; 
Chi  mi  bhantrach  bhochd,  dheurach, 

Chi  'n  deirceach  liin  acrais, 
Chi  mi  'n  dilleachdan  ruisgte 

Is  e  falbh  anns  na  ragaibh. 


Chi  ml  'n  ceòl-fhear  gun  mheas  air, 

Call  a  ghibhtean  chion  cleachdaidh, 
Chi  mi  feumach  chion  comhairl', 

A'  call  a  ghnothuich  's  a  thapadh. 
Na  'm  bitheadh  air'  agam  fhiarachd, 

Ciod  e  is  ciall  do  'n  mhòr  acain-s', 
'S  e  their  iad  uile  gu  leir  rium  : — 

"  Och!  nach  d'  eug  Iain  Mac-Eachuinn!" 


Chi  mi  'n  t-iomadaidh  sluaigh  so, 

'N  an  culaidh-thruais  chionn  's  nach  heò  thu, 
'S  ged  e  'n  call-s'  a  tha  'n  uachdar, 

Chi  mi  buannachd  nan  olach  ; — 
O  'n  a  thaisbean  domh  'm  bliadhna, 

lomadh  biadhtach  nach  b'  ebl  domh, 
Mar  na  reanuagan  rialiaidh, 

An  deigh  do  'n  ghrian  a  dhol  fo  orr'. 


'S  trie  le  marbhrannan  moltach, 

A  bhios  cleachdach  's  na  dùthchaibh-s'', 
Gu  'm  bi  coimeasgadh  masguill, 

Tigh'nn  a  steach  annt'  'n  a  bhrùchdaa 
Ach  ged  robh  mis'  air  mo  mhionnan, 

Don  TÌ  tha  cumail  nan  dùilean, 
Cha  do  luaidh  mu  'n  duine-s', 

Ach  buaidh  a  chunna'  mo  shùil  air. 


MARBIIIIANN  KOGIIAINN. 

I.UINNliAO. 

VS'  cianfada^  (jur  fada^ 

'Ò'  c'lanj'ada  <jii  lcòii\ 
O  '«  la  bliu  thu  Jo  sheac-thinn. 

Gun  aon  ag  acain  do  bhritin ; 
Ma  tha  'w  lim  air  dol  seachad^ 

'6'  nach  d''  rinn  thu  deachdadh  air  choir^ 
Ged  iiach  dàil  dut  ach  scachduin. 

Dean  drochf  Hasan  a  lean. 

'S  TKic  thu,  lihàis,  cur  an  cuill  dhuinn, 

Bhi  sior  eigheachd  ar  cobhrach  ; 
'S  tha  mi  'm  barail  mu  's  stad  thu, 

Gu  "n  toir  thu  'm  beag  a's  am  mòr  leat ; 
'S  ann  o  mheadhon  an  t'hoghair, 

Fhuair  sinn  rabhadh  a  dh-fhòghnadh, 
Le  do  leum  as  na  cùirtean. 
Do  na  chuil  am  beil  EJ;ghann. 
'/S'  cianfada.  guv  J'ada^  ^  c. 

Ach  na  'n  ci*eideadh  sinn,  Aoig,  thu, 

Cha  bhiodh  'n  saoghal-s'  'g  ar  dalladh, 
'S  nach  'eil  h-aon  de  shliochd  Adbaimb, 

Air  an  tiimailt  leat  cromadh  ; 
'S  i  mo  bharail  gur  fior  sud, 

Gur  àrd  's  gur  iosal  do  sliealladh  ;  * 
Thug  thu  Pel  ham  a  mòi'achd, 

'S  an  d'  fhuair  thu  Eoghann  's  a'  PhoUadh  ? 
''S  cianfada^  gurfada^  ^c. 

Tha  thu  tigh'nn  air  an  t-seòrs'  ud, 

Mu  'm  beil  brbn  dhaoine  mJira, 
'S  tha  thu  tighinn  air  muinntir, 

Mu  nach  cluinntear  bhi  cùine  ; 
Cha  'n  'eil  aon  's  an  staid  mheadhoin, 

Tha  saor  fathast  o  dhoghruinn, 
Do  nach  buin  a  bhi  caithris, 

Eadar  Pelham  a's  Eoghann. 

'(S  cianfada^  gurfada^  ^c. 

Tha  iad  tuiteam  mu  'n  cuairt  duinn, 

Mar  gu  'm  buailt'  iad  le  peilear, 
Dean'maid  ullamh,  's  am  fuaim  so, 

Ann  ar  cluasan  mar  fharum  ; 
Fhir  a  's  lugha  measg  mòran, 

An  cual  thu  Eoghann  fo  ghalar? 
Fhir  a  's  mo  anus  na  h-àitean-s', 

An  cual  thu  bàs  mhaighstir  Pelham? 
'aS  cianfada,  gur  fada,  ^c. 


*  "  Pallida  mors  zequo  pulsat  pede  pauperum  tabernaB; 
Regumque  turres."~//or.  Carmin.  lib.  i.  Carmin.  iv. 
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Ach  a  chuidheachd  mo  chridhe, 

Nach  toir  an  dithis-s'  oirii  sgnthadh  ! 
Sinn  mar  chuiiineil  an  lanntair, 

'S  an  da  cheann  a'  sior  chaitlicainh  ; 
C  <iit  an  robii  anns  an  t-saoi^hal, 

Neacli  a  b'  ils'  na  mac  t'  athar-s' ? 
'S  clia  rohh  aon  os  a  cheann-sa, 

Ach  an  ligh  bli'  air  a  chathair. 
'<S'  cianfada^  (jurfadu^  c^  f. 


Note. — Among  Rob  Dotin's  elegies,  it  would  be  diflicult 
to  distinguish  the  best.  But  as  a  test  of  his  own  abihties 
B'ia  poet  we  would  at  once  fix  upon  Màrblirnnn  Kotihainn, 
where  he  makes  his  subject  a  general  one — the  uncertainty 
of  time,  and  the  calls  to  preparation  for  death  sounded  to 
nianki  d  in  the  simultaneous  fall  of  the  high  and  the  low, 
the  rich  and  the  poor.  The  use  made  of  the  circum- 
stances that  led  to  it  exhibits  a  poet's  mind.  Hob  Doim 
had  heard  accounts  of  the  death  of  Mr  Pelham,  the  first 
minister  of  state.  The  same  day  when  this  intelligence 
reached  him,  he  took  a  stroll  to  the  neighbcuring  moun- 
tains of  Durness,  in  search  of  deer.  He  was  for  that  day 
unsuccessful;  but  judging,  as  a  sportsman  can  on  such 
occasions,  that  better  fortune  might  attend  him  the  fol- 
lowing morning,  instead  of  returning  home  he  determined 
to  spend  the  night,  and  await  the  dawn,  at  a  solitary 
house  situated  at  the  head  of  Loch  Erribol,  that  he  might 
be  the  more  nigh  to  surj)rise  his  game  when  morning 
arrived.  The  bleak  dreariness  of  this  spot  of  itself  might 
present  almost  to  any  mind  a  striking  contrast  to  all  that 
we  deem  comfortable,  social,  or  desirable  in  life.  Here 
was  a  solitary  hut  (still  standing),  where  the  bard  was  to 
pass  the  night.  And  here  was  a  solitary  man,  dccrepid  in 
old  age,  stretched  on  his  wretched  bed  of  straw,  or  heath, 
and  so  exhausted  by  a  violent  attack  of  asthma,  that  the 
bard  pronounced  him,  in  his  own  mind,  surely  in  the 
very  grasp  of  the  King  of  Terrors,  The  idea  of  Mr 
Pelham's  death,  called  away  from  the  summit  of  ambi. 
tion  and  worldly  greatness,  contrasted  witli  this  indivi- 
dual's state,  set  our  author  to  the  invoking  of  his  muse. 
Ewen  was  unable  from  weakness  to  converse,  or  even  to 
speak  with  the  bard,  who,  kindUag  a  fire  for  himself,  sat 
down,  and  the  elegy  being  composed,  he  was  humming  it 
over.  He  soon  found,  however,  that  Ewen  had  still  his 
bodily  sense  of  hearing,  and  his  mental  sense  of  pride. 
When  the  bard  came  to  the  recital  of  the  last  verse,  the 
concluding  lines  of  which  may  be  thus  metrically  ren- 
dered, though  we  acknowledge  not  poetically, — 


'  Among  men's  sons  where  could  be  found 
One  lowly,  poor,  like  thee  ? 
And  where  in  all  this  earth's  wide  round, 
But  kings,  more  high  than  He  ?" 


Ewen,  summoning  the  remains  of  his  strength  to  one 
effort  of  revenge  for  the  insult  in  the  former  two  lines, 
seizing  a  club,  crept  out  of  bed,  and  was  at  the  full 
stretch  of  his  withered  arm  wielding  a  blow  at  the  bavd's 


head,  who  only  ob«erved  it  just  In  time  to  avoid  it.  He 
used,  we  may  believe,  the  mildest  measures  to  pacify 
Ewen's  choler.  lie  related  the  circumstance  afterwards 
to  some  of  his  friends  ;  and,  though  othern  frequently 
spoke  ot  it  as  a  good  joke,  the  bard  could  never  indulge, 
we  are  told,  even  in  a  smile,  upon  the  subject.  He  spoke 
of  it  with  solemnity;  and  did  not  desire  to  hear  the  cir- 
cumstance  repeated.  Ewen's  elegy  has  been  frequently 
compared  to  the  well  known  Ode  of  Hoi  ace,  "  Su/vi/ur 
acr/s/iitrmi,"  &:c.  ;  and  had  Hob  Donn  studied  Horace,  wc 
would  doubtless  say  that  he  had  at  least  in  view  the  linep, 
"  PalltJa  mors  cequo  pulaat  pede,"  SiC.*—Mci/ioir.  l«iiy. 


R  ANN. 

[A  rinn  am  bard,  air  madainn,  ann  an  taigh  ministear 
'Shleibhte,  air  an  turus  bha  e  san  eilean-sgiathanach. 
Thainig  bard  de  mhuinntir  an  Eilein  do  thaigh  a'  mhinis. 
tear,  agus  iad  ri  'm  biadh-maidne.  Dh-iarr  am  ministear 
air  rann  a  dheanamh  air  ;— "  Sgiath  chogaidh,  im,  muc, 
plomb-thombaca,  agusSagart."  I?inn  am  bard  Sgiathan. 
ach  so,  mar  chithear;  agus  thubhairt  Hob  Donn,  "'S 
bochd  dh-fhagthu  'n  Sagart,"  agus  ann  an  tiota  rinn  e-fein 
a'n  rann  mu  dheireadh  ] 

THL'IRT  AM  BARD  SGIATHA>'ACH. 

A'  mhuc  mar  bhiadh, 

'S  an  sgiath  mar  bhòrd, 
'S  an  Sagart  nacli  itheadh  an  t-lm, 

Sparrainn  a'  phiob  'n  a  thòin. 

THUIRT  ROB  DONN. 

Bhiadhainn  an  Sagart  gu  grinn — 
Bheirinn  dha  'n  t-im  air  a'  mhuie  ; 

An  targaid  air  a  laimh  chli, 
A's  piob-thombaca'n  a  phluic  ! 


*  Regarding  tliis  elegy,  an  anecdote  is  recorded,  which  exhibits 
the  estimation  in  which  it  was  held  by  the  author's  countrymen 
best  able  to  judge  of  poetic  merit.  Mr  Mackay  (lain  Mac  Each- 
wnn)  happened  to  be  ou  a  visit  to  Mr  Murdoch  Macdonald, 
niinister  of  Durness,  when  on  a  Sabbath  morning  the  weather 
became  so  very  boisterous  that  Mr  Macdonald  expressed  doubts 
whether  it  were  proper  to  go  to  church,  or  to  detain  the  people  by 
the  usual  length  of  service — expressing  a  feur,  at  the  same  time, 
that  if  once  begun,  he  might  forget  himself,  and  detain  them  long. 
His  guest  urged  the  propriety  of  not  detaining  the  people — "  But 
I  will  tell  you,"  said  he,  "  what  ynu  had  better  do;  just  ^o  to 
church,  and  sing  to  them  '  Marbhrann  Eoghainn,'—\t  will  be 
greatly  more  instructive  than  any  sermon  you  can  give."  Mr 
Macdonald's  esteem  for  Ewen's  elegy  did  not  go  quite  so  far,  as  to 
cause  him  to  adopt  the  advice. 
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DONNACIIADII   BAN. 

Duncan  Macintyre,  commonly  called  Donnacha  Ban  nan  òran  was  born  at 
Druimliaghart,  in  Glcnorchay,  on  the  20th  March,  17"24.  He  spent  the  early  part  of 
his  life  in  fishing  and  fowling,  in  which  he  always  took  the  greatest  pleasure.  Although 
he  discovered  an  early  inclination  to  poetry,  he  produced  nothing  worthy  of  being  pre- 
served till  after  the  memorable  battle  of  Falkirk,  in  which  he  fought,  under  the  command 
of  Colonel  Campbell,  of  Carwhin,  on  the  17th  of  January,  174G.  He  engaged  as  the 
substitute  of  a  Mr  Fletcher,  of  Glenorchay,  for  the  sum  of  300  marks,  Scots,  to  be  paid 
on  his  return.  Mr  Fletcher  gave  him  his  sword,  which  he  unfortunately  lost,  or  rather 
threw  away,  in  the  retreat ;  and  as  he  returned  without  it,  he  was  refused  the  stipulated 
pay.  It  was  then,  and  for  that  reason,  that  he  composed  his  poem,  entitled  *'  The  Battle 
of  Falkirk,"  in  which  he  has  given  a  minute  and  admirable  description  of  what  passed 
under  his  eye  ;  and  especially  of  the  sword  (^Claidheamh  ctannard  Chloinn-an-Leisdeir.^ 
He  endeavours  to  excuse  himself  for  his  retreat,  and  more  especially  for  parting  with 
such  a  useless  weapon ;  and  he  could  have  entered  the  army  of  the  prince  with  much 
more  zeal,  had  he  been  among  the  Jacobites^  He,  therefore,  indulges  his  inclination  in 
the  descriptions  he  gave.  The  resentment  of  a  bard,  was  not,  in  former  days,  incurred 
with  impunity.  The  poem  was  known  every  where,  recited  in  all  parts.  The  famous 
battle  of  Falkiyk  was  enough  to  give  it  publicity  ;  and  the  ridicule  so  ingeniously, 
though  indirectly,  aimed  at  the  gentleman  who  refused  so  paltry  a  sum  of  money  to  one 
who  risked  his  life  on  his  account,  w'as  well  understood  in  the  whole  country.  But 
Macintyre  was  not  satisfied  with  all  he  said  of  the  useless  sword.  He  complained  of 
the  injustice  done  him,  to  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane,  who  obliged  Mr  Fletcher  to  pay 
him  his  wages. 

The  first  time  he  saw  Macintyre  after  paying  him,  was  at  a  market ;  being  incensed  at 
him  for  daring  to  complain  of  him,  and  more  so  because  of  his  audacity  in  lampooning 
him,  he  stepped  up,  and  taking  his  staff,  struck  him,  exclaiming,  *'  Go,  fellow,  and  com- 
pose a  song  to  that."  The  humble  poet  of  nature  was  obliged  to  submit  in  silence,  to  the 
unworthy  treatment,  and,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  walked  away.  But  the  pain  he  felt  was 
momentary ;  not  so  the  wound  of  the  passionate  man,  inflicted  by  the  sharp  edge  of  genius. 
It  was  probed  by  the  disapprobation  of  all  who  witnessed  his  conduct,  which  recoiled  on 
himself  as  a  more  severe  punishment  than  he  had  given  to  the  young  poet  of  rising  fame. 

Duncan  Macintyre,  being  a  good  marksman,  was  appointed  forester  to  the  Earl  of 
Braidalbane,  in  Coire-Cheathaicht  and  Beinndòrain ;  and  afterwards  to  the  Duke  of 
Argyle,  in  Buachaill  Eite.  In  these  situations  he  invoked  the  rural  muse,  on  the  scenes 
of  his  delightful  sports,  when  he  described  them  in  the  celebrated  poems,  entitled  '*  Beinn- 
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dòain,"  and  '*  Coire-Cheathaich,'^  in  strains  that  are  inimitable,  and  have  rendered  big 
name  immortal.  Good  judi^cs  of  Gaelic  poetry  seem  to  be  at  a  loss  to  which  of  these  pro- 
ductions to  give  the  preference.  The  first  required  powers,  and  knowledge  of  the  noble 
amusement  of  the  chase,  and  of  the  music  of  the  bagpipes,  to  which  few  can  aspire.  And 
while  we  affirm  that  he  was  never  equalled  in  this  species  except  by  the  celebrated 
M'Donald,  in  his  praise  of  Mòrag,  we  must  conclude  it  to  be  his  master-piece.  And 
where  is  any  to  be  compared  to  the  last  ?  which  is  indeed  unrivalled. 

Public  schools  were  but  thinly  established  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland  in  his  early 
days;  and  his  place  of  residence  was  distant  from  the  parochial  school,  so  that  our  author 
derived  no  benefit  from  education.  He  possessed  no  advantage  in  reading  the  works  of 
others,  nor  had  he  an  opportunity  of  getting  his  own  productions  written.  One  advan- 
tage he  had  that  was  common  to  all  lovers  of  song — he  heard  the  poetry  of  his  country 
recited;  and,  so  tenacious  was  his  memory,  that  not  a  line,  or  a  word,  of  his  own  composi- 
tion escaped  it,  which  had  only  been  written  when  sent  to  the  press.  A  clergyman  trans- 
scribed  them  from  oral  recitation.  The  first  edition  of  his  poems  and  songs  was  published 
in  1768.  He  went  through  the  Highlands  for  subscribers,  to  defray  the  expense.  During 
his  life  his  work  came  to  three  editions,  and  since  then,  one  edition  was  printed  in  Glasgow, 
in  1833. 

He  afterwards  served  in  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane's  Fencible  regiment,  during  the  period 
of  six  years,  (1793 — 1799)  until  it  was  discharged;  he  was  a  considerable  time  in  the 
city  guard  of  Edinburgh  ;  and  after  that  lived  a  retired  life,  subsisting  on  what  he  could 
have  saved  of  the  subscriptions  of  the  third  edition,  which  he  published  in  1804.  The 
collection  contains  lyric,  comic,  ej)ic,  and  religious  compositions,  all  of  merit,  and  com- 
posed solely  by  himself,  unassisted  in  any  way  but  by  the  direction  and  power  of  his  own 
genius.  His  poetical  talents,  therefore,  justly  entitle  him  to  rank  among  the  first  of  the 
modern  bards.  He  died  at  Edinburgh,  in  October,  1812.  In  his  younger  days  he  was 
remarkably  handsome,  and  throughout  his  whole  life  possessed  an  agreeable  and  easy  dis- 
position. He  was  a  pleasant  and  convivial  companion  ;  inoffensive,  and  never  wantonly 
attacked  any  person  ;  but,  when  provoked,  he  made  his  enemy  feel  the  power  of  his  re- 
sentment. See  his  verses  to  Uisdean  and  others.  Neither  he  nor  M'Donald  knew  when 
to  set  bounds  to  their  descriptions,  and  in  their  satires  went  on  beyond  measure. 

Duncan  Macintyre  lived  to  see  the  last  edition  of  his  poems  delivered  to  his  subscribers. 
The  Rev.  Mr  M'Callum,  of  Arisaig,  "  saw  him  travelling  slowly  with  his  wife.  He  was 
dressed  in  the  Highland  garb,  with  a  checked  bonnet,  over  which  a  large  bushy  tail  of  a 
wild  animal  hang  ;  a  badger's  skin  fastened  by  a  belt  in  front,  a  hanger  by  his  side,  and 
a  soldier's  wallet  was  strapped  to  his  shoulders.  He  was  not  seen  by  any  present  before 
then,  but  was  immediately  recognised.  A  forward  young  man  asked  him  *  if  it  was 
he  that  made  Bt/n-dourain  ?'  *  No,'  replied  the  venerable  old  man,  *  Ben-dourain  was 
made  before  you  or  I  was  born,  but  I  made  a  poem  in  praise  of  Ben-dourain.'  He 
then  enquired  if  any  would  buy  a  copy  of  his  book.  I  told  him  to  call  upon  me,  paid  him 
three  shillings,  and  had  some  conversation  with  him.  He  spoke  slowly  ;  he  seemed  to  have 
no  high  opinion  of  his  own  works  ;  and  said  little  of  Gaelic  poetry  ;  but  said,  that  officers  in 
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the  army  used  to  tell  liiin  jibout  the  Greek  poets  ;  ami   Pindar  was  chiefly  udmired  by 
him." 

Of  his  works,  the  poems  ami  songs  composed  when  following  the  pursuits  of  his  youth- 
fill  ])leasures,  are  ineom})arably  the  best.  It  would  be  endless  to  attempt  to  mark  the  par- 
tieular  beauties  in  them.  The  reader  must  peruse  them  all  in  their  native  garb,  the 
natural  scenes  of  his  darling  pursuits  are  well  known,  but  in  his  description  every  thing 
assumes  a  novel  appearance,  and  in  the  enchanted  scenes  that  rapidly  pass,  we  wonder 
that  we  never  observed  such  beauties  before  in  so  bewitching  colours.  His  soul  was 
poured  out  in  the  animating  and  interesting  strains.  His  language  is  simple  and  appro- 
priate ;  chaste  and  copious.  He  is  most  felicitous  in  the  choice  of  words,  idioms,  and 
expressions.  He  was  a  man  of  observation  and  thought,  and  revolved  the  subject  of  his 
study  often  in  his  mind.  M' Donald  is  learned,  and  indicates  the  scholar  on  all  occasions ; 
he  was  the  pupil  of  nature.  M' Donald  could  not  compose  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
a  reply  impromptu.  There  is,  however,  an  instance  in  which  Macintyre  proved  that  he 
was  not  deficient  in  that  manner.  When  he  composed  the  inimitable  panegyric  of  John 
Ccimpbell  of  the  bank,  he  waited  on  that  gentleman,  repeated  the  poem,  and  demanded 
a  bard's  gift.  "  No ;"  replied  Mr  Campbell,  *'  what  reward  do  you  deserve  for  telling 
the  truth  ?  You  must  confess  that  you  could  say  no  less  of  me  ;  and,  moreover,  I  doubt 
that  you  are  the  author ;  of  that  you  are  to  convince  me  ;  let  us  hear  how  you  can  dis- 
praise me,  and  then,  I  shall  know,  if  you  have  been  able  to  compose  what  you  have 
repeated."  Well,  Macintyre  commenced  in  the  same  measure,  and  continued  in  flowing 
and  ready  numbers  till  the  gentleman  was  glad  to  stop  him  by  giving  him  his  reward. 

Of  his  love  songs  the  best  is  that  composed  to  his  wife  "  Mairi  Bhàn  òg."  It  seems 
an  inexhaustible  subject,  in  which  he  pours  out  the  happy  thoughts  and  elevated  senti- 
ments of  the  lover,  in  similes  and  comparisons  taken  from  the  most  delightful  scenes  of 
nature,  and  the  field  of  mental  enjoyments.     The  6th  and  7th  stanzas  are  truly  beautiful. 

The  Lament  of  Colin  Campbell,  Esq.  of  Glenure,  would  alone  immortalize  his  name. 
The  subject  was  well  adapted  to  awaken  melancholy  feelings  of  the  most  poignant  nature. 
Mr  Campbell  fell  the  victim  of  envy  and  ill-will,  arising  from  ill-founded  suspicion. 
What  pathos  and  tenderness !  The  mournful  strains  that  so  eloquently  describe  the  fatal 
events  were  not  those  of  a  mercenary  bard  ;  they  were  the  painful  feelings  of  a  foster- 
brother,  poured  out  in  the  most  earnest  and  pathetic  effusions  of  a  mind  alive  to  the  senti- 
ments of  an  unfeigned  sympathy. 

His  final  leave  of  the  mountains,  dated  1 9th  September,  1802,  is  full  of  tenderness,  and 
sentiment,  appropriate  to  his  age  and  reminiscences. 
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O  R  A  N    DO    IÌ  II  L  A  II    N  A    11-  E  A  U  L  A  I  S  K    IMl  I  C  E.* 

Am  i'ONs'—**  Alasdair  d   Gleanna- Garad/i/^ 


Latha  dhuinn  air  machair  Alba, 
Na  bha  dh-annailt  aig  a  chiiigse, 
Thacbair  iad  oirnne  iia  reubail, 
'S  bii  iieo-eibhiiin  leinn  a  cJiuideachd  ; 
'Nuair  a  chuif  iad  an  ratreut  oirnii, 
*S  iad  'liar  deigh  a  los  ar  murtadh, 
'S  inur  deanainai<l  f'euin  le'r  casan, 
Cha  tug  siniie  srad  le'r  niusgaii. 

'S  a  dol  an  coinneainh  a  Phrionnsa, 

Gu'm  bu  slmnnduch  a  bha  siniie, 

Shaoil  siiin  gu'in  faigbeainKÌd  cùis  dheth, 

'S  nach  ro  dhuinn,  ach  dol  g'a  sireadh  ; 

^Nuair  a  bhuail  iad  air  a  cheile, 

'S  ard  a  leumamaid  a  pilleadh, 

'S  ghabh  sinn  a  mach  air  an  abhainn, 

'S  dol  g'ar  n-amhaich  ann  san  linne. 

'N  am  do  dhaoine  dol  nan  eideadh, 
Los  na  reabalaich  a  philleadh, 
Cha  do  shaoil  sinn.  gus  na  gheill  sinn, 
Gur  sinn  f'ein  a  bhite  'g  iomain  ; 
Mar  gu'n  rachadh  cù  ri  caoirich, 
'S  iad  'nan  ruich  air  aodainn  glinne, 
'S  ann  mar  sin  a  ghabh  iad  sgaoileadh 
Air  an  taobh  air  an  robh  sinne. 

Sin  'nuair  thàinig  each  'sa  dhearbh  iad 
Gu'm  bu  shearbh  dhuinn  dol  nan  cuideachd 
Se'n  triip  GhuUda  g'an  robh  chall  sin, 
Bha  Coluinn  gun  cheann  air  cuid  diubh  : 
'Nuair  a  thachair  ribh  Clann-Dòmhnuill, 
Chum  iad  cùmhail  air  an  uchdan, 
Dh-fhàg  iad  creuchdan  air  an  rèubadh, 
'S  cha  leighiseadh  leigh  an  cuislean. 

Bha  na  h-eich  gu  crùitheach,  srianach, 
Girteach,  iallach,  fiamhach,  trupach  ; 
'S  bha  na  fir  gu  h-armach,  fòghluimt', 
Air  an  sonnrachadh  gu  murta. 
'Nuair  a  dh-aom  sinn  bharr  an  t-sl6ibh', 
Is  mùran  teum  againn  air  I'urtach, 
Na  bha  beo  bha  cuid  dhiubh  leoint', 
*S  bha  sinn  bronach  mu  'na  thuit  ann. 

Dli-eirich  fuathas  ann  san  ruaig  dhuinn, 
'Nuair  a  ghluais  an  sluagh  le  leathad  ; 
Bha  Prionns'  Tearlach  le  chuid  Frangach, 
'S  iad  an  geall  air  teachd  'nar  rathad  : 

*  This  is  the  author's  first  song. 


Cha  d'  fhuair  sinn  facal  coinand' 
A  dh-iarraidh  ar  nàimhdean  a  sgatha«Ih  ; 
Ach  com. IS  sgaoileadh  f'eadh  an  t-suughail, 
'S  cuid  againn  gu''n  fhaotain  t'hathasd. 

Sin  'nuair  thkinig  mise  dhachaigh 
Dh-ionnsuidh  Ghilleaspuig  <»'n  Chrannaich, 
'S  ann  a  bha  e  'n  sin  cho  t'hiata, 
Ri  broc  liath  a  bhiudh  an  garraidh  ; 
Bha  e  duilich  ann  san  km  sin, 
Nach  robh  ball  aige  r'a  tharruinn, 
'S  mòr  an  diùbhail  na  bha  dhi  air, 
Claidheamh  sinnsireachd  a  sheanar. 

Mòran  iarruinn  air  bhcag  faobhair, 

Gu'm  be  sud  aogas  a  chlaidheimh  ; 

'Se  gu  lubach,  leumnach,  bearnach, 

'S  bha  car  cam  ann,  ann  san  amhaich  ; 

Dh-fhàg  e  mo  chruachainse  brCiite 

Bhi  'ga  ghiùlan  feadh  an  rathaid, 

'S  e  cho  tròm  ri  cabar  fearna, 

'S  mairg  a  dh-1'bairdeadh  an  robh  rath  air. 

'Nuair  a  chruinnich  iad  nan  ceudan 

'N  la  sin  air  sliabh  na  h-eaglais, 

Bha  ratreud  air  luchd  na  Beurla, 

'S  ann  daibh  fein  a  b'  eigin  teicheadh  ; 

Ged'  a  chaill  mi  ann  san  am  sin 

Claidheamh  ceannairt  Chloinn-an-IiCasdair  ; 

Claidheamh  bearnach  a  irihi-fhortain, 

'S  ann  bu  choltach  e  ri  greidlein. 

Am  ball-teirmeisg  a  bha  meirgeach, 

Nach  d'rinn  seirbheis  a  bha  dieasach  ; 

'S  beag  an  diùbhail  leam  r'a  chunritadh, 

Ged"  a  dh-ionndrain  mi  mu  fheasgar, 

An  claidheamh  dubh  nach  d't'huair  a  sgùradh, 

'S  neul  an  t-suthaidh  air  a  leath-taobh  ; 

'S  beag  a  b'fhiù  e  's  e  air  lùbadh, 

'S  gu'm  be  diuthadh  a  bhuill-deis  e. 

An  claidheamh  braoisgeach,  bh'aig  na  daoirie, 

Nach  d'rinn  ciionnag  's  nadi  tug  buillean, 

Cha  robh  eugas  air  an  t-saoglial, 

'S  mairg  a  shaoraich  leis  an  ciiiineasg  ; 

An  claidheamh  dubh  air  'n  robh  an  t-almhleas, 

Gu'n  chrios,  gun  chrambait,  gun  duille, 

Gu'n  roinn,  gun  fhaobhar,  gun  cheaiia-bheart, 

'S  mairg  a  thàrladh  leis  an  cunnart. 
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Thuf^  mi  Icnin  hii  «-1;ih1Ii«'iiuiIi  Itcnrimch, 
'8  b'olc  ail  iisuiiiii  «;  m   cliiililiai^, 
Bhi  gn  ghiùlaii  nr  mo  HliliuHtiid, 
'S  muir^  mi  riuiiih  u  thii;;  4/11  Itiiail'  u  ; 
Cim  tuir  e  Mt(»l);i(iti  110  u:itli;i*ili, 
'S  clui  rohii  V  làidir  jju  ^farrmlh  ; 
Gu'm  b'e  diutliadh  a  bhiiill  airm  e, 
'S  e  air  meirgcadh  air  an  fharadh. 

Chruiiinich  uaislcnii  Karraghà'cil, 

Armaillt  làidir  de  Mhalisi, 

'S  cliaidh  iadmuchoinnennih]dn-ioniis'  Tcarlacli, 

*S  duil  acH  r\i  chump  a  bhristcadh  ; 

'S  ioma  fear  a  bh'  ann  san  ait  ud 

Nach  rubh  sàbhailt  mar  bha  mise, 

A'mheud  mh  dh-fhug  isiiiii  ami  san  àraich, 

Latha  bL'ir  na  h-Eaglais'-brice. 


ORAN   DO'N    MHUSG. 

Air  fonn — *' 31o  d/iuth  an  Tomaidh.'^ 

'S  lOMADH  car  a  dh-fheudas, 

Thigh'n  air  na  fearaibh, 
Is  theag'  gu'n  gabh  iad  gaol 

Air  an  tè  nach  faigh  iad  ; 
Thug  mi  fichead  bliadhna 

Do'n  chiad  to  ghabh  mi, 
Is  chuir  i  rithisd  cùl  rium, 

Is  bha  mi  falamh. 

Is  thàinig  mi  Dhun-eideann 

A  dh-iarraidh  leannain, 
Is  thuirt  an  Caiptein  Caimbeul, 

'S  e  'n  geard  a  bhaile, 
Gu'm  b'aithne  dha  banntrach 

Ann  àite  falaich, 
'S  gu'n  deauadh  e  hird 

Air  a  cur  a'm'  charabh. 

Rinn  e  mar  a  b'àbhaist 

Chomhath  's  a  ghealladh, 
Thug  e  dhomh  air  làimh  i, 

'S  am  paigheadh  mar  ri ; 
Is  ge  Ve  bhi  's  a  feòraich 

A  h-ainm  no  sloinneadh, 
Their  iad  rithe  Sebiiaid, 

'S  b'e  Deòrsa  seannair. 

Tha  i  soitheamh,  suairce, 
Gun  ghruaim,  gun  smalan, 

Is  i  cho  àrd  an  uaisle 
Ri  mnaoi  san  fhearann  ; 


1«  rnlaidh  a  m'  ciniinail  nuhh  i, 

Oil  tba  mar  riiiiii, 
Is  mùr  an  t-aubhar  Hiniiaircin 

Do'n  I'hear  iiacli  taigb  i. 

Leig  nii  dirM»in  Nic-còiseain 

Ged'  tha  i  maireanii, 
la  leig  mi  na  daiinh  chròcach 

An  taobh  bha  '11  aire, 
Is  thaobh  mi  ris  an  <>g  mhnaoi, 

'S  ann  leam  nach  aithreach 
Cha  n'eil  mi  gu'n  stòras 

O'n  phÙ8  mi  'n  aiiinir. 

I3heir  mi  fhiMii  mo  bhriathar 

Gum  beil  i  ro  mhath, 
Is  nach  d'aithnich  mi  riamh  oirro 

Cron  am  falach, 
Ach  gu  foinneamh,  finealta, 

Direach,  fallain, 
Is  i  gu'n  ghaòid  gu'n,  ghiomh, 

Gu'n  char  fìar,  gu'n  chamadh. 

Bithidh  i  air  mo  ghiùlan, 

'S  gur  math  an  airidh, 
Ni  mi  fliein  a  sgùradh 

Gu  math  's  a  glanadh  ; 
Chuirinn  ri  an  t-uilleadh 

Ga  cumail  ceanalt, 
Is  cuiridh  mi  ri  m'  shùìl  i, 

'S  cha  diùlt  i  aingeal. 

'Nuair  bhios  cion  an  stòraìs 

Air  daoine  ganna, 
Cha  leigeadh  nigh'n  Dhelrsa 

Mo  phcca  falamh  ; . 
Cumaidh  i  rium  hi 

Ann  's  na  taighean  leaniia, 
'S  pàidhidh  i  gach  stbpan 

A  ni  mi  cheannacb. 

Ni  i  mar  bu  mhiann  leam 

A  h-uile  car  dhomh, 
Cha  'n  innis  i  breug  dhomh. 

No  sgeula  mearachd  ; 
Cumaidh  i  mo  theaghlach 

Cho  math  's  bu  mhath  leam, 
Ge  nach  dean  mi  soathair 

No  obair  shalach. 

Sgithich  mi  ri  gniomh, 

Ged'  nach  d'rinn  mi  earras, 
Thug  mi  bold  nach  b'  fhiach  leam, 

Bhi  ann  a'm  sgalaig  ; 
Sguiridh  mi  g'am  phianadh, 

O'n  thug  mi  'n  aire, 
Gur  h-e'n  duine  diomhain 

Is  faide  mhaireas. 
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'S  I  mo  bheaiiag  ghaolach 

Nach  dean  ino  inhealladh, 
Fòghnaidh  i  dhoinh  daonuaii 

A  dheanamh  arain  ; 
Cha  bhi  taillinn  aodaich 

Orin  no  auart, 
'S  chaidh  ciiram  an  t-saoghall 

A  nis  as  in'aire  ! 


MOLADH  BEINN-DORAIN. 
Air  fonn — '^PÌobaireachdJ** 

Urlar. 

An  t-urram  thar  gach  beinn 
Aig  Beinn-dòi'ain  ! 
Na  chunnaic  mi  fo  'n  ghiein, 
Si  bu  bhòiche  learn  ; 
Monadh  fada,  reidh, 
Cuile  'm  faighte  feidh, 
Soilleireachd  an  t-sleibhe 
Bha  mi  scnnrachadh  ; 
Doireachan  nan  geug, 
Coiir  anns  am  bi  feur, 
^S  foineasach  an  spreidh, 
Bbios  a  chòmhnaidh  ann  ; 
Greadhainn  bu  gheal  cdir, 
Faoghaid  air  an  deigh, 
'S  laghach  learn  an  sreud 
A  bha  sròineiseach. 

'S  aigeannach  feai'  eutrom, 
Gun  mhòrchuis, 
Thèid  fasanda  na  eideadh, 
Neo-spbrsail ; 
Tha  mhanntal  uime  fein, 
Cuidhtiche  nach  treig, 
Bratach  dhearg  mar  cheii* 

Bhios  mar  chòmhdach  air  ; 
'S  culuidh  g'a  chuir  eug, 

Duin^  a  dheanadh  teuchd, 

Gunna  bu  mhath  gleus, 

An  glac  òganaich  : 

Spur  anns  am  biodh  beam, 

Tarran  air  a  ceann, 

Snap  a  bhuaileadh  teann 

His  na  h-ordaibh  i  ; 

Ochd-shlisneach  gun  fheall, 

Stoc  de'n  fhiodh  gun  mhcang, 

Lotadh  an  damh  seang, 

A's  a  leònadh  e. 
'S  fear  a  bhfodh  mar  cheaird, 

Riu'  sbnnraichte, 

Dh-fhùdhuadh  dhaibh  gun  taing, 


I,e  cbuid  seòlaidhean  ; 
Gheibhte  sud  ri  am 
P.\druig  anns  a'  ghleann, 
Gillean  a's  coin  sheang, 
'S  e  toirt  orduidh  dhaibh  ; 
Feileirean  nan  deann, 
Teine  g'an  cuir  ann, 
Eilid  nam  beann  àrd, 
Tbeid  a  leònadh  leo. 

Siubhal. 

'Si  'n  eilid  bheag,  bhinneach, 
Bu  ghuiniche  sraonadh, 
Le  cuinnein  gear,  biorach, 
A  sireadh  na  gaoithe, 
Gasganach,  speireach, 
Feadh  chreachainn  na  beinne, 
Le  eagal  ro'  theine, 
Cha  teirinn  i  'n  t-aonach  ; 
Ge  d'  theid  i  na  cabhaig, 
Cha  ghearain  i  maothan  ;  .^ 
Bha  sinnsreachd  fallain, 
'Nuair  a  shineadh  i  h-anail, 
'S  toil-inntinn  leam  tanasg, 
Ga'  lanngan  a  chluinntinn, 
'Si  'g  iarraidh  a  leannain 
'N  am  darraidh  le  caoineas, 
'S  e  damh  a  chinn  allaidh 
Bu  gheal-cheireach  feaman, 
Gu  caparach,  ceannard, 
A  b'  fharamach  raoiceadh, 
'S  e  chòmhnuidh  'm  Beinn-dòrain, 
'S  e  eolach  m'a  fraoinibh. 

'S  ann  am  Beinn-dorain, 
Bu  mhor  dhomh  r'a  innseadh 
A  liuthad  damh  ceannard, 
Tha  fanntuinn  san  fhrith  ud  ; 
EiTul  chaol,  eanngach, 
'S  a  laoighean  'ga  leantuiun, 
Le  'n  gasgana  geala, 
Hi  bealach  a  direadh, 
Ri  fraoidh  Choire-chruiteir, 
A  chuideachda  phiceach  ; 
'Nuair  a  shineas  i  h-iongan 
'S  a  theid  i  na'  deannaibh, 
Cha  saltradh  air  thalamh, 
Ach  barran  nan  inean, 
Co  b'urrain  g'a  leantuinn, 
A  dh-fhearaibh  na  rioghachd  ? 
'S  arraideach,  farumach, 
Carach  air  grine, 
A  chòisridh  nach  fh::nadh 
Gnè  smal  air  an  inntin, 
Ach  caochlaideach,  curaideach« 
Caol-chasach,  ullamh, 
An  aois  cha  chuir  truim'  orra, 
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IMulad  no  ini-ghcun  ; 

Brata  Haille  cruinn, 

'Se  shltitiaich  nn  culaidh, 

Ail-  an  carrais  luim 

F«*(>il  intmin,  n^lls  inliuiiicil, 

Na«-li  bu  lòdail. 

lihi  t;inilia(-li<I  am  l)iiiiuilt, 

B'  e  Hin  an  caidreamh  grinn 

An  cuilc  na  Iritliw  ; 

Mu  thWi-neMne, 

Le  j\ill«'a.t  a  fuirfach, 

'Nuair  a  tliionaladh  iad  cruinn, 

Air  fàsach  'nan  cniiina, 

AniiH  a'  glilùniiiinn  : 

*8i  'n  àsainn  a  nthuiim-, 

Air  f'liad  'h  ga'ni  biodh  an  oidbch*. 

TliH  cumail  na  ciclu', 

Dad  cha  tigcadli  rihh, 

Kis  tia  luoi^li  bhreaca,  bhaliach, 

Fasgadh  bhun  an  tuim 

Nh(')i  nieatliiaich  na  siaiintan, 

B'  àitc  (-ònilinuidh  dhaihh  ; 

I^e  'n  criillu'acha  nifaia, 

Lea])aiclii'an  nam  (iadli, 

Le  bainne  na  cioba. 

Far  an  rubh  iad  riamh, 

Griseanach,  cant;ach, 

An  aonach  farsuinn  fijil, 

Le  'n  girteagan  gcala, 

'S  ann  am  nuir-inhoriadh. 

Le  'n  corpannan  glanna. 

'S  iad  bu  taitn«'a(;h  fiamh, 

Le  fallaint-achd  li«>r-uisg; 

'Nuair  l)U  daitht'  am  bian, 

Le  faruni  gun  glicaran, 

'S  cha  b'i  'n  aire  am  miann, 

Feadh  "jhloannan  na  mìlltich'; 

Ach  Beinn-durain. 

Ge  d'  tbigeadh  an  sneacbda 

Cha  'n  iarradh  iad  aitrtiabh, 

Siuhhal. 

'S  e  lag  a  Cboir'-altrum 

A  bhein  lusanach,  fhaileanai^h, 

Bhins  aca  g'an  didcan  : 

Mheallanach,  liontach, 

Feadh  stacan,  a's  bhacan, 

Gun  choimeas  'ga  fall u inn 

A's  ghlacagan  diomhair, 

Air  thalamh  na  Criosdachd  ; 

Le  'n  leapaicbean  fasgach 

'S  ro-neònach  iha  miso, 

An  taic  £as-an-t-sithan. 

Le  bùichead  a  sliosa, 
Nach  'eil  cl»ir  aic'  an  ciste 

Urlar. 

Air  tiotal  na  rioghachd  ; 

Tha  'n  eilid  anns  an  flirith 

'S  i  air  dùbladh  le  gibhtean, 

INIar  bu  choir  dh'i  bbi, 

'S  air  lùisreadh  le  miosan, 

Far  am  faigh  i  millteach 

Kach  'eil  bichiont'  a'  bristeadh 

Glan-teoirneanach  ; 

Air  phriseanaibh  lire; 

Bruchorachd  a's  ciob, 

Lan  trusgan  gun  deireas, 

Lusan  am  bi  hrigh, 

Le  usgraichean  coille. 

Chuireadh  suit  a's  igh 

Bàrr-gùc  air  gach  doire, 

Air  a  lòineinibh. 

Gun  choir'  ort  r'a  innseadh  ; 

Fuaran  anns  am  bi 

P'ar  an  uchd-ardach  coileach, 

Biolaire  gun  dith, 

Le  shrutaichibh  loinneil, 

'S  millse  lea'  na  'm  fion 

'S  coin  bbuchalach  bheag'  eil 

'S  e  gu'n  òladh  i  ; 

Le'n  ceileiribh  lionmhor. 

Cuiseagan  a's  riasg, 

'S  am  buicean  beag  sgiolta, 

ChJnneas  air  an  t-sliabh, 

Bu  sglobalt'  air  grine, 

B'  annsadh  lea'  mar  bhiadb 

Gu'n  sgiorradh,  gu'n  tubaist, 

Na  na  togblaichean. 

Gu'n  tuisleadh,  gu'n  diobradh, 

'S  ann  do'n  teachd-an-tir 

Crodhanadh,  biorach 

A  bha  si)ghar  lea', 

Feadh  coire  'ga  shireadh, 

Sobhrach  a's  eala-bbi 

Feadh  fraoich  agus  firich, 

'S  barra  neòineanan ; 

Air  mhire  'ga  dhireadh  ; 

Dobhrach,  bhaliach,  mhin, 

Feadh  ranaich,  a's  barraich 

Ghobhlach,  bharrach,  shliom. 

Gu'm  b'  araideach  inntinn, 

Lointean  far  an  cinn 

Ann  an  iosal  gach  feadain. 

I'na  mòthraichean  ; 

'S  air  àirde  gach  creagain 

Sud  am  pòrsan  bidh 

Gu  mireanach,  beiceasach, 

Mheudaicheadh  an  ell 

Easgonach,  sinteach  ; 

Bheireadh  iad  a  nios 

'Nuair  a  theid  o  'na  bhoile 

Ri  iiiri  dò-licheinn  ; 

Le  clisge  sa'  choille, 

'4 

Chuireadh  air  an  druim 

A's  e  ruith  feadh  gach  doire, 
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Air  (Iheirendli  cba  hlii  e  ; 

Leis  Hii  c'Aììgnlg  bu  cha<»ile 
'S  e  b'  eutruiine  sÌMt«'ajf, 

IVIu  chiiocanaibh  doiiiiu 
Le  ruith  dara-toinain, 
'S  e  togairt  air  coiiineamh 

iiean-chomuirin  o's  'n  iusal. 

Tha  mhaoisleach  bheag  bhraiin^a 
Sa'  ^hleannaii  a  choinhriaidh, 
'S  i  fuireach  san  t'hireach 
Le  inirineincan  òga : 
Cluas  bhiorach  gu  claisteachd, 
Siiil  chorrach  gu  faicinn, 
'S  i  earbsach  'na  casan 
Chur  seachad  na  mòiutich  : 
Ged'  thig  Caoillte  's  Cuchullainn, 
'S  gach  duirie  de'n  t-seùrs'  ud, 
Na  tha  dhaoine  's  do  dii-eauhaibh, 
Air  fasta  righ  Deòrsa, 
Nan  tèarnadh  i  craiceann 
O  luaidhe  's  o  lasair,  * 

Cha  chual'  a's  cha  ^n  fhac  i 
Na  ghlacadh  I'a  beò  i  ; 
*S  i  grad-charach,  fadchasach, 
Algeannach,  neònach, 
Geal-cheireach,  gasganach, 
Gealtach  roi'  mhadadh, 
Air  chaisead  na  leachdainn 
Cha  saltradh  i  còmhnard  : 
Si  noig«*anach,  gToigeasach 
Gog-cheannach,  sòrnach  ; 
Bior-shui leach,  sgur-shuileach, 
Frionasach,  furachair, 
A  fuireach  sa'  mhunadh, 
'Sna  thuinich  a  seòrsa. 

Uriar. 

Bi  sin  a'  mhaoisleach  luaineach, 

Feadh  òganan  ; 

Biolaichean  nam  bruach 

'S  aite-cbmhnuidh  dh'i, 

Duilleagan  nan  craobh, 

Bileagai»  an  fhraoich 

Criomagan  a  gaoil, 

Cha  b'e  'm  f'òtrus. 

A  h-aigneadh  eutrom  suairc, 

Aobhach  ait  gun  ghruaim, 

Ceann  bu  bhraise,  ghuanaiche, 

Ghòraiche ; 

A'  chre  bu  cheanalt'  stuaim, 

Chalaich  i  gu  buan 

An  gleann  a'  bharraich  uaine 

Bu  nosaire. 

'S  trie  a  ghabh  i  cluain 
Sa'  chreig  mhòir, 
O'n  is  miosaii  leatha  bhi  'Luan 
A's  a  Dhòmhnach  ann  : 
Pris  an  dean  i  suaiii 


Bichionta  niirn  cuairi, 

A  bhrirsti'iLs  a'  gbaoth    tuath, 

'S  nach  leig  tie'o  oirre. 

Am  fasgadh  doire-chrò, 

An  taice  ris  an  t-srliin. 

Am  measg  nam  faillean  òga 

'S  nan  còsagan. 

Masgadh  'n  f'iiuarain  mhùir, 

'S  e  paillte  gu  le6ir, 

'S  blasda  ie'  na'm  beòr 

Gu  bhi  pòit  orra. 

Deoch  de'n  t-sruthan  uasaJ 

R'a  Ò1  aice, 

Dh'  fhjigas  fallain, 

Fuasgailtoach,  òigeil  i  ; 

Grad-charach  ri  uair, 

'S  cathlamh  bheir  i  ctiairt, 

'Nuair  thachradh  i'n  ruaig, 

'S  a  bhiodh  tbir  oirre. 

'S  mao-bhuidh  daitht'  a  snuagh, 

Dearg  a  dreach  sa  tuar, 

'S  gurro-iomadh  buaidh 

Tha  mar  chòladh  oirr'  ; 

Fulangach  air  fuachd. 

Is  i  gun  chum'  air  luath's  ; 

Urram  clàisteachd  cliluas 

Na  Rinu-eòrpa  dh'i. 

Siubhal. 

Bu  ghrinn  leam  am  pannal 

A'  tarruinn  an  brdugh, 

A'  direadh  le  farum 

Ri  carraig  na  Sròine  ; 

£adar  sHabh  Craobh-na-h-airinis, 

A's  beul  Choiie-dhaingheifi, 

Bu  bhiadhchar  greidh  cheannard 

Nach  ceannaich  am  pòrsan  ; 

Da  thaobh  choire-rannoich 

Mu  sgeith  sin  a'  bhealaich, 

Coire  reidh  Beinn-Achaladair, 

A's  tbairis  mu^n  chonn-Ion  : 

Air  lurgain  na  Laoidhre 

Bu  ghreadhnach  a'  chòisri, 

Mu  liirach-na-Feinne 

'S  a'  Chraig-sheilich  'na  dheigh  sin, 

Far  an  cruinnich  na  h-eildean 

Bu  neo-speiseal  mu'n  fhùghlaicb  : 

'S  gu'm  b'e  'n  aighear  a's  an  eibhiu.'as 

Bhi  faicheachd  air  reidhlein, 

'A  comh-mhacnus  r'a  cheile. 

'S  a'  leumnaich  feadh  mòintich  ; 

Ann  am  pollachaibh  daimscir 

Le  sodradh  gu  meamnach, 

Gu  togarrach  mearrachdaaach, 

Ain-flieasach  gòrach. 

'S  cha  bhiodh  iot  air  an  tcangaidh 
Taobh  shois  a'  Mhill-teanail, 
Le  fion-uillt  na  h-Annaid, 
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131r8  menlH  r'a  òl  air  ; 

Bhi  ch^inhnaidh  ann. 

Sriith  hrio^liinlior  gi-al  taiiii, 
*S  c  siothlatlh  tor  'ii  f,'lminniiiih, 

'S  glan  fallaiii  a  crc*. 
1h  banail  i  'na  briiN; 

'S  e  '8  niillse  iiu'n  cuiiical, 

Clia  rolih  ii-aiiail  brt'un, 

(Mia  b'  aiii-c(>la*;ii  (tiriiii  v  : 

Ge  b'e  pliògadli  i. 

Slid  ail  ìoc-shlàiiiiite  iriliairrann, 

'S  e  'n  coire  clioisinn  gaol 

A  thig  a  iuchdar  uii  talaimh, 

A  h-uir  ùganaicii, 

Ciheibht<^  luMiiiilioireachd  iiiatli  dh'i 

A  chnriiia'  riaiiih  a  thaobh, 

Gu'ii  n  clu'aimacli'  le  stòrasj 

*S  a  glialth  colas  air  : 

Air  taruiiiii  iia  beiiine 

'S  lionmhor  feadan  caol 

Is  dàicheala  scailadh, 

Air  an  LÌrich  gaoth, 

A  dhlliAs  aims  a'  cheithroninli 

•   Far  am  bi  na  laoich 

A'  bheil  lui  'n  Ilinii-ei)rpu  : 

Cumail  còdhalach  ; 

Le  gloiiioad  a  h-uisge, 

Bruthaichcan  nan  learg 

Gu  unao-bh!ast  a  brisg-glieal, 

Far  am  biodh  greidh  dhoarg, 

Caoiii,  caomhail,  glan,  miosail, 

Ceann-uighe  gach  sealg 

Neo-mbisgeach  ri  pòit'  air  : 

Fad  am  beò-shlainnt'  ; 

Le  fuarainibh  griiine 

A's  e  Ian  do'n  h-uile  maoin, 

Am  bun  gruainach  no  biolair. 

A  thig  amadi  le  braon, 

Coineacb  uaine  mu'n  iomall, 

Fàile  nan  suth-chraobh, 

A  '8  iomadach  seòrsa : 

A's  nan  ròsann  an. 

I3u  ghlan  uachdar  na  linne 

Gheibte  tachdar  eisg 

Gu  nco-bhuaireasach  milis, 

Air  a  còrsa, 

Tigh'ii  'na  chuairteig  o'n  ghrinnetl 

A's  bhi  'gan  ruith  le  leus 

Air  slinnein  Beinn-dòrain. 

Anns  na  mòr-shruthan  ; 

Tha  leth-taobh  na  leachdaina 

Mordha  cumhann  geur, 

Le  mais'  air  a  còmhdach, 

Le  chrann  giubhais  fein, 

'S  am  fridli-choirean  creagach 
'Na  shesamh  g'a  choir  sin, 

Aig  fir  shubhach,threubhach 
'Nan  dòrnaibh  : 

Gu  stobanach,  stacanach, 

Bu  shòlasach  a'  leum* 

Slocanach,  laganach, 

Brie  air  buinne  reidh, 

Cnocanach,  crapanach, 
Caiteanach,  ròmach  ; 

A'  ceapadh  chuileag  eutrom 
'Nan  dòrlaichean  ; 

Pasganach,  badanach, 

Cha  'n'eil  muir  no  tir 

Bachlagach,  bòidheach 

Am  beil  tuille  brigh, 

A  h-aiseirine  corrach, 

'S  tha  feadh  do  chiich' 

'Nam  fasraichsan  mollach, 

Air  a  h-òrdachadh. 

'Si  b'asadh  dhomh  mholladh, 
Bha  sonas  gu  leòir  oirr' : 

An  Crunluaith. 

Cluigeanach,  gucagach, 
Uchdanach,  comhnard, 

Tha  'n  eilid  anns  a  ghleannan  so, 
Cha  'n  amadan  gu'n  eòlas 

Le  dithean  glan,  ruiteach, 

A  leanadh  i  mar  b  aithne  dha 

Breac,  misleanach,  sultmhor: 

Tig'n  farasda  na  ccdhail, 

Tha  'n  fhridh  air  a  busgadh 

Gu  faiteach  bhi  'na  h-earalas, 

Sau  trusgan  bu  choir  dh'i. 

Tig'n'  am  faigse  dh'i  mu'n  caraich  i, 

Urlar. 

Gu  faicilleach,  gle  earraigeach, 
Mu'm  fairich  i  ga  cbir  e  ; 

'S  am  raonadh  farsuinn  faoin 
Glacach,  srònagach  ; 
Lag  a'  Choire-fhraoich 

Feadh  shlochd,  a's  ghlac,  a's  chamhanan, 
A's  chlach  a  dheanadh  falach  air, 
Bhi  beachdail  air  an  talamh, 

Cuid  bu  bhòiche  dheth  ; 

'S  air  a'  char  a  thig  na  neoil  air  ; 

Sin  am  fearann  caoin 

'S  an  t-asdar  bhi  'ga  tharruinn  air 

Air  an  d'fhàs  an  aoidh, 

Cho  macanta  's  a  b'  aithne  dha, 

Far  am  bi  na  laoigh 
'S  na  daimh  chròcach  ; 

Gu'n  glacadh  e  ga  h-aindeoiu  i 
Le  h-anabharra  seòltachd ; 

A's  e  deisearach  ri  grein, 

Le  tùi',  gun  ghainne  baralach, 

Seasgaireachd  g'a  reir, 

An  t-sùil  a  chuir  gu  danara, 

'S  ueo-bheag  air  an  eildeig 

A'  stiùireadh'  na  du'-bannaiche, 
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'S  a  h-airo  ri  fear-cròicc  ; 
l^liìodh  rùdan  air  iiii  tarruinn 
l^cis  an  lùbt'  an  t-iarruiin-cana, 
IJheireadlj  ioinisai'  narh  biMh  nicarachdi 
Uo'n  fhear  a  bhiodh  'ga  seòladh  ; 
Spor  iir  an  dcis  a  teannachadh, 
Ì3uir  ùird  a'  sgailceadh  daingliean  lis, 
Cha  diiilt  an  t-smd,  'nuair  bheanas  i 
Do'n  dcannaigb  a  bha  iieònach  : 
Se  'm  fùdar  tioratn  tean-abaich 
Air  chill  an  asgairt  ghreannanaich, 
Cuir  smixid  ri  acuinn  mhoallanaich 
A  baraille  Nic-Còiseam. 

13'ioninhuinn  le  fir  cheanalta, 
Nach  b'aineolach  mu  spòrsta, 
Bhi  tiincheall  air  na  bealai<;hean 
Le  fcaralacbd  na  li-òige: 
Far  am  bi  na  feidh  gu  faruinach, 
'S  na  fir  'nan  deigh  gu  caithristach, 
Le  gunna  bu  inhath  barrandas 
Thoirt  aingil  'nuair  bu  choir  dh'i  ; 
S  le  cuilean  foirineal  togarrach, 
*G  am  biodh  a  stiùìr  air  bhogadan, 
'S  e  miol'airteioh  gu  sodanach, 
'S  nach  ob  e  dol  'nan  còdhail  ; 
'Na  fhurbuidhliiidir,  cosgarrach, 
Ko  inntinneach,  neo-fhoistinnach, 
Gu  guineach,  sgiamhach,  gob-easgaidh, 
San  obair  bh'aig  a  sheòrsa  ; 
'S  a  fhriogan  cuilg  a'  togail  air, 
Gu  maildheach,  gruamacli,  doichealach, 
'S  a  gheanachan  cnuasaichd  fosgailt', 
'Comh-bhogartaich  r'an  sgòrnan; 

Gu'm  b'  araideach  a'  cbaracbd  ud, 
*S  bu  chabhagach  i  'n  cùmhnuidh, 
'Nuair  a  shineadh  iad  na  h-ioiigannan 
Le  h-athghoirid  na  mbintich  ; 
Na  beanntaichean  's  na  bealaichean 
Gu'm  freagradh  iad  mac-talla  dhut, 
Le  fuaim  na  gairme  gallanaich 
Aig  farum  a'  choin  ròmaich  : 
'Gan  tearnadh  as  na  mullaichean 
Gu  linnichean  nach  grunnaich  iad, 
'S  ann  a  b'hith's  iad  feadh  na  tuiniic  ; 
Anns  an  luineinich  's  iiid  leointe 
'S  na  cuilcinean  gu  fulasgach 
'G  an  cumail  air  na  numcalaibh, 
'S  nach  urrainn  iad  dol  tuilleadh  as, 
Ach  fuireach,  's  bhi  gun  deò  annt', 
'S  ge   do  thuirt     mi  began  liu, 
Mu'n  innsinn  uil'  an  dleasnas  orra, 
Chuireadh  iad  a'  m'  bhreislich  mi 
Le  deisiniearachd  chòmraidh. 
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Sv.  C<>ire-cheathaich  nan  aighoan  siùbhlach, 

An  coire  rùnach,  is  ùrar  fonn, 

Gu  lurach,  miadh-fheurach,  min-ghoal,  sùghar, 

Gach  hisan  flù.'ir  bu  chùbhraidh  b.-am  ; 

Gu  molach  dii-ghorm,  torrach  lùisrpagach, 

Corrach  ]ilùireanach,  dlù-ghlan  grinn  ; 

Caoin,  ballach,  dithcanach,  caimach,  niislfanaoh, 

Glearm  a'  mhilltich,  'san  lionmhor  mang. 

Tha  falluinn  dhùinte,  ga  dainghean,  dùbailt', 

A  mhaireas  liinne,  mu'n  lùisg  i  lorn, 

Do'n  fheur  is  cul-fhinne  dh'  fhàs  na  h-ùrach, 

'S  a  bh.'irr  air  lùbadh  le  driùchda  trùm, 

Mu  choire  guanach  nan  torran  uaine, 

A'  bhcil  luibh  a's  luachaira  suas  g'a  choann  ; 

'S  am  f.isach  guamach  an  ràs  a  bhuanadli. 

Nam  b'  àite  cruidh  e,  'm  biodh  tuath  le'n  suim 

Tha  trusgan  faoilidh  air  emit  an  aonaich, 
Chuir  suit  is  aoidh  air  gach  taobh  a  d'  chòm, 
Mìn-fheur  chaorach  is  barraibh  bhraonan, 
'S  gach  lus  a  dh'  fheudadh  bhi  'n  aodainn  thJ>m> 
IM'an  choir'  is  aoidheala  tha  r'a  fhaotain, 
A  chunnaic  daoine  an  taobh  so  'n  Fhraing  ; 
Mur  dean  c  caochladh,  b'  e 'n  t-aighear  saoghalt' 
Do  ghillean  aotrom  bhi  daonnan  ann. 

'S  ann  m'an  Ruadh-aisrigh  dh'fhiis  nacuairtagan, 

Clùthar,  cuaicheanach,  cuannar,  ard, 

Na  h-uile  cluaineag  's  am  bàrr  air  luasgadh, 

'S  a  ghaoth  'g  an  sguabadh  a  null  'sa  nail  : 

Bun  na  cipe  is  bar  a'  mhilltich, 

A  chuiseag  dhireach,  's  an  fhiteag  cham  ; 

Muran  brioghar,  's  an  grunnasg  lionmhor, 

M'  an  chuilidh  dhiomhair,  am  bi  na  suinn. 

Tha  sliabh  na  làirig  an  robh  mac-Bhaidi, 
'Na  mhothar  fàsaich,  's  na  stràchda  tròm  ; 
Slios  na  bàn-leachdainn,  rha  'n  i  is  tàirc, 
'S  gur  trie  a  dh'  àraich  i  'n  Ian  damh  donn  : 
'S  na  h-aighean  dàra  nach  tcid  a  'n  bhà-thaigh, 
A  bhios  le  'n  alach  gu  h-àrd  'nan  grunn, 
'S  na  laoigh  gu  h-ùiseil  a  la  'sa  dh'oidhche, 
'Snah-uireadcruinndiubhairdruimClach-fionn. 

Do  leacan  chaoimhneil  gu  dearcach,  braoileagach, 
Breac  le    foireagan  is  cruinn  dearg  ceann 
'N  creamh  "na  charaichean,  am  bac  nan  staidh- 
Stacan  fraoineasach  nacli  bu  ghaiin  :       [richean, 
Am  bearnan-bridc,  's  a  i)heighinn  rio^hail, 
S  an  caiiach  inin-ghral,  's  am  mislean  ann  ; 
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'S  a  h-uile  ixiii*  dheth,  o^ri  bhun  is  isle 
Crii  )i-ioiiud  cireaii  iiu  cricli'  ia  àini'. 

'S  rimhench  còta  na  crnifje  iiiòirc, 

'S  chn  'n  'eil  am  fMach  a'  d'clioir  'ami  am, 

Ach  mciiiinn  còinnttch,  o  's  «;  hti  iiosiiiro, 

Air  a  chuinhdacliadh  Itlios  a's  tliall  : 

Na  hii^aiii  chòinhiiard  am  liiiii  nan  srimiig, 

Am  bi  na  sòghi-aicln>aii,  'a  ncùinein  tann, 

Gubileach,  feuirneineach,  mills,  roineagach, 

Molach,  rùmach,  gach  sebrs'  a  tli'  ami. 

Tha  mala  ghruamach,  de'n  bhiolar  uaine, 
Mu'n  h-uile  fiiaran  a  th'  aim  san  t'honn  ; 
Is  doire  sheaibag  aig  bun  nan  garbh-chlacb, 
S  grinneal  gainbheich'  gu  meanbh-gheal,  pronn  ; 
'Na  ghlugaibh  plumbach  air  ghoil  gun  aon  teas, 
Ach  coileach  bùìrn  tighin'  a  grunnd  eas  lorn, 
Gach  struthan  uasal  'na  chuailean  cùl-ghurm, 
A'  ruith  na  spCitaibh,  's  na  lùbaibh  steull. 

I     Tha  bradan  tarra-gheal  sa  choire  gharbhlaich, 
Tha  tig'n  o'n  fhairge  bu  ghailbheach  tonn, 
Le  luinneis  mheamnach  a'  ceapa  mheanbhchuiU 
Gu  neo-chearbach  le  cham-ghob    cròm  :      [eag, 
Air  bhuinne  borb,  is  e  leum  gu  foirmeil, 
'Na  eideadh  colgail  bu  ghorm-glas  druim. 
Le  shòilsean  airgeid,  gu  h-iteach  meana-bhreac, 
Gu  lannach,  dearg-bhallach,  earr-gheal  sliom. 

'S  Coire'-cheathaich  an  t-aighear  priseil, 
'S  an  t-ciite  rioghail  mu'm  bidht'  a'  sealg, 
Is  bidh  feidh  air  ghiùlan  le  làmhach  fùdair, 
A'  cur  luaidhe  dhù'-ghorm  gu  dlCx  nan  calg  : 
An  gunna  gleusda,  s'  an  cuilean  eutrom, 
Gu  fuileach,  feumanach,  treubhach,  garg, 
A  ruith  gu  siùbhlach,  a  gearradh  shtirdag, 
'S  a  dol  g'a  dhùlan  ri  ciirsaa  dearg. 

Gheibhte  daonnan  mu  d'  ghlacaibh  faoine,  | 

Na  h-aighean  maola,  na  laoigh,  's  na  maing. 
Sud  bu  mhiann  leinn  'am  madainn  ghrianaich, 
Bhi  dol  g'  an  an  iarraidh,  's  a'  fiadhach  bheann, 
Ged  thigeadh  siontan  oirnn'  uisg  a's  dile, 
Bha  seòl  g'ar  didean  mu'n  chrich  san  am, 
An  creagan  iosal  am  bun  na  frithe, 
S  an  leabaidh  dhiona,  's  mi  m'  shineadh  ann. 

Sa'mhadainn  chiuin-ghil,an  àmdhomhdùsgadh, 
Aig  bun  na  sluice  be  'n  sCigradh  leam  ; 
A'  chearc  le  sgiùcan  a'  gabhail  tuchain, 
S  an  coileach  cùirteil  a  dùrdail  cròm  ; 
An  dreathan  surdail,  's  a  ribheid  chiùil  aige, 
A'  cur  nan  smùid  deth  gu  lughor  binn  ; 
An  druid   s  am  bru-dhearg,  le  mòran  ùinich, 
Ri  ceileir  suundach  bu  shiubhiach  rann. 


Bha  eoln  an  t-sleibhe  'nan  ealtain  gle-ghluiri, 
A'  gubhail  bhcuaan  air  gh6ig  8a'  chuill, 
An  uiaoag  cheuta(;h,  'a  a  hiinneag  foin  nice, 
Feadan  apciaiMl  gii  n'-idb  a  seinn  : 
A  chuach,  'sa  smeùrach,  am  bar  nan  ògan, 
A'  gabhail  òrain  gu  (trolmbor  binn  : 
'Nuali*  ghoir  an  (-uannal  gu  loinncil,  giianarh, 
'S  e  'a  gloin'  a  chualas  am  i'uaim  sa'  ghl<;ann. 

'Nuair  thig  iad  còmhla'  na  bheil  a'  d'  chùirse 
De'n  h-uiJH  Ncùrsa  bu  choir  bhi  ann  ; 
Damh  na  cròìce  air  srath  na  mùintich, 
'8  e  gabhail  crùnain  lu  drc^jcam  I'lrd  ; 
A'  dol  san  fheithe  gu  bras  le  h-eibhneas, 
A'  mire-h'umnaich  ri  eildcig  dhuinn  ; 
Bi  sin  an  ribhinn  a  dh'fhas  gu  mileanta, 
Foinneamh,  iinealta,  direach,  scang. 

Tha  mhaoiseach  chùl-bhui  air    feadh   na  dùs- 

Aig  bun  nam  fìùran  'gan  rusga'  lòm,  [luing 

'S  am  boc  gu  h-utluidh  ri  leaba  chuirteil, 

'S  e  'ga  bùrach  le  riidan  crùm  ; 

'S  am  minnean  riabhach  bu  luime  cliathach, 

Le  chunnein  fiata,  is  fiadhaich  ceann, 

'Na  chadal  guamach  an  lagan  uaigneach, 

Fo  bhàrr  na  luachrach  na  chuairteig  chruinn. 

Is  lionmhor  cnuasachd  a  bha  mu'n  cuairt  dut, 
Ri  am  am  buain  gum  bu  luaineach  clann, 
Ri  tional  guamach,  gu  fearail  suairce, 
'S  a'  roinn  gu  h-uasal  na  fhuair  iad  ann ; 
Ceir-bbeach  na  cnuacalbh,  annead  na  chuairteig, 
'S  a  mhil  'ga  buannachd  air  cruaidh  an  tuim, 
Aig  seillein  riabhach,  breaca,  srianach, 
Le'n  crbnan  cianail  is  fìata  srann. 

Bha  cus  ra'  fhaotainn  de  chnothan  caoine, 

'S  cha  b'  iad  na  caochagan  aotrom  gann, 

Ach  bagailt  mhaola,  bu  taine  plaoisg, 

A'  toirt  brigh  a  laoghan  na  maoth-shlait  fann : 

Srath  nan  caochan  'na  dhosaibh  caoi'ainn, 

'S  na  phreasaibh  caola,  l;in  chraobh  a's  mheang  ; 

Na  gallain  ùra,  's  na  faillein  dhlùtha, 

'S  am  barrach  diiinte  mu  chùl  nan  crann. 

Gach  kite  timcheall  nam  fàsach  iomlan, 
Mam  a's  fiion-ghleann,  's  an  tuilm  ga  choir : 
Meall-tionail  làimh  ris,  gu  molach,  tlàthaìl, 
B'e  chulaidh  dh'àrach  an  àlaich  òig ; 
Na  daimh  's  na  h-eildean  a'm  madainn  cheitein 
Gu  moch  ag  eirigh  air  reidhlein  febir  ; 
Greidhein  dhearg  dhiù  air  taobh  gach  leargain, 
Mu  'n  Choire  gharbhlaich,  'g  an  ainm  an  Ceo. 
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Thug  mi  thu  do'ii  fh.'is-ghlaic 

OR  AN    DO'N    GHUNNA 

'Sii  Ghleariii  am  bi  iia  làn-daìinh, 

OA  'N  AINM  NIC-COISKAM. 

'S  trie  a  chaidh  an  àrach 

i\Iu  bhraidtie  Cloich-an-tuairiieir. 

LUINNEAG. 

Hero  mo  clinid^  i^i\ 

lloro  mo  chuid  chuideachd  thu, 
Gur  vmladach  learn  7tain  thu  ; 
Iloro  mo  cliu'ul  chukleachd  tku^ 
'<S  mi  direadh  bhcann  as  uchdauau. 
B'dit  learn  thu  hid  cuidir  rium^ 
'6'  do  chudthrom  air  mo  ghulaiiin, 

'Nuair  chaidh  mi  do  Ghleann-Lòcha, 
'Sa  cheannaich  mi  Nic-Coiseam, 
'S  mise  nach  robh  gòrach, 
'Nuair  chuir  mi  'n  t-òr  ga  fuasgladh. 
Horo  mo  chuid,  ^c. 

Thug  mi  Choire-cheathaich  thu, 
'Nuair  bha  mi  fhein  a  taghaich  aiin, 
'S  trie  a  chuir  mi  laidhe  leat, 

Na  daimh  's  na  h-aidhean  ruadha. 
Iloro  mo  chuid,  <^c. 

Thug  mi  Bheiiin-a-chaistil  thu, 
'S  do'n  fhàsach  a  tha  'n  taice  ri, 
Am  Mam  a's  Creag-an-aparrairi, 
Air  leaca  Beinn-nam-fuaran. 
Horo  mo  chuid,  ^c. 

Thug  mi  thu  Bheinn-dbrain, 
All  cinne  na  daimh  chròcach, 
•Nuair  theannadh  iad  ri  crònan, 
Bu  bhòidheach  learn  an  nuallan. 

Horo  mo  chuid,  ^c. 

Thug  mi  Choire-chruiteir  thu, 
O's  àite  griariach  tlusail  e, 
Gu  biachar,  tiarach,  lusanach, 

Bhiodh  spuirt  ann  aig  daoin'-uaillsc. 

Horo  mo  chuid,  i^c. 

Ghiùlain  mi  Ghleann-eite  thu, 
Thog  mi  ris  na  creisean  thu, 
Se  mheud  'sa  thug  mi  speis  dut 

A  dirfhàg  mo  cheum  cho  luaineach. 
Horo  mo  chuid,  ^c. 

*Smath  am  Meall-a-bhuiridh  thu, 
Cha  mhiosa  'm  Beirin-a-chrùlaist  thu, 
'S  trie  a  loisg  mi  fudar  leat. 
An  Coire-chul-na-cruaiche. 

Horo  mo  chuid,  8fc. 

Thug  mi  Liiirig-ghartain  thu, 
O's  aluinn  an  coir-altrum  i, 
'S  na  teidh  a  deanamh  leapaicliean 
Air  Creachuinn  ghlas  a  bhuaehaiil. 

Horo  mo  chuid,  <^c. 


Chaidh  mi  do  dli'l'^hcadha-  chaoraiuu, 
Le  aighear  Clioire-chaolain, 
Fur  an  robh  na  daoine, 

A  bha  'n  gaol  air  a  ghreidh  uallaich. 
Horo  mo  chuid,  ^c. 

Thug  mi  Bheinne-ehaoiach  tbu, 
Shireadh  bhoc  a's  mhaoiseach, 
Cha  b'eagal  gun  am  faotainn, 
'S  iad  daonnan  'san  '1  urr-uaine. 
Horo  mo  chuid,  4*c. 

'Nuair  theid  mi  ris  a  mhunadh, 
'S  tu  mo  roghainn  de  na  gunnachan, 
O'n  fhuair  thu  fein  an  t-urram  sia, 
Co  nis  a  chumas  bhuat  e? 

Horo  mo  chuid,  ^c. 

Ged'  tha  mi  gann  a  stòras, 
Gu  suidhe  leis  na  pùitearan, 
Ged'  theid  mi  do  'n  taigh-òsda, 
Cha  'n  Ò1  mi  ann  an  cuaich  thu. 

Horo  mo  chuid,  i^c. 


ORAN  SEACHARAN  SEILG. 

LUINNEAG. 

Ciiuniia  mi '«  damh  do/in 

\S  7ia  h-eildean. 
Direadh  a  hliealaich  Ic  chetU  ; 
Chunna^  mi  '«  damli  dona 

'6'  na  h-eildean, 

'S  Ml  tearnadh  a  Coire  cheathaich, 
'S  mor  mo  mhighean  's  mi  gun  aighear, 
Siubhal  frithc  re  an  latha, 
Thilg  mi  spraidhe  nach  d'rinn  feum  dhomh. 

Chunna'  mi,  <5'C 

Ged'  tha  bacadh  air  na  h-armaibh, 
Ghleidh  mi  'n  spainteach  thun  na  seilge, 
Gc  do  rinn  i  orm  de  ehearbaich, 
Nach  do  mharbh  i  mac  na  h-eilde. 
Chunna^  mi,  ^r. 

'Nuair  a  dh'cirich  mi  sa'  mhadainn, 
Chuir  mi  innte  fudar  Ghlasclio, 
Pealair  teann  a's  tri  puist  Shasnach, 
Cuifean  asgairt  air  a  dhegh  sin. 
Chunna''  mi,  c^o. 
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Bhn  'ii  sp5r  ùr  nu  dol^he  brfiacudli, 
Chuir  mi  ùillo  lis  an  uciiiiiii, 
Kagiil  (Iriwclid  hhii  niiidiiri  craiccinii 
Cumail  fasjjaidh  air  nio  cIkIIo. 
Chunna''  iiu\  i\c\ 

Lnidh  an  oilid  air  an  Hinaran, 
('haidh  mi  farasda  mn'n  ciiairt  d'i, 
Loig  mi  'ii  doannal  ml  in'a  tnairiiist', 
Learn  is  cruaidli  ^iiii  d'riun  i  ciridh. 
Cliunita   mi,  ^c. 

Khinig  mise  taobh  na  bruaiche, 
'S  chosi,^  mi  ritiio  mo  rhiii(i  liiaidh*' ; 
'S  'nuair  a  shaoil  mi  i  blii  btiailltcr, 
Sill  an  uair  a  b'  aird'  a  leiim  i. 
Chuniia  vu\  i^c. 

'S  muladach  hbi  siubbal  frltbe, 
Hi  la  gaoitli',  a's  uisg',  a's  dile, 
'S  ordiigh  teann  ag  iarraidh  sitbiie, 
Cuir  nan  giomanach  'nan  eigin. 

Chunna'  mi,  SyC. 

'S  mithich  tearnadh  do  na  gleannaibh 
O'n  tha  gruamaich  air  na  beannaibb, 
'S  ceathach  duinte  mu  na  meallaibb, 
A'  cuir  dalladb  air  ar  leirsinn. 

Chunna'  mi,  6;c. 

Bi'  sinn  beb  an  docbas  ro-mbath, 
Gn'm  bi  cbiiis  ni's  fbearr  an  atb  la'  , 
Gu'm  bi  gaotb,  a's  grian,  a's  talamb, 
j\Iar  is  math  leinn  air  na  sleibhtean. 

Chunna'  mi,  ^c. 

Bithidh  an  luaidbe  gblas  'na  dcannamb, 
Siubhal  reidh  aig  conaibh  scanga  ; 
'S  an  damh  donn  a  siloadb  fala, 

'S  àbhacbd  aig  na  fearaibh  gleusda. 

ChuncC  mi,  4'C. 


CEAD-DEIREANNACH 

NAM  BE  ANN. 

Bha  mi'n  de*  'm  Beinn-dòraìn, 

'S  na  coir  cha  robb  mi  aineolach, 
Chunna  mi  gleanntan 

'S  na  beanntaichean  a  b'aitbne  dbomh  ; 
Be  sin  an  sealladh  eibhinn 

Bhi  'g  imeachd  air  na  sleibhtibh, 
'Nuair  bbiodh  a  ghrian  ag  eiridh, 

'Sa  bbiodh  na  feidh  a  langanaich. 

*  lOtli  September,  1302. 


'S  aobbacb  a  ^brridb  uallacb, 

'Nuiiir  ^bluiii.soadii  i;id  ^u  raiuinach, 
'S  na  h-cildean  air  an  riinaran, 

Bu  rbuannar  na  laoi^b  bliallacb  ami  ; 
Nh  inaoisi(-b)'ari    '.s  an  riiadli-bliuic, 

Na  roilicb  dliubb  a's  niadlia, 
'S  n'n  cfùl  bu  bbinne  chualaH 

'Nuair  cbluinnt'  am  fuaim  'sa  cbamhanaich. 

'S  toparach  a  db'  fbalbbaiim 

Gu  M!algair«>a(-,}id  nam  Leallaicbcan, 
Dol  'mach  n  dbircadh  garbblaicii, 

'S  gti'in  b'ana-raocb  ti^li'nn  gu  baili;  mi  ; 
An  t-uis!;e  glan  san  t-aile 

Thar  mullach  nam  bean  arda, 
Chuidich  e  gu  fas  mi  ; 

'5e  rinn  dumb  sl.'.innt  a's  fallaineachd. 

Fhuair  mi  grois  am'  àracb 

Air  àiridbean  a  b'  aithne  dhomh, 
Ki  cluiche,  's  mire    's  màran, 

An  caoimhncas    blàth  nan  caileagan  ; 
Bu  chilis  an  agbaidh  nàduir 

Gu'm  maireadh  sin  an  dràst  arm, 
'Se  b'  eigin  bhi  da'm  fàgail 

'Nuair  thainig  tràth  dhuinn  dealachadh. 

'Nis  o'n  bbuail  an  aois  mi, 

Fhuair  mi  gaoid  a  mhaireas  domh, 
Rinn  milleadh  air  mo  dheudach, 

'S  mo  leirsinn  air  a  dalladh  orm  ; 
Cha'n  urrainn  mi  bhi  treubhach, 

Ged'  a  chuirinn  feum  air, 
'S  ged'  bhiodh  an  ruaig  am'  dheigh-sa, 

Cha  dean  mi  ceum  ro  chabhagach. 

Ged'  tha  mo  cheann  air  liathadh, 
'S  mo  chiabhagan  air  tanachadh, 

'S  trie  a  leag  mi  mial-chii 

Ri  fear  fiadbaich  ceannartaich  ; 

Ged'  bu  toigh  leain  riamh  iad, 
'S  ged'  fhaicinn  air  an  t-sliabh  iad, 

Cha  teid  mi  'nis  ga'n  iarraidh 

O'n  chain  mi  trian  na  h-analach> 

•/ 

Ri  am  dol  anns  a  bhùireadh, 

Bu  dùracbdach  a  leanainn  iad, 
'S  bhiodh  uair  aig  sluagb  na  duthcha, 

'Toirt  òrain  lira  's  rannachd  dhaibh  : 
Greis  eile  mar  ri  càirdean, 

'Nuair  bha  sinn  anns  na  C.mpan, 
Bu  chridheil  anns  an  am  sinn  ; 

'S  cha  bhiodh  an  dram  oirnn  annasach. 

'Nuair  bha  mi  'n  toiseach  m'  J^ige, 
'S  i  ghòraich  a  chum  falamh  mi ; 
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'S  e  fortiiri  tha  cuir  oirne 

Gach  aon  ni  coir  a'  ghealhulh  dliiiinn  ; 
Ged'  tha  mi  gaiin  a  stòras, 

'1  ha  iir  iiintinn  laii  de  shùla«, 
O'li  tha  mi  aiiu  an  dùchas 

Gu'n  d'rinn  nigh'n  Dheùrs'  an  t-aran  doinh. 

13ha  mi  'n  de  'san  aonach, 

'S  bhu  smaointearà  mòrair  m'  aire-sa, 
Nacli  robh  'a  luchd-gaoil  u  b'àbhaist 

Bhi  siubhal  fàsaìch  mar  riuin  ann, 
'Sa  bheinn  is  beag  a  shaoil  mi, 

Gu'n  deanadh  ise  caochladh  ; 
O'n  tha  i  'iiis  t'o  chaoirich, 

'S  ann  thug  an  saoghal  car  asam. 

'Nuair  sheall  mi  air  gach  taobh  dhiom, 

Cha'n  fhaodainn  gun  bhi  smalaiiacli, 
O'n  theirig  coilT  a's  fVaocIj  ann, 

S  na  daoine  bh'ann,  cha  mhaireann  iad  ; 
Cha'n  'eil  iiadh  r'a  shealg  ami, 

Cha'n  'eil  eun  no  earb  ariD, 
'M  beagan  naoh  'eil  marbh  dhiubh, 

'Se  rinn  iad  falbh  gu  baileach  as.  ^ 

Mo  shoraidh  leis  na  fi  ithean, 

O's  miobhailteach,  na  beannaibh  iad, 
Le  biolair  uainne  a's  lior-ui.sg, 

Deoch  uasal  rimheach,  cheanalta, 
Na  bharran  a  tha  priseil, 

'S  na  fàsaichean  tha  lionmhor, 
O's  hit  a  leag  mi  dhiom  iad, 

Gu  brath  mo  mhile  beannachd  leo  ! 


CUMHA  CHOIIIE-CHEATHAICII. 

S  Duir.i.icH  learn  an  càradh 

Th'  air  coire  gorm  an  fhàsaich, 
An  robh  mi  greis  da'm'  àrach 

'S  a  bhràidhe  so  thai! ; 
S  iomadh  fear  a  bharr  orm, 

A  thaitneadh  e  r'a  nadur, 
Na  'm  biodh  e  mar  a  bha  e, 

'Nuair  dh'  f  hag  mi  e  nail ; 
Gunnaireachd  a's  Idmhaich 

Spuirt  a  8  aobhar  ghaire, 
Chleachd  bhi  aig  na  h-àrmuitui 

A  b'àbhaist  bhi  sa'  ghleann  ; 
Rinn  na  fir  ud  fhàgail — 

'S  Mac-Eoghainn  t'ann  a  'drdsta, 
Mar  chloich  an  iormad  cabaig 

An  aite  na  bh'  ann. 


Tha  'n  Coir'  air  do!  am  laillin, 

Ged'  illicar  tliun  a  bhlàir  e, 
Gun  duin'  aig  am  beil  can  detb 

Mun  hit  ann  nan  am  ; 
Na  fc'idh  a  bi»'  aim  air  fhi'.gail, 

Ciia  d'  t'hiiirich  gin  air  àiuiiui, 
'S  cha  'noil  an  ùite-tàmha 

Mar  bha  e  sa'  ghleann. 
Tha  'm  iiaran  air  a  sharach' 

Js  dh'artlaich  air  an  tàladh, 
Gun  sgil  aig  air  an  nadur 

Ged'  thàinig  e  ann  : 
B'  fhearr  dha  bhi  mar  b'  àbhaist, 

Os  ceanti  an  t-soithich  cliàlha, 
'Sa  lamhan  a  bhi  ]àn  d'i, 

Ga  fàsgadh  gu  teann. 

Se  mughadh  air  an  t-saoghal 

An  coire  laghach  gaolach, 
A  dhol  anis  air  t'aoin-tragh, 

'S  am  maor  a  theachd  ann  : 
'S  gur  h-e  bu  chleachdadh  riamh  dliut, 

Bhi  trusa  nan  cearc  biata, 
Gur  trie  a  rinn  iad  siathnail, 

Le  piaunadh  do  himh. 
Is  iad  na  'm  baidnibh  riabhach, 

Mu-amhaich  's  ann  ad'  sgiathan, 
Bhiodh  itealaich  a's  sgiabail 

Mu-fhiaclan  san  am  : 
Bu  ghiobach  thu  ri  riaghailt, 

Mu  chidsin  taighe  'n  iavia, 
Gar  nach  b'e  do  mhiann 

Bhi  cuir  bhian  air  an  stàing. 

Ged'  tha  thu  'nis  sa'  bbraighe, 

Cha  chòmpaiiach  le  each  thu, 
'S  tha  h-uile  duine  tàir  ort 

O'n  thainig  thu  ann  ; 
'S  '''igin  dut  am  tagail 

Ni  's  measa  na  mar  thainig 
Cha  taintinn  thu  ri  'n  nadur 

Le  cnàmhan,  's  le  cainnt: 
Ged'  fhaiceadh  tu  ghreidh  uallach, 

'Nuair  racha  tu  mun-cuairt  daibh, 
Cha  dean  thu  ach  am  fuadachadh 

Suas  feadh  nam  beann  ; 
Leis  a  ghunna  nach  robh  buadhar, 

'S  a  mheirg  air  a  toll  cluaise, 
Cha  'n  eirmis  i  na  cruachan, 

An  cuaille  dubh  cam. 

Se  'n  Coire  chaidh  an  deis-laimh, 
O'n  tha  e  nis  gu'n  fheidh  ann, 

Gun  duin'  aig  am  beil  spcis  diubh, 
Ni  feum  air  an  ciil ; 

O'n  tha  iad  gu'n  fhoar-glc'iilhtc, 
Cha'n  thuirich  iad  r'a  chcile. 


*^'^^                                      SAR.013A111  NAM  BAUD  UAKLACH. 

'S  anil  a  ^liabh  iad  an  ratrciita 

Clia  lii^lia'n  t-aoblmr  mio-thlaclid, 

Si'acli  loiilliltNiii  nan  lùb. 

Au\  iVar  a  cbb-at  IkI  l)hi  liuraiil, 

Clia  'n  '<'il  pris  an  niatlli-hltuic, 

A'  tearnadh  a'x  a  direadh 

An  (oillc  na  air  t'naran, 

Ki  fVitii  nan  dainh  N«-aiig. 

Nach  b'  eij^in  tia  bhi  t;lnasa(l 

Le  ruaii;  tVadb  na  liutlirli'  ; 

Ach  mn'a  duine  de  shlioc.lid  Phàdruig 

'S  chu'  n'  I'll  ]i  nis'  niiiii  cnairt  thi, 

A  thi-id  a  nis  do'n  aite, 

Aon  spnii't  n  <lin>ana(lh  snaircea;*. 

'S  gu  'n  ciiir  e  as  a  làraic.h 

No  tbaitniMdh  ri  <]uin-iiasal 

An  tàch>ari  a  th'  ann  ; 

Ciod'  tbuasgladh  e  chu. 

IJi'dh  'n  coire  mar  a  bha  e, 

Hi'dh  laoigii  is  aighein  dàr  ann. 

Tha  choille  bh'  ann  san  flirith  nJ, 

IJi'dh  daimh  a  dol  san  dàmhair, 

Na  cuislean  f'ada,  direach 

Air  i'asach  nam  beann  ; 

Air  tuiteam  a's  air  crionadh 

13i'  buic  s'na  badain  blatha, 

Sios  as  an  rùsg  ; 

Na  brie  san  abhainn  hiimli  rin, 

Na  preasan  a  blia  briogliar 

'S  na  t'ù'uìh  an  srath  na  làirge 

Na  dosaibh  tiugha  lionmhor, 

Ag'  araeh  na  mang  ; 

Ail'  seachda'  mar  gu'n  spiont'  iad 

Thig  gaeh  uile  ni  g'a  àbhaist, 

A  nios  as  an  ùir  ; 

Le  aighear  a's  le  àbiiaehd, 

Na  fdilleanan  bu  bliùiche, 

'Nuair  gheibh  am  Baran  bairlinn, 

Na  slatan  a's  na  h-ògain, 

Sud  fhagail  gun  taing. 

'S  an  t-àit  am  bio(ih  an  smeòracb. 

Gu  mòdhar  a  seinn  ciùil  ; 

Tha  iad  nil'  air  caochladh, 

'-~ 

Cha  d'  I'huirich  iiodh  no  fraoch  ann  ; 

Tha  mullach  bharr  gach  craoibhe, 

\ 

'S  am  maor  'ga  thoirt  did. 

ORAN    GAOIL. 

Tha  uisge  srath  na  dige, 

A  Mhairi  bhan  gur  barrail  thu, 

Na  shruthladh  dubh  gun  sioladh 

'S  gur  barraicht'  air  gach  seòl  thn, 

Le  barraig  uaine  lìogh-ghlaÌ3 

O'n  thug  mi  gaol  cho  daingean  dut, 

Gu  mi-bhlasda  grannd  ; 

'S  mi  t'fharraid  anns  gach  eodhail : 

Feur-lochain  is  tachair 

'S  earbsach  mi  a'd'  cheanaltas, 

An  cinn  an  duileag-bhaite 

'S  na  fhuair  mi  chean'  ad'  chòmhradh. 

Cha  'n  'eil  gnè  tuille  f'is 

Nach  urrainn  each  do  mhealladh  uum 

An  san  àit'  ud  san  am  ; 

'N  deis  do  ghealladh  dhomh-sa. 

Glumagan  a  chàthair, 

Na  ghlugaibh  domhain,  sàmhach, 

'S  chuala  mi  mar  shean-fhacal 

Cbo  tiugh  ri  sùghan  càtha, 

Mu'n  darach,  gur  fiodh  còrr  e  :— 

'Na  làthaich  's  na  phlàm  ; 

"'S  gur  geinn'  dheth  fhein  'ga  theannaehi 

adh 

Sean  bhùrn  salach  ruadhain 

A  spealtadh  e  'na  òrdaibh  :" 

Cha  ghloinne  ghrunnd  na  uachdar. 

'S  mi  'n  duil,  a  re'ir  na  h-ealaidh  sin, 

Gur  coslach  ri  muir  ruaidh  e. 

Gur  math  leat  mi  bhi  d'  sheòrsa, 

Na  ruaimle  feadh  stanng. 

Nach  treig  thu  mi,  's  gu  'm  faigh  mi  thu 
Le  bannaibh  daingean  phòsda. 

Tha  'n  t-àit  an  robh  na  fuarain 

Air  fas  na  chroitean  cruaidhe, 

'S  e  chum  an  raoir  mi  m'  aireachadh 

Gun  sòbhrach  gu'n  sail-chuaich, 

An  speis  a  ghabh  mi  og  dhiòt ; 

Gun  lus  uasal  air  earn 

Bha  smaointean  trie  air  m'  airese 

An  sliabh  an  robh  na  h-eildean, 

INIu'n  ainnir  is  fhearr  fòghlum  : 

An  aite  laidbe  's  eiridh 

Cha  'n  'eil  cron  r'a  àireamh  ort, 

Cho  lorn  ri  cabhsair  feille, 

0'  d'  bharr  gu  sail  do  bhròige, 

'S  am  feur  chinn  e  gann  : 

Ach  ciallach,  fialaidh,  fàbharach. 

Chuir  Alasdair  le  gheisgeil 

Air  fiamh  a  ghàir'  an  eòmhnuidh. 

A  ghraidh  ud  as  a  chèile, 

'S  air  leam  gur  mòr  an  eucoir 

'S  do  chùl  daithte  làn-mhaiseach 

An  fheudail  a  chall ; 

Mu'n  cuairt  a'd'  bhràigh'  an  ordugb. 
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Air  sniamh,  mar  theudan  clarsaiche, 

Na  fhaineachan  glaii  iiosar  : 

Gu  Hdh-dhoiiii,  jileatHch,  8àr-chleac)iduch, 

Gu  do8ach,  fusinhur,  dùinhail, 

Gu  lùbacli,  dualach,  bachlach,  guaii'Nu;eacIi, 

Snasmbor,  cauchacb,  ùr-bbuidb. 

Tha  t-agliaidb  iiàrach  bhanail, 

Da  cbaol  inhala  mar    ite  coin  ort ; 

Rosgan  reidhe,  fallaiiie 

'S  da  shùil  ghorm,  mheallach,  mhùthar : 

Do  ghruaidh  mar  chaorann  meangain, 

A  thug  barrachd  air  na  ròsan  ; 

Do  dheud  geal,  dreachmhor,  meachair,  grinu, 

'S  do  bheul,  o'm  binri  thig  òran. 

Tha  do  phòg  mar  iibhlan  gàraidh, 
'S  tha  do  bhràighe  mar  an  neoineiii  ; 
Do  chiochan  liontach,  mulanacb, 
'S  an  siod'  g  an  cumail  comhnard  ; 
Corp  seang,  geal,  gneadhail,  furanacli, 
Deagh-chumachdail,  neo-si»òrsail ; 
Do  chalpa  cruinne  lùghara, 
'S  an  troigh  nach  lùb  am  feòirnean. 

'S  e  m  fàth  mu'n  biodh  tu  talacb  orm, 
Gur  ro-bheag  leat  mo  stòras  ; 
'Bha  da-rud-dheug  vC  tarruinn  uam 
Na  thionail  mi  de  phòrsan  : 
Bhiodh  Ò1,  a's  feisd,  a's  banais  ann  ; 
Bha  ceòl,  a's  beus,  a's  ceannaichean, 
N'  fheill,  's  na  glbhtean  leannanachd, 
An  amaideachd  's  an  òige. 

'S  a  nis  nam  faighinn  mar'  rium  thn, 
Cha  leanainn  air  an  t-seol  sin  ; 
Dheanainn  iiiteach  fearainn, 
A's  crodh-bainne  chur  mu  chrò  dhut ; 
Mharbhaiun  iasg  na  mara  dhut, 
'S  am  fiadh  sa'  bhealach  cheòthar, 
Le  gunna  caol  nach  meavachdaich, 
'S  a  mhealladh  fear  na  cròice. 

'S  mor  an  gaol  a  ghabh  mi  ort 

Le  ro  bheagan  a  dh-eòlas, 

S  mi  'n  dùil  gur  tu  bu  leaiinan  domh, 

'S  nach  mealladh  tu  mi  m'  dhochas  : 

Ge  d'  bhiodh  am  bàs  an  carabh  dhomh, 

Gu'n  bharail  ri  tigh'n  bei)  uaith, 

'S  e  dh'fhàgadh  slàn  mi  n'  ribhinn  nahulda. 

Mairi  bhàn  o  Lbch-lairig. 


AN  NIGHEAN  DONN  OG. 

'6'  i  tJ(/henn  mo  yhaoil 
An  ni(j]ican  donu  of/ ; 
Nam  biodh  tu  ri  ni  tìiuolh^ 
Cìia  bliitìiinn  fd"  bhrhìi. 
*S  i  niyliean  vio  (jhaoil 
An  nighean  donn  òg. 

'S  i  Mairi  Nic-Neachdainn 
Is  dàicheile  pearsa, 
Ghabh  mis'  uiread  bheachd  ort 
Ri  neach  a  tha  beò. 

'S  i  nvjlieun.  ^c. 

'Nuair  sheallas  mi  t-aodainn, 
'S  mi  'n  coinneamh  ri  t-i'haotuinn, 
Gur  math  leam  nam  faodainn 
Bhi  daonann  a'd'  choir. 

'.S  i  nifjhean^  cSc. 

O'n  a  thug  thu  dhomh  gealladh, 
*Sann  dutsa  nach  aithreach, 
'S  cha'n  fhaic  lad  thu  'n  ath-bhliadlui* 
A'd'  bhanaraich  bhò. 

'aSì  nigìiean^  Sec. 

Cha  tèid  thu  do'n  bhuaile, 
A  bhleothan  cruidh  ghuailinuoiin  ; 
Cha  chuir  thu  ort  cuaran, 
'S  gur  uallach  do  bhrog. 

'S  i  nigìiean^  ^c. 

Cha  'n  fbòghnadh  le  m'  chruinnei j, 
A'  bhurach    no  chuinneag, 
'S  cha  chluinnear  gu'n  cumadh  tu 
Cuman  a'd'  dhòrn, 

'S  i  nighean^  Sj^c. 

Cha  d'  theid  thu  Bhad-odhar 
A  leigeadh  nan  gobhar, 
'S  minn  bheag  as  an  deodhaigh 
'G  an  deothal  mu'n  chro. 

'»5  i  nighean^  8^c. 

Cha  leig  mi  thu  'n  fhireach 
Thoirt  a'  cruidh  as  an  innis 
Air  eagal  na  gillean 
Bhi  sireadh  do  phòìg 
'S  i  nighean^  S^c. 

Cha  taobh  thu  duin'-uasal 

'S  cha  'n  aill  leat  am  buachaill, 
'S  cha  'n  tìiearde  l't'ai--fua<lainn 
Bhi  cruaidh  air  do  thoir. 
'«S  *  nighean^  ^c. 
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Clju  innh\)  \  IVar  idif, 
Air  i^agul  HID  ilirìoltlaid  ; 
'S  chii  toilich  to  uiise 
Ac.h  i»ie  le  deoiii. 

'6'  i  iiii/hcai/^  i\('. 

S  i  rihhiiiti  u  bhaile, 
'I'liu  »ir-tliij;h'n  uir  m'  uiic, 
Nam  l)itli)M<i)i  i  mar  liiim, 
Chii  (iir  tliarrai<l  mi  st!  r. 

lilu'ir  n\is'  tint  Dlimi-cidt  iimi 
A  dh'ioiiiisacliii'  beurla, 
'6  chii  'ii  tliàij  mi  thu  t-cÌKÌri, 
Hi  sprcidh  an  fhir^mhòir. 
'5  i  vii/hean,  ^c. 

A'niglii'an  iiii  gruaige, 
(iiji  chreidinn  <»rt  tuaileas  ; 
O'n  a  tiiarruiiuj  mi  suas  riiit, 
Cha  'n  fhuath  l«>am  do  sheòl. 

'.S  i  nii/Iioan,  <.^c. 

'S  e  mheudaich  mo  ghaol  oit 
Gu'n  d'  lluis  thu  cho  aobhach, 
'S  gu'n  leumadh  tu  daoniiau 
Cho  aotrom  's  na  h-eoin. 

'S  i  ìrìyliean^  S^c. 

'Si  'n  togarrach  laghach 
A  thogainn  uiar  roghainii, 
Nam  bithitiii  a'  tagliall 
'S  an  taigh  am  bi  'n  t-òl. 
'aS  i  nigliean^  ^c. 

Gu'm  b'  Ihearrde  daoin'-uaisle 
'N  am  thiotmda'  nan  cuach  thu, 
A  thoiit  luinncagan-luaidh  dhaibh 
Mu'n  cuairt  air  an  stop. 

'«S  i  nigltean^  ^c. 

'S  leat  iiriam  an  damlisaidh, 
'S  an  Hiidlieal  'na  teann-ruith  ; 
13 u  chridheil  san  am  thu, 
'S  an  dram  air  a'  bhurd. 

'(S  i  ni(/hean,  <^c. 

'S  tu  fhreagradh  gu  h-inneaìlt 
Am  feadan  's  an  ribheid, 
A  sheinneadh  gu  tileanta, 
Ruith-leumach  ceùl. 
'/5  i  ni(jhca}i,  c^c 

'S  tu  thogadh  mo  spioi'a<i, 
'Nuair  a  theid  thu  air  mhire, 
Le  d'  cheileirean  binne, 
'S  le  grinneas  do  bheòil, 
'/S  *  nighean,  ^c. 


Leis  na  ^abli  mi  do  rheisd  ort| 
Am  madaiiiM  'h  am  fcasgar, 
DheaiiaiiMi  riut  cleaHUchd 
A's  bradradh  gu  h'ùir  : 

\S  i  /li'i/ic'iii^  i^r. 

Dhrariaiiin  riut  t'uran 
Am  liliadhn'  an  an  uiridh  ; 
liu  doi-lia  nan  t-niri>a^l)huidh, 
'I'liill'  a's  ii  choir. 
'Ò'  i  nigìican^  S^c. 


O  II  A  N    D'  A    C  H  El  LE 

NL'ADH-POBD/V- 

A  MHAIR.1  bhkn  òg, 

'S  tu  'n  iiigh  th'air  m'aire, 
Ui'in  bheo  bhi  far  am  bithinn  fhein  ; 

O'n  fhuair  mi  ort  coir 

Cho  mòr  's  bu  mhath  leam, 
Le  p^sadh  ceangailt'  o'n  chleir, 

Le  cùmhnanta  teann 

'S  le  banntaibh  daingean, 
'S  ic  snaim  a  dh'fljanas,  nach  treig  ; 

'S  e  t'  fhaotain  air  làimh 

Le  gr.idh  gach  caraid 
Ilinn  slainntc  mhaireann  a'm'  clire. 

'Nuair  bha  mi  gu  tinn 

'S  mi  'n  cinnseal  leannain, 
Gun  chinnt  cò  thcannadh  rium  fein, 

'S  ann  a  chunna'  mi  'n  òigh 

Air  bòrd  taigh-leanna, 
'S  bu  mhòthar  ceanalt'  a  beus  ; 

Tharruinn  mi  suas  rith', 

'S  fhuair  mi  gealladh 
O'n  ghrufigaich  bhanail  bhi  'm  reir  ; 

'S  mise  bha  aobhach 

T'  fhaotain  mar'  rium, 
'S  crobh  laoigh  a'  Bharain  a'd'  dheigh. 

Madainn  Ui-luain, 

Ge  buan  an  t-slighe, 
'Nuair  ghluais  mi,  ruithinn  mar  ghuotb, 

A  dh-fhauinn  mo  luaidh 

'S  rud  bhuainn  n-ar  dithis 
Nach  dual  da  ritliisl  gu'n  sgaoil ; 

'1  hug  mi  i  'n  uaigneas 

Lair  a  bhruidhinn, 
'S  ann  fhuair  an  nighean  mo  ghaoil, 

A's  chluinneadh  mo  chluas 

Am  fuaim  a  bhitheadh 
Aig  luathas  mo  chridhe  ri  'm  thaobh. 
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Sill  'luiair  chiiir  Cupid 

Gun  ghioiiib,  gun  ;;hoiritie.  gun  cbruas, 

An  t-ul(liicli  a'ln'  bhroilleach, 

Gu  doirccacb,  daonntach, 

G'a  Hliai^hdeaii  corraiiach  caol, 

Faoilidb,  farrastl', 

A  dhrùìdh  air  mo  chuislean, 

Ki  daoin  laniia,  bochd,  truagh  ; 

Cliuir  luc.hd  air  ino  choluiim, 

Ja  tba  mi  led'  she''  I, 

Leis  thuit  mi  {je  b'oil  leum  a's  dh'aom 

An  dùchas  ro-mbatii, 

Dh'innis  mi  sgeul 

Gur  lùn  do  t  anam  do  dbuais. 

Do'n  tè  rinri  m'  acain, 

Nach  ieigh  a  chaisgeadh  mo  ghaoid  ; 

Chuir  mi  air  thus  ort 

'Se  leighis  gach  creuchd 

lùil  a's  afthne, 

I  fhi-iii  le  tVartan 

Le  sùgradh  ceanalta,  sualrc, 

Theachd  ròidh  a'm'  ghlacaibh  mar  yhaoil. 

'Nuair  tbeannain  riut  dlù, 

Bu  churaidh  t'  anai) 

Bhoirinn  mo  phòg 

No  iibhlan  meala  'gam  buain  : 

Do'n  òg-mhnaoi  shomult' 

Chabhiodh  sgeul  ruin, 

A  dh-fhus  gu  boinneanta,  caoiri, 

A  b'iuil  domh  aithris, 

Gu  mileant,  còmhnard, 

A  b'  fbiii,  nach  mealladh  i  bhuam  ; 

Seòcail,  foiniiidt), 

Nan  cuireadh  i  cùl  riuin 

Do  cliòinijradh  glieibh  mi  gu  saor. 

'S  diulta'  baileach, 

Tha  mi  air  sheùl 

Bu  chilis  domh  anart  a's  uaigh. 

Gu  leùir  a'd'  cbomain, 

A  mhJ>id  'sa  chuir  thu  gu  faoiu 

Do  bhriodal  bl.Mh 

De  m'  smaointeaii  g^rach, 

'S  do  mh.'iran  mills, 

Pròis  nam  boireannach, 

Do  nàdur  grinneas  gach  uair. 

'S  coir  dhomh  fuireach  le  h-aon. 

Gu  beulchair,  gàireach, 

Aluinn,  coiueil, 

Chaidh  mi  do'n  choili' 

Gun  chàs  a  thoille'  dhut  fuath  ; 

An  robh  croinn  a's  gal  lain, 

Chuir  i  guin  bhàis 

Bu  bhoisgeil  sealladh  mu'n  cuairt, 

Fad  rkith'  am  mhuineal 

'S  bha  miann  mo  shùl 

Dh'fhàg  làn  mi  mhulad  'sa  ghruaim, 

Do  db'fbiùran  barruicht' 

'Nuair  thuig  i  mar  bha, 

An  dlù's  nam  meanganan  shuas ; 

'Sa  thàr  mi  'n  ulaidh, 

Geug  fo  bhiàth 

Ghrad  spar  i  'n  cunnart  ud  bhuam 

O  burr  gu  talamh, 

A  lub  mi  Cai  lasda  nuas  ; 

'S  ann  thog  e  mi  'm  pris 

Bu  duilich  do  chi\ch 

O'n  tim  so  'n  uiridh, 

Gu  brùtb  a  gearradh, 

An  ni  'san  urrainn  a  Ihuair, 

'S  e  'n  dau  dumb  'm  faillean  a  bhunin. 

'Sguab  do'n  ire 

Fhior-ghloin  chruineach<l, 

Sbuidhich  mi  lion 

An  siol  is  urramaich    buaidh  ; 

Air  fior-uisg  tana, 

Sin  na  chuir  mi 

'S  mi  stri  'ga  tbarruinn  air  brunicb. 

Co-rimheich  umad, 

'S  tbug  mi  le  sgiiob 

Bha  t'  inntinn  bunailteach,  buan  : 

Air  tir  a  gbealag, 

Llonadh  do  sgiamhachd 

S  a  lith  mar  eal'  air  a'  cbuaTi  ; 

Miann  gach  duine. 

'S  toilicbt'  a  db'l'bi  g 

An  dreach,  fiamh,  an  cumachd,  'a  an  snuagh. 

E  'n  la  sin  m'  aigneadh, 

An  roinn  a  bh'agam  san  uair  ; 

Do  chuach-flialt  ban 

B'i  coimeas  mo  cheud  mbna' 

Air  f .  8  cho  barrail, 

ReuU  na  maidne, 

'S  a  bhi.rr  Ian  chamag  a's  dhnal  ; 

Mo  clieile  cadail  's  mi  'm  ssbualn. 

T-aghaidh  ghlan,  mhàlda, 

Nàrach,  bhanail. 

'S  e  b'fhasan  leat  riamh 

Do  dhà  chaol  mhala  gun  ghruaim  ; 

Hhi  ciallach  banail. 

Siiil  ghorm,  liontach, 

Ri  giiiomh,  's  ri  ceanal  mtià  nails'; 

Mhin-rosg,  mheallach. 

CJu  panteach,  bàighcal, 

Gun  dith  cur  fal'  ann  ad'  ghruadb, 

Blàth,  gun  choire, 

Dcud  gheal  iobhraidh 
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Diuiiac.h,  (laiiigeati, 
13eul  bidh  iiach  caiiadli  ach  Mtiiaiin. 

Shiiihhiatili  tu  iVi.such 

Aii'idh  (^liiine 
'Sail  ùit  Hii  ciiineadh  an  aprcidh, 

G'  am  blcothaii  niu  clirò, 

'S  bhi  chi'ir  iia  ti  iiini.s, 
Laoigh  òg  a'  mireadh  's  a'  leuiu  ; 

CiiH  mliiosa  do  laiiih 

'S  tu  liiiinh  ri  coiiinil 
No  'n  seòmar  soillcir  ri  gr6iii, 

A'  fuaidheal  's  a'  fàithcam 

13liunn  a's  phioiiar, 
An  am  chur  grinnis  air  gruus. 

Do  chneas  mar  an  eiteag 

Gle  ghlaii,  tallain, 
Corp  seang  mar  cliaiiach  an  t-slùibh  ; 

Do  bhriiigh  co-mliin, 

'S  do  chiochan  corracli 
S  iad  lioiitach,  soluis  le  cheil  : 

Gaoirdein  tUi  geal 

Lamh  na  h-ainnir, 
Caol  mheoir,  glac  thana,  bas  reidh  ; 

Calpa  deas  ùr, 

Troigh  dhlù  'm  bròig  chumair 
Is  liighar  innealta  ceum. 

'S  ann  fhuaii"  mi  bhean  chaoin 

Aig  taobh  Mhàm-charraidh. 
'S  a  gaol  a'm'  mhealladh  o'm  cheill ; 

Bha  cridhe  dhomh  saor, 

'Nuair  dh'fhaod  mi  tharruinn, 
Ciia  b'fhaoin  domh  bharail  bhi  d'  reir 

'S  ioma'  fuil  uasal, 

Uaibhreach,  tharumach, 
Suas  ri  d'  cheann-aghaidh  fhein, 

Gad'  chumail  am  pris 

An  Righ  's  Mac-Cailein 
•S  tu  shiol  nam  fear  a  bha  'n  Slèibht'. 

'Nam  faighinn  an  dràst 

Do  chàradh  daingean 
An  àite  falaich  o'n  èug  ; 

Ge  d'  thigeadh  e  d'  dhàil, 

A's  m'  fhJigail  falamh. 
Cha  b'  aill  learn  bean  eil'  a'd'  dhèigh  : 

Cha  toir  mi  gu  brath  dhut 

Dranndan  teallaich, 
Mu'ii  àrdaich  aileag  do  chleibh, 

Ach  rogha'  gach  mJii'ain, 

Gràdh  a's  furan, 
Cho  blath  'sa  b'uiTain  mo  bheul. 

Dheanainn  dut  ceann, 
A's  crann,  a's  t-earrach, 


An  am  chur  ^hearran  an  ^-ill, 

A'tt  dheanainn  mar  ch.^ch 

Air  traigh  na  iiiara, 
Chur  aird  air  inealladh  an  c-isg  : 

Mharbliainn  dut  gcoidh, 

A'l  roin,  a'H  eala, 
'8  na  li-uoin  air  bharra  nan  geug  ; 

'S  cha  bhi  thu  i  i  d'  blirù 

Gun  Heùl  air  aran, 
'8  mi  chùmhnuidh  I'ar  am  bl  f6idh. 


O  R  A  N 

DO  MlANAUH-ALTKOM. 
IsEABAL  Òg 

An  òr-fhuilt  bhuidh, 
Do  ghruaidh  mar  ròs, 

'8  do  phòg  mar  ubhal, 
Do  bheul  dreachmhor, 

Meachair,  grinn, 
O'm  faighte  na  h-òrain 

Cheòl-mbor  bbinn. 

'S  tu  's  gloine  's  cannaiche 

Bhanaile  snuadh, 
Gur  deirge  na'n  t-suthag 

An  ruthadh  tha  d'  ghruaidh, 
Do  mhin  rosg  liontach, 

Siobhailt,  suairc, 
Gnuis  mhàlda,  nàrach, 

Lùn  de  stuaim. 

'8  e  cosail  na  h-ainnir. 

An  eal'  air  an  t-snamh, 
Do  chneas  mar  an  canach 

Co  cheanalta  thlà, 
Do  chiochan  corrach 

Air  bhroileach  geal  ban, 
Do  bhràigh  mar  ghrian, 

'8  do  bhian  mar  chnàimh. 

Do  chuach-fhalt  bachallach, 

Cas-bhuidh,  dhlù, 
Gu  h-amlagach,  daite, 

Làn  chaisreag  a's  lùb, 
'Na  chiabhannaibh  cleachdach 

Am  pleata'  gu  dlii 
Air  sniamh  gu  leir 

Mar  theudan  ciùil. 

'8  ioma'  fuil  uasal 

Gun  truaille',  gun  tJiir, 

Tha  togail  'na  stuaidheanaibh 
Suas  ann  ad'  bharr, 

Clann-Domhnuill  a'  chruadaii 
Fhuair  buaigh  anns  gach  blàr, 
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Gus  an  tùin*  an  la  simrach 

Cha'n  fhiig  sinn  am  feastd  i, 

Thug  bhuath'  an  deas  làiiili. 

O'n  tha  sinn  cho  dleasaiiai^h. 

Do  na  ii-annuinii  bu  siicircLÌle 

'S  ban-Chaiinbeulach  dhireach 

Shcasadh  an  sreud  ; 

An  ribhinn  dJieas  òjj, 

Na  curraidhnean  calma, 

Cha  striociiadh  do  dhilsean 

G'am  buineadh  bhi  'n  Albainn, 

A  luchd  ml-ruin  tha  bro  ; 

Feadh  mhoiiainean  garbhlaich 

'S  gach  car  tha  dol  diotsa. 

A'  sealg  air  na  luidh, 

Ga  d'  shir-chur  am  moid, 

Fhuair  mis'  orra  seanachas. 

'S  thu  theaglach  an  larla 

Nach  mios'  an  cois  I'airg'  iad, 

Shiiochd  Dhiarmaid  nan  siòl. 

BhiMh  an  citcheanan  tarbhauh 

Le  marbhadh'  an  c'Ì8g. 

Tha  Cinneadh  do  sheanamhar 

Mòr  ainmeil  gu  leòir, 

Na  Cama-shronaich  mheamriach 

Buaidh  gu  brath  air  na  Fleasgaich, 

Bu  gharg  air  an  t6ir  ; 

Fhuar  an  àrach  am  Breatunn, 

'S  iomadh  ait  anns'  na  dhearbh  iaJ 

Chaidh  air  sail'  o  cheann  ghreis  uainn, 

Le  feari'a-ghleus  an  dùrn, 

Dhol  am  freasdal  ri  feum, 

Bhi  marbhtach  le'n  annachd 

An  loingeas  làidir  thug  leis  iad, 

Air  dearganaich  Dheòrs'. 

Nach  s.'iraicheadh  beagan. 

Muir  a'  garrach  gan  greasa' 

'S  'n  ainnir  bu  taitnich' 

'S  i  freagradh  dhaibh  iein, 

A  bh'  ac'  ann  a  s'tir, 

Chuir  gach  làmh  mar  bu  deise, 

A  thachair  bhi  agam 

Buill  de'n  chòrcaich  bu  treise, 

'Ga  h-altrom  le  cich  ; 

Ri  barr  nan  crann  seasmhacha 

'Nuair  a  sheasas  i  fathast 

Leth-taobh  gach  breid. 

Air  faidhir  an  righ, 

'S  'g  imeachd  air  chuaintibh, 

Bidh  ioma'  fear  fearainn 

'Nuair  a  dh'eirich  gaoth  tuath  le, 

A'  faraid,— "  Co  i  ?" 

B'ainmeil  air  luath's  i, 

'S  i  gluasad  gu  reidh. 

Gruagach  gheal,  shorn ulta, 

Shoilleir  gu  leòir. 
'S  i  fìnealta,  foinnidh, 

'Nuair  a  chuir  iad  na  h-;irmuinn 
Air  tir  ann  an  Fldnnfu-as, 

Gun  chroma',  gun  sgeop  ; 
Calpa  deas  cosail, 
A  choisicheadh  rod, 

S  iad  fada  bho'm  pàìrti, 
'S  o'n  àiteachan  fein, 
Bha  onoir  nan  Gael 

Troigh  chuimir,  shocair 
Nach  dochuinn  a'  bhrog. 

An  earbsa  r'an  tàbhachd, 
Bha  sin  mar  a  b'  abhaist 

'S  math  thig  dhut  'san  fhasan 

Gun  daithe  de'n  t-sròl, 
Le  staidhs  'ga  theannadh 

Cho  daingean  's  bu  vhXÀv 
Fainneachan  daoimein 

Air  roinn  gach  meòir, 
Bidh  rujies  a's  ribein 

Air  Iseabail  òig. 

Gun  fhàillinn  fo  'n  ghrein 
Tha  urram  an  dràsd 
Aig  gach  tir  anns  an  d'fhas  iad, 
Le  feobhas  an  àbhaist, 

An  naduir  'sam  beus, 
Bhi  dileas  d'an  càirdean. 
Cur  sios  air  gach  nàmhaid, 
'S  iomadh  rioghachd  an  d'fhag  iad, 

Fuil  bhlath  air  an  fheur. 

'S  la  Fontenoi 

Thug  onoir  gu  lebir  dhaibh, 

OR  AN    DO'N    T-SE  AN  N 

'Nuair  a  chruinnich  iad  coladh, 
'Sa  thòisich  an  streup  ; 

FHREICEADAN  GHAELACH. 

Bu  tartraich  ar  Coirneal, 

Cur  ghaisgench  an  ordugh, 

Deoch  Slàinnt'  an  Fhreiceadain, 

Na  lasgairean  òga. 

'S  kill  leinn  gun  cheist  i. 

Chaidh  deùnach  na  dheigh, 

Si  an  fhàillte  nach  beag  oirnn 

Na  gleachdairean  còmhraig 

Dhol  deisal  ar  cltiibh, 

Is  fearr  th'aig'  Righ  Deursa, 

Ìi3G                                   SAll-OlJAIR  NAxM 

UAllD  GAKLACU. 

i 

A  fhmiir  lasaii  ii's  f'ighluni 

Sli«)«'.)id  iìncac.han  uaHal 

A's  eolas  gii  reir  ; 

A  gin  u  'iiu  tuatbaich, 

*S  (lùil  Hin  bht'il  misu 

'8  un  iuniHÌrt  bu  dual  dbailih 

'Nam  rùs^atlh  iia  triolilaitl, 

1)()1  snas  air  giich  <'(Miin, 

(Jtiii  tii;;ail>t  a  liclicad  dhiù 

Gach  ('ìis  mar  bu  liiail)i«*, 

I3rÌ8eaiIh  a  c.eiul. 

'S  gach  laiinh  mar  bu  chniaidb*', 

'Shii  ardaii  an  tiachdar 

Fir  ai};oaiiiiacli  inlu'ainiiacli, 

A'  biiaiadb  iian  speic  ; 

Lo  glas-lanii  an  ceanna-bhrait, 

l>u  gnath  lu'n  ItuJid  fnatha, 

*S  i  si(aitt>ac)i  f,'U  baira-dhris, 

lihi  \aii  àraich  gun  gbluasad, 

'S  i  aiiai-barracli  geur. 

S  a  pbairt  dbiubb  dh'l'ballib  uatiia, 

All  taice  ri  targaid, 

Hbìodb  an  ruaig  air  an  deigb  ; 

Crios  breac  nam  ball  alrgritl, 

Le  laiiibach  nan  gillean, 

'S  an  dag  nach  lobh  coarbarli 

'8  le  lannan  geur  bioracli, 

Gan  teannunn  nan  sgeitb, 

Hbiodli  an  naimbdean  air  iomaiii 

I^e'n  gunnaclia  glana, 

A'  yiUeadh  nan  creuchd. 

Nach  diùltadh  dhaibh  aiiigc.il, 

Spoil"  ùr  air  an  teannadh 

Bu  cliùtach  na  lasgairean 

Gu  daingeann  iian  gleiis, 

Ura  deas  gasda, 

Gu  cuinnsearach,  biodagacli, 

Miami  sbl  iad  ri'm  faicinn 

Fùdarach,  uiiosaracli, 

Do  gacb  neach  leis  an  lèir, 

Adharcach,  miosail, 

Gach  seol  mar  a  chleachd  iad, 

Gu  misneachail  treun. 

Le'n  comhdacha  dreachmhor. 

Le  'n  osanan  breaca, 

Na  spealpan  gun  athadh 

'S  le'm  breacana  'n  fheil :' 

A  chleachd  bhi  ri  sgathadh, 

Tlia  mo  dhuil  ri'n  tigh'n  dhachaigh, 

Nach  seachiiadh  dol  fhathasd 

Gun  an  ùin'  a  bhi  f'ada, 

An  rathad  sin  fliein, 

Le  cumhnanta  ceaitais 

An  t-asdar  a  ghabhail 

Fir  Shasuinn  gu  leir, 

S  an  ceartas  a  thaghaich, 

Le  stiCiireadh  an  aigeil, 

Tri-chlaiseach  na'n  lamhan 

Muir  dhu-ghorm  chur  seachad, 

Leis  an  caitheadh  iad  beum 

'S  nach  cum  an  cuan  farsuiiin 

Dol  madainn  gu  mathas 

Orr'  bacadh,  no  eis. 

Cha'n  iarradh  iad  aithis, 

Gu  deire  an  latba 

'Nuair  a  thainig  an  triobloid, 

'S  am  laidhe  do'n  ghreìii  ; 

'S  i  a  Dha-san-da-fhichead/' 

'S  deas  fhaclach  an  labhairt 

Jiha  dàna  le  misneach, 

Le  caisimeachd  chatha, 

'S  le  mios  orra  fein, 

S  e  'n  caisteal  a'n  claidheamh, 

Bras,  ardanach,  fiosrach, 

Ga'n  gleidheadh  bho  bhead. 

Gun  fhaillin,  gun  bhriseadh» 

'S  cuid  araidh  ga'n  gibhtean' 

Fir  acuinneach  arinach, 

Bhi'n  gliocas  's  an  ceill ; 

Le'm  brataichean  balla-bhreac, 

Tha  talanndan  trie' 

^ 

Aig  a  phairti  ud  bithchionnt, 

Bu  tlachdmhor  an  armailt'  iud, 

S  na  h-uil'  ait'  amis  an  tig  iad. 

'S  b'  ainmeil  am  feum  ; 

Sliochd  altrom  nan  garbh-chrioch, 

No  idir  a  theid. 

Am  feachd  a  tha  earbsach, 

Co  an  drast  a  their  mise, 

Thig  an  aird  ribh  a  chlisge  ? 

Nach  caisgear  an  am  eas 

Gu'n  dearbh  iad  nach  geill. 

Mar  fag  sibh  e  nis' 

Leinn  is  fad'  o'n  a  dh'  fhalbh  sibh 

Aig  an  t-sliochd  thig  n'ar  deigh. 

Air  astar  do'n  Ghearmailt, 

Chur  as  do  giich  cealgair 

*  42d  Regiment. 

Chuir  foarg  oirbh  fein, 

An  glacadh  'sa  marbhadh, 

'S  an  sgapadh  mar  mheanbh-cbrodh, 

• -~«                                j 

'S  na  madaidh  ga'n  leanmhaiuu 

! 

Air  leargainn  an  t-slèibb. 

1 
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ORAN   GHLINN-URCIIAIDII. 

Mu'n  tig  ceann  bliadhna  tullle, 

Cha  bhi  sirin  uile  'n  Tora-mliiiilt  : 

Theid  sinn  thar  nam  bHalaichean, 

Do'n  fhearann  an  robh  'n  tltis  : 

1^'ai*  am  beil  ar  dilsean, 

Ann  san  tir  am  beil  ar  cuid  ; 

'S  an  t-àit  an  cor  dhuinn  criochnachadli 

'S  an  tiodhlaicear  ar  cuirp. 

'San  Clachan-an-Uiseirt, 

Bu  ghrinn  bhi  ann  an  diugh. 

Suidhe  'n  eaglais  mhiorbhuileach, 

An  dasg  bu  rimhearh  cur  ; 

Ag'  eisdeacbd  ris  na  dh'innseadh  dhuinn, 

Am  fear  bu  shiobhailt  gutJi  ; 

Is  e  toirt  sgeul  a  Bhiobaili  duinn, 

'S  a  bhrigh  a'tig'n  gu  buil. 

Gleannan  blàth  na  tloralachd, 
An  ro-inhath  'n  cinn  an  stuth 
Far  am  beil  na  h-innseagan, 
Am  beil  an  siol  an  cur: 
Cinnidh  arbhar  craobhach  ann 
Cho  caoin  gheal  ris  a  ghruth, 
Gu  reachdmhar,  biadhchar,  brioghar, 
Tròm,  torach,  liontach,  tiuth. 

Bu  chridheil  bhi  sa'  gheamliradh  ann, 
Air  bainnsean  gheibhte  spuirt ; 
Fonn  cheol  ròidh  na  piobaireachd, 
'S  cha  bhiodh  sgios  mu  sgur  : 
Fuaim  nan  tend  aig  tidheilrean, 
A  sheinneadh  slos  na  cuir  ; 
'S  an  luinneag  fcin  aig  niunagan, 
Bu  bhinne  mhillse  guth. 

Gheibhte  bradan  fior-uisg  ann, 
A  direadh  ris  gach  sruth  ; 
Eoin  an  t-sleibh  gu  iionmhor, 
'S  na  milltean  coileach  dubh  ; 
J"'-arba  bheag  an  sgriobain, 
Na  minnein  chrion  's  na  buic, 
'Sa  ghleann  am  beil  na  frithearlian, 
'S  na  giomanaich  'n  am  bun. 

O'n  a  thàinig  mi  do'n  fhearann  so, 
Cha  'n  fhaigh  mi  pi'is  an  eoin, 
'S  cha  'n  'eil  lath  bhi  bruidhinn 
Mu'n  fhear-bhuidh  air  'm  bi  'n  croc: 
Cha  b'ionnan  's  bhi  mar  b'abiiaist  domh, 
Aig  bràigh  doire-chrò, 
Far  am  bi'  na  Tin-daimh,' 
Mi  'n  dàmhair  unn  sa  chcù. 


Mo  shoraidh  do  Ghlcann-urchaidh 
Nan  tulchan  glasa  feùir. 
Far  am  beil  na  sealgairean, 
'S  a  Ihuair  iad  ainm  bhi  còrr  ; 
A  dhireadh  ris  na  garbhlaichean, 
Am  biodh  greidh  dln-arg  na'w  leùir 
'S  bhiodh  giliean  tròin  le  eallachan 
A  dh'riiàgadh  tarbliach  bord. 

'S  an  uair  a  thigte  dhachaigh  leo, 

Gu'm  b'thasanta  bhur  se"  I, 

A  suidhe  'san  taigh  thàirne, 

'S  bhi  damhsa  mar  ri  ceul  ; 

Cridhealas  r'a  cheile, 

'S  na  bein  a  bhi  'ga'n  òl  ; 

'S  cha  'n  fhaicte  cùis  'na  heigln 

An  am  eigheach  air  an  stop. 


MOLAUH  DHUN-EIDEANN, 

'S  E  baile  mùr  Dhun-cideann, 

A  b'eibhinn  leam  bhi  aim, 
Aitc  fialaidh  (arsuinn, 

A  bha  tlachdmhor  anns  gacii  ball ; 
Gearasdain  a's  bataraidh, 

A's  rampairean  gu  teann, 
Taighean  mòr  a's  caisteal, 

Anns  an  trie  a  stad  an  c'.mp. 

'S  trie  a  bha  camp  Rioghail  aim, 

'S  bu  rimheach  an  luchd-drcuchd  ; 
Trù])'  nan  srann-each  Iionmhor, 

Gu  dileas  air  a  gheard  : 
Bhiodh  gach  fear  cho  eMach 

'S  na  h-uile  seòl  a  b'fhearr, 
Na  fi«*asgaich  bu  mhath  fòghlum 

A  dhol  an  òrdugh  blàir. 

'S  iomadh  fleasgach  nasal  ann, 

A  bha  gu  suairce  grinn, 
Fùdar  air  an  gruagan, 

A  suas  gu  bàrr  aj)n  cinn  ; 
Leadainn  dhotma,  dhualach 

Na  chuachagan  air  snioinh  ; 
Bàrr  dosach  mar  an  sioda, 

'Nuair  liogadh  e  'le  cir. 

'S  mòr  a  tha  do  bhain-tighoarnan 

A  null  'sa  nail  an  t-sràid, 
Gùntaichean  de'n  t-sìoda  orr', 

Ga'n  slìogadh  ris  a  bhlàr  ; 
Stòìsp.  air  na  h-ainniroan 

Ga'n  teannachadh  gu  hard. 
Buill  mhais  air  eudainn  bhòidheach, 

IMar  thuilleadh  spòrsa  dhaibh. 
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SAR-OliAlU  NAM   BAUD   GAELACIJ. 


Na  h-uilc  tfc  mar  thi^cadli  dh'i, 

(in  inoasail  a'  ntvas^  <'hi'ii(-li, 
Ualiach,  lìmhcach',  rilx'niiach. 

Cruiiiii,  iniii-goat,  f^iobach,  tlù  ; 
Tnisfraii  air  na  h-(»i^hcaiiaii, 

Cia'ii  ('òiiiti<la('ha*lh  ^ii  Inr  ; 
Bròg  bhioracli,  (lliioiiach,  chuthroinacli, 

'S  bu  chorracb  Icain  a  Nail. 

'Niiair  cliaidh  mi  staigh  do'n  Abailtr, 

CJu'ni  b'ait  an  sralladh  siil 
Bhi  "g  ainharc  air  na  dcalblianan, 

Kigh  Fearghas  nnn  air  thus  ; 
A  nis  o'n  rinn  iad  falbh  uainn, 

Tha  Alba  gun  an  Crùn  : 
'Se  sin  a  dh'fhàg  na  garbh-chriochan 

'S  an  aimsir  so  a  ciiirt. 

Bi  lòchrainn  ann  de  ghloineachan, 

A's  coinneal  anns  gach  hit, 
A  meudachadh  an  soillearachd, 

Gu  sealladh  a  thoirt  daibh  : 
Cha  lagha  'n  t-aobhar  eibhneis, 

Cluig-chluil  ga'n  eisdeachd  ann, 
S  gur  binne  na  chuach  cheitein  iad, 

Le'n  toragan  eibhinn  ard. 

Bi  farrum  air  na  coitseachan, 

Na'n  trotan  a's  na'n  deann, 
Eich  nan  cruaidh  cheum  socrach, 

Cha  bhiodh  an  coiseachd  mall  ; 
Cùrsain  inheamnach,  mhireanach, 

A  b'airde  binneach  ceann  ; 
Cha'n  e  am  fraoch  a  b'innis  daibh, 

Na  firichean  nam  beann. 

Is  ann  an  clous  na  Pdrlamaid 

A  chi  mi  thall  an  t-each, 
Na  sheasamh  mar  a  b'abhaist  da, 

Air  lòm  a  chabhsair  chlach  ; 
Chuir  iad  srian  a's  diallaid  air, 

'Se'n  Righ  a  tha  n'a  glaic, 
Ga'n  robh  coir  na  rioghachd  so, 

Ge  d'  dhiobair  iad  a  mhac*  : 

Tha  taigh  m'ur  na  Pdrlamaid 

Air  ardachadh  le  tlachd, 
Aig  daoin-uailse  ciallach, 

Nach  tug  riamh  ach  a  bhreith  cheart ; 
Tha  breitheanas  air  thalamh  ann, 

A  mhaireas  's  nach  teid  as, 
Chum  na  thoill  a  chrochadh, 

'S  thig  na  neo-chiontaich  a  mach. 

A's  chunna'  mi  taigh-leigheas  aim 
Aig  leighichean  ri  feum, 

«  King  James  VI  I.  was  thebrother  of  Charles  II.  whose 
statue  is  here  described. 


A  dhpanndh  rIAh  gnch  dochartas 
A  bhiodh  'ati  corp  no'n  crù  ; 

Aon  diiiiic  bhiodh  an  fu  slainiitc, 
N«)'n  ti'ea.tdal  r\n  an  li'igh. 

Be  HÌn  an  t-.Mte  dl«'anann;tch, 
Gu  theasairginn  o'n  eiig. 

Tha  I)iin-i-idcan  bòidhcuc.h 

Air  iomadh  soul  na  dha, 
Gu'n  bhaile  anns  an  rioghachd  mo 

Nach  dcnnadh  Ktriochda  dha  ; 
A  liutbad  fear  a  (Ih'innsinn  ann 

A  bhcireadh  cis  dc  chàch, 
Daoin'  uaisle  (tasg  an  iota, 

A  g'  Ò1  air  lion  na  S/jdinnt. 

Ge  mòr  a  tha  dc  dh'  astar 

Kadar  Glascho  agus  Peairt, 
Is  cinnteach  mi  ged'  fhaicinn 

Na  tha  dh'aitreabh  »nn  air  fad, 
Nach  'eil  ann  is  taitniche 

Na'n  A  bait  a's  am  Banc, 
Na  taighean  mJjra  rimheach, 

'Am  bu  choir  an  Righ  bhi  stad. 


ORAN    DUTHCHA. 

LUINNEAG. 

Hoirio7in  o  ho  hi-ri-riOy 
Hoimmn  b  ho  hi-ri-rio, 
Hoirionn  ò  hi-ri-ìio, 
'ò'  i  nw  dhùthaich  a  dhyhàg  mi. 

Gkd'  a  tha  mi  car  tamaill, 
A  t.imh  measg  na  Gallaibh, 
Tha  mo  dhùthaich  air  m'aire, 
'S  cha  mhath  learn  a  h«àicbeadh. 

Hoirionn  o  ho,  S;c. 

Ged'  is  eiginn  dhuinn  gabhail 

Leis  gach  ni  thig  'san  lathad, 

Gu'm  b'fhearrna  na  srathan, 

Bhi  taghaich  'sa  bhrdidhe* 

Hoirionn  o  ho^  ^'C 

Ged'  is  còmhnard  na  sràidean, 
S  mòr  a  b'fhearr  bhi  air  (liridb, 
Am  iVith  nam  Beann  arda, 
'S  nam  fàsaichean  blàtha. 
Hoirionn  o  ho^  ^"C. 

Benrla  chruaidh  gach  aon  latha, 
'N  ar  duals  o  cheann  ghrathainn, 
*S  e  bu  dual  duinn  o'r  n-athair, 
Phi  labhairt  na  Gàelig. 
Hoirionn  o  ho,  S^c, 


À 
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Ged'  is  cliùteach  a  Mhachaii*, 

'iS  e'n  t-armunn  suairce 

Le  cùnnradh  's  Je  fasan, 

A  ghluais  a  Bealach  leinn, 

Be  air  diirachd  dol  dachaigli, 

'S  na  sar  dhaoin-uaisle 

'S  bin  'n  taice  r'ar  càirdeaii : 

Il'a  ghualairin  mar  ris  aim  ; 

Ilolrionn  o  ho,  ^f. 

O'n  dh'iiirich  sluagh  le 

Gu  feum  'sa  chruadal, 

Bhi 'n  Clachan-aii-Diseirt, 

A  rC'ir  do  diiualchais 

A  faicitiri  air  dillsean, 

Bi'dh  buaidh  a  dli'aiu-deoin  ieat. 

Gum  b'ait  leinn  an  tir  sin, 

O'n  a  's  i  rinn  air  'n  àrach. 

Gurdeas  am  fid  ran 

Iloirionn  o  ho,  tj[-c'. 

Air  thus  nan  gallan  thu, 

'S  cha  ghabh  thu  cùram 

Cha  be  fasan  nan  daoin'  ud. 

Ro  ghnùis  nan  aineolach  ; 

Bhi  'n  conas  na  'n  caonnaijj, 

Led'  chòmhlain  ùra 

Ach  soti.is  an  t-saoghail, 

'S  thu  feiii  ga'n  stiùireadh. 

'S  bhi  gaolach  mar  bhràithrean. 

A's  fir  do  dhuthcha 

Hoirionn  o  ho,  ^-c. 

Ri  d'  chùl  mar  bharantas. 

N  am  suidhe  's  taigh-òsda, 

'S  tu  ceann  na  riaghailt 
Tha  ciallach,  carthanach, 

O                        " 

Gu  luinneasach,  ceolmhor 

©                          '        ■w.w 

Bu  bhinn  ar  cuid  òran, 

Na  daoin'  a  thriall  Ieat 

'S  bhi  'g-ol  nan  deoch-shiimifc. 

Gu'r  briagh  am  punnal  iad  ; 

Hoirionn  o  ho,  4*c. 

'S  tu  thog  na  ciadan 

A  shliochd  nam  Fianntan, 

Luchd  dhireadh  nan  stùicean, 

'S  an  am  a  ghniomha, 

Le'n  gunnaclian  dii-ghorm, 

Bu  dian  'sa  charraid  iad. 

A  loisgeadh  am  fùdar, 

Hi  ùdlaiche  làn-daimh. 

Hoirionn  o  ho,  <^'C. 

Ma  thig  na  Frangaich 

A  nail  do'n  fhearann  so, 

S  e  bu  mhiann  leis  na  macaibh» 

Bheir  sinn  truth  dhaibh 

^ 

Bhi  triall  leis  na  slatan, 

Cion-fath  an  aithreacliais 

Theid  cuid  gu  biis  dhiubh, 

A  chuir  srian  ris  a  bhradan, 

'S  cuid  eile  bhàthadh, 

Cha  be  fhasan  am  fagaii. 

Hoirionn  o  ho,  J^'c. 

Mu'm  faigh  iad  bata. 

'S  mu'm  fag  iad  tharais  sinn. 

Gu  fiadhach  a  mhunaidh, 

No  dh'  iasgach  air  buinne, 

O'n  fhuair  sinn  gunnachau 

Anns  gach  gniomh  a  ni  duin 

Gu'r  ullamh,  ealamh  iad, 

'S  mòr  urram  nan  Gael. 

'S  cha  'n'eil  gin  uile  dhiubli 

Hoirionn  o  ho,  4'C- 

Nach  freagair  aingeal  dhuinn, 

Cha'n  fhaic  na  curraldhean 

Dol  sios  na  chunriart  dhaibli 

r^^-^^j,  r^/-  r^^j-r  rj,j^^J^  x^^r  r^^x. 

'S  gur  rioghail  urrauiach 

A  dhioladh  falachd  iad. 

O  R  A  N 

'Nuair  theid  gach  treun-fhcar 

DO  DH'-IARLA  BHRAID-AI-nANN. 

Naeididh  ceannardach, 

Le'n  armaibh  gleusda 

Air  fonx — "An  Tailear  Acuinncach:' 

Cho  geur  's  bu  mhath  leinn  iad 

DEOCH-slainnf  an  larla 

Bithidh  iomadh  creuchdan 

Cuir  dian  na'r  caramh  i, 

Le'm  buillean  beumach, 

'S  mo  gleibh  sinn  Ian  i, 

Cha  leigheas  leigh  iad, 

Gu'm  fag  sinn  falamh  i ; 

'S  cha  ghleidh  e'n  t-anam  riu. 

'Nuair  thig  i  oirnne 

Gu'm  bi  sinn  ceolmhor, 

'S  i  sill  a  garbh  bhratacb, 

'S  gu'n  gabh  sinn  òrain 

A  dh'  fhalbh  o'n  bhaile  leinn, 

Ga  h-òl  gu  farumach. 

'S  iad  fir  Bhraid-Albann 

_^    _     .          

.     .... 

1 —                                                         ■ 

1 
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Gu  (Ii'iirbli  H  Icaniias  i, 

Am  feacbd  High  Del.rsa, 

Fir  lira,  tlialnia, 

Aun  jdiòr  thug  bairachd  oi  r'. 

A  thu  lii^hinur,  meainiiacli, 

Ma  tihuis^cur  IVarjj  on  a. 

Tha'n  Samliradli  bl'itb  aim 

'S  inairg  n  bhcaiias  dliaiWIi. 

O'li  db'i'iia^  ati  t-i>arrar,h  hiiin, 
Ma  iii  HÌIIII  camp 

Tlui  coiinspuliiii  àiMÌdh 

'S  e  bhioH  ann  <ihuiiiii  fallaiiiu.K  hd  r 

A  bi'hii;h  ^hlinii-rallacli  Iciiiii, 

'J'ha  ni  air  gleaniitaibli 

A  fliuaii-  biiaidh-laradi 

C'ha  idii  sinn  gaiiii  <lhiii, 

'S  gucii  uit  'ii  tlo  tharruiiiii  iad, 

'S  gur  lioninhor  (iall 

Lc  luchd  nn  làinhnich 

ilia  cuir  aird  air  aiaii  dhiiiiin. 

Hi  iK-.hd  ail  iiàinhaìtl, 

liilbidh  cuirp  'sail  hraich 

'S  e  'n  togail  iiintinn 

Air  làr  gun  charachadh. 

Cho  grinn  'sa  b'aithne  dhomh, 
Bhi'ii  cùirt  an  Uigh 

Cuid  eil'  an  pliàirtì, 

Gu'n  biii  stri  ri  sgalagaciid  ; 

Gu  dan  le  fearalachd, 

Cha  dean  sinn  fuùraìch 

Theid  lioninhor,  làidir 

Air  tuillc  stòrais, 

'S  an  ;.it  a  ghmillas  iad  ; 

'S  cha  teirig  Ion  dhuiiin 

Fir  shuniidach  dhaicheil, 

Ka'r  beo  air  Gearasdan. 

A  grunnd  Earr-  Ghel, 

Nach  diult  's  na  blaraibh 

Le  làmhach  caithriscach. 



Na  h-Urrachaich  eireachdail 

Le'n  urachair  sgallanta, 

Cuir  suas  nam  peileirean 

IAIN  CAIMBEUL  A'  I3HANCA. 

Nach  cualas  mearachdach, 

S  iad  buaghar  iomairteach 

Iain  Chaimbeul  a'  bhanca, 

'S  cha  dualchas  giorag  dhaibh, 

Gu'm  faiceam  thu  slàn, 

'S  an  ruaig  cba  pbilleadh  iad, 

Fhir  a  chumail  na  dàimh, 

'S  gur  cruaidh  le'n  laiinan  iad. 

'Gam  buineadh  bhi  mòr  : 
Le  d'  chridhe  fial,  fearail, 

Na  h-uaislean  Eileanach, 

A  thug  barrachd  air  each, 

'S  ann  uain  nach  fannadh  iad, 

An  iomadaibh  cas 

'S  fir  chuairteach  beitin'  iad, 

A  thuilleadh  nan  slògh. 

'S  air  chuan,  na'm  maraicheaii ; 

Fhuair  thu  meas,  nach  'eil  bichiont' 

Luchd  bhualadh  bhuillean  iad 

A  measg  Bhreatuinneach, 

'S  a  fhuair  an  t-urram  sin. 

Banc  an  òir  bhi  fo  d'  sgòd, 

A's  fuaim  an  gunnaireachd 

Ann  an  coir  dhleasannach  ; 

Cho  luath  ri  dealanaich. 

Na  th'  ann,  cha  'n  e  'm  beagan 
Is  e  'm  freasdal  ri  d'  stàit, 

'S  ann  tha  air  nainahdean 

F'o  leagadh  do  làmh 

m 

'S  an  Jim  so  amai  each, 

'S  gu  freagradh  do  bheòiL 

1 

'S  a  mhisneach  ard 

Tha  'nar  ceann,'s  a  dh'fhannas  ann  ; 

'S  tu  marcach  nan  srann-each, 

Tha  'n  Rlgh  ag  earbsadh 

Is  farramaich  ceum. 

Gu'n  diol  sinn  argamaid, 

Le  'm  fallaireachd  fein 

Le  stri  na  h-armailt 

Gu  farasda,  Toil  : 

Mar  dhearbh  ar  'n-athraichean. 

Air  dliiollaid  nan  cùrsan 
Bu  dubailte  srein, 

'Nuair  thog  iad  sròl 

'S  tu  bhuidhneadh  gach  rcis, 

'S  na  fir  mhòra  tarruinn  ris, 

A  shiubhladh  an  rod. 

'S  o'n  fhuair  iad  eblas 

Na  h-eich  bhearcasach,  chalma, 

Air  fòghlum  cabhagach. 

Bhiodh  garbh,  cumachdail, 

Cha'n  fhaicear  cb-ladh 

•  Is  iad  gu  h-anmadail,  meamnach, 

De  ghaisgich  òga, 

L- 

Le  'm  falbh  gurilleumach. 

l| 
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Cruidheuch,  dlù-tliairgueach, 
iVlear,  aineasach,  I'uasgailteach, 

Ceannaidacli,  cluas-bhioracti, 

Uallach  gu  leoir.  ^ 

B'e  do  roghainn  a  dh'armachd, 

An  targaid  chruinn  ùr, 
Gu  meanbh-bhallach  dlù, 

Buidh'  tairgneach  cruaidh  seolt  ; 
Is  claidheamh  chinn  airgeid. 

Cruaidh,  calma,  nach  liib, 
Lann  thana,  gheur-chiiil, 

Gu  daingean  a'd  dhùrn  ; 
Mar  ri  dag  uUamh,  giad, 

A  bhlodh  a  snap  freasdalach, 
Nach  biodii  stad  air  a  sraid 

Ach  bhi  'mach  freagarach  ; 
Fudar  cruaidh,  sgeilceara, 

'M  feaduii  gle  dhireach, 
A'd  latnhan  geal,  mine, 

'S  cuileabhar  caol,  gorin. 

J3u  cheannard  air  feachd  thu, 

An  am  gaisgidh  no  feum, 
Fhir  mhisneachail,  threin 

A  b'  fbiosrach  's  gach  seòl ; 
A  fhuair  fbgluin,  a's  fasan, 

Is  aiteas  g'a  reir, 
Tur  paillte  le  ceill 

A'  cur  aigiiidh  am  moid. 
An  am  suidhe  na  cCiirte, 

No  dublodh  an  t-seisein, 
An  uchd  bearraidh  no  biniie, 

'S  i  t-fhirinn  a  sheasadh  : 
Deag  theang-fhear  gu  deasput, 

Bu  flireagarach  cainnt, 
A  bhuidhneadh  gach  geall 

'S  a  chumadh  a  choir. 

*S  e  do  shùgradh  bha  earailteach, 

Ceannalta,  suairc, 
An  am  tional  nan  uaislean 

Mar  riut  a  dh-òl ; 
Gu  failfeachail,  furanach, 

A  cuireadh  a  suas, 
Gach  duine  de'n  t-sluagh, 

G'am  buineadh  bhi  d'  choir  : 
Na  diùcan  bu  rinihiche, 

A  chit'  ann  am  Breatunn, 
Is  bu  chompanach  righ  thu, 

Le  firinn  's  le  teisteas, 
Fhir  ghroadhnaich  bu  sheirceile 

Sheasadh  air  blàr. 
Fo  'n  deise  bhiodh  Ian. 

De  lastanan  oir. 

'S  math  thig  dhut  san  fhasan, 
An  ad  a's  a  ghru:ig, 


Air  an  deasachadh  suan 

Am  fasan  an  t-sioigh 
Gu  camagach,  duithte, 

Lan  chaisreag  a's  chuach, 
Gu  bachhich  mu'n  cuairt, 

Le  maise  ro-nihùr  : 
Tha  gach  ciabh  mar  do  mhiann, 

Air  an  Htiiunih  cumachdail, 
Fiamh  dhunn,  torrach,  tròm, 

Gu'n  aon  bhonn  uireasbhuidh, 
Amlagach,  cleachdach, 

Cruinne  cas-bhuidh  tlà, 
Cho  gasda  ri  barr, 

Th'  air  mac  san  Uoinn-eòri)'  ; 

'S  i  t-aghaidh  ghlan,  shoilleir, 

Bha  caoineil  ro  suairc, 
Caol  mhala  gun  ghruaim, 

Sùil  mheallach  bu  bhòidhch'  : 
Gnùis  àillidh  mar  ciianach, 

Bu  cheanalta,  snuagh, 
Min,  cannach,  do  ghruaidh, 

Mar  bharra  nan  ròs. 
Cha  'n  'eil  àilleachd  air  c;.ch, 

Nach  tug  pairt  urram  dhut  ; 
Foinnidh,  finealta,  dircach, 

Deas  fir  chumachdail, 
Calpa  chruinn,  cothromach, 

Corrach,  gu  d'  shàil, 
Gun  chron  ort  a'  fas, 

O  mhulach  gu  bròig. 

Do  smaointeana  glicc, 

Le  misnlch  's  le  ceill, 
Do  thuigse  ghlan,  gheur, 

'S  deagh  thuiteamas  bcoil  ; 
Gun  tuirsneadh,  gun  bhristt-adh, 

Gun  triublaid,  fo'n  ghrein, 
A  b'  fhiosrach  mi  fein, 

Is  misd  thu  bhi  d'  choir. 
'S  ioma  gibht'  a  tha  'nis, 

Lionuihor  trie  minig  ort, 
luil  a's  fìos,  mùirn  as  mios, 

Flùr  a'  measg  iinnich  thu, 
An  uaisle  le  spiorad. 

Air  mhireadh  a'  d'  chàil, 
'S  tu  iriosal,  baigheil, 

Cinneadail,  c'uir. 

Gheibhte  sud  ann  ad*  thalla, 

Fion  geal  is  math  tuar, 
Deoch  thana  gun  druaip, 

'S  i  failain  gu  pòit  ; 
Bhiodh  sunnd  agus  farum 

Air  aire  an  t-sluaigh, 
Deadh  ghoan  aim  san  nair, 

A  teannaidli  r'a  h-M  ; 
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Ann  sun  tiiigh  bn  inlu'.r  seiulli, 

Bhi  M  chàradh  fo  'n  chrùn 

Leia  nHcli  dnigh  aithnichfan, 

An  àite  rìgh  DeJirN'. 

IMiiirn  n'.t  cnoin,  n  bliios  air  flicadh, 

Cupa  's  glditi,  rniiarliaii, 

Coinnleirean  airgeid, 

'S  drebs  dhpàlrach  o  ch6ir, 

Feadh  t-aitroamli  ^ii  k'ir, 

'S  iad  pailte  gii  lei'iir. 

CU  M  11  A  I)  II     1  A  R  L  A 

U'e  do  mhinnn  a  liichd  <':ilaidh, 

lllir<AII)-AI.IJ.V.\N. 

Piob  sgalanta,  chruaidh, 

Le  caithream  cho  luath, 

'SxRirACii  r'a  I'lsdcachd  an  sgeul 

'S  a  ghearradh  na  me?iir  ;                             ' 

Fhuair  mi  ieiri  tuille  's  luath  ; 

Puirt  shiiilaclia,  niheara, 

Rinn  an  t-iiug  ceann  na  ceille 

Is  fìor  allail  cur  suas, 

'S  nam  beus  a  thoirt  uainn  : 

Ann  an  talla  nam  buadh 

Cha'n  'eil  leigh  tha  fo  'n  ghrein, 

hu  bharrail  inu'n  stur 

Dheanadh  t'eum  dhut  's  an  uair: 

Cruite  clùil,  torman  ur, 

'S  bochd  a'd'  dheigh  sinn  gu  leir, 

Is  e  gu  dlu  ruith-leiimach, 

'S  cha  'n'eil  feum  bhi  'ga  luaidh. 

Fendain  lorn,  chruinne,  dhonn, 

Thogadh  fonn  mireanach, 

Tha  do  chairdean  K-.idir,  Homhor 

Clàrsach  le  grinneas, 

Anns  gach  tir  a  tha  mu'n  cuairt ; 

Bu  bhinn-thaclach  fuaim. 

So  na  dh-fhàg  an  aigneadh  iosal, 

'S  cha  pilleadh  tu  'n  duais, 

Do  chorp  prlseil  bhi  'san  uaigh  : 

'Nuair  a  shireadh  tu  ceùl. 

Is  iad  mar  loingeas  gun  bhi  dionach, 

Fad  o  thir  air  druim  a'  chuain  ; 

'S  iomadh  ait  am  beil  do  charaid, 

'S  tusa  b'urrainn  an  toirt  sabhailt, 

A  t-l'haraid  mu'n  cuairt, 

Ge  do  bhiodh  an  gkbhadh  cruaidh. 

An  deas  a's  an  tuath, 

Cho  dleas'nach  's  bu  chbir  ; 

'S  ann  an  diugha  chaidh  do  char  ad  h 

Diùc  Earraghalach  ainmeil, 

'An  ciste  chlar  's  ad  leabaidh  fhuair  ; 

Ceann  armailt'  nam  buagh, 

Is  muladach  a'd'  dheigh  an  traths' 

Leis  na  dhearbadh  làmh  chruaidh, 

A'  chuid  is  airde  do  d'  dhaoin'  uails. 

Is  ris  an  d'earbadh  gu  lebir  : 

Tha  gach  duin'  agad  fo  phrkmh, 

An  t-Iarla  cliùiteach  g'an  duthchas 

'S  goirt  an  chs  am  bheil  an  tuath  ; 

Bhi  'n  Tùr  Bhealaich, 

'S  iad  do  bhochdan  a  tha  cràiteach  ; 

A  chuir  an  ruaig  le  chuid  sluaigh, 

Thugadh  an  taic'  laidir  uath'. 

Air  na  fuar  Ghallaich  ; 

Mòrair  Loudon  nan  seang-each, 
Ard  sheanalair  caimp, 

'S  iomadh  dilleachdan  òg  falamh 

Bha  le  h-ainnis  air  dhroch  shnuagh, 

Fhuair  urram  comannd, 

Seann  daoine  's  banntraicheau  fanna 

Far  na  bhuidhin  na  seòid. 

Bha  faotainn  beathachaidh  uair  : 

'S  ann  bu  truaigh  a'  ghaoir  a  bh'aca, 

'S  debir  gu  frasach  air  an  gruaidh, 

Tha  iomadh  càs  eile 

Caoineadh  cruaidh,  a's  bualadh  bhasan, 

Nach  ceilinn  san  uair, 

'S  bhi  toirt  pairt  de  'ra  fait  a  nuas. 

Tha  tarruinn  ort  buaidh, ' 

A  mhaireas  ri  d'  bheb  ; 

'S  muladach  an  nochd  do  dhùthaicb, 

Fuil  rioghail  air  lasadh 

'S  dubhach  tursach  tha  do  shluagh  : 

Amach  ann  ad'  ghruaidh, 

Cha  'n  ioghnadh  sin,  's  mùr  an  diùbhail 

Cuir  t-aigneadh  a  suas 

An  tionndadh  so  thigh'n  oirnn  cho  luath, 

Le  aiteas  ro-mhòr; 

Am  fear  a  b'àbhaist  bhi  le  dùrachd 

Tha  bunntam  a's  leirsinn. 

Gabhail  cùram  dhiubh  gach  uair, 

Gu  leir  ann  ad'  phearsa, 

Dh'fhàg  iad  'na  laidhe  'san  ùir  e 

Fhir  shunntaich  na  feile, 

Far  nach  dùisg  e  gu  La-luain. 

Sgeul  eibhinn  a  b'  ait  leam, 

Na  'm  faicinn  a'maireach 

'S  ann  an  trathaibh  na  Feill-bride 

Le  iibhachd  's  le  mùirn, 

Thàinig  crioch  air  saoidh  nam  buadh. 
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'S  lorn  <i  thug  ail  t-euff  an  sgriob  oirriii, 
Och  !   ino  (Ihith  cha  lieic  a  liiath's, 

Ijhuail  an  gath  air  (lath  tia  tlrinn 
Bha  'gar  dionadh  o  gach  cruas  : 

*S  goirid  leinn  do  re  'san  àite, 

Ged'  their  each  gu'n  robh  thu  biian. 

Cha  do  sheall  thu  riamh  gu  h-iosal 

Air  ni  chuireadh  sios  an  tuath  : 
Bu  chiil-taic  dhaibh  arms  gach  ait  tliu, 

'S  tu  blia  ghnàth  'gan  cuinail  suas. 
Cha  bu  inhiatin  leat  togail  ùhiinìh  ; 

Sin  a'  chilis  d'an  tug  thu  fuatli : 
Bha  thu  faotainn  gaoil  gach  duine, 

'S  ghleidh  thu'n  t-urram  sin  a  fhuair. 

•  Bha  thu  leirsinneach  1«  suairceas  ; 

Dh-fhàs  a'd'  chòm  an  uaisle  inhor  ; 
Ciall  a's  misneach  mar  ri  cruadal, 

Fhuair  thu  'n  dualchas  sin  o  d'  sheòrs'. 
Bha  thu  fiosrach,  glic,  neo-Iuaineach  ; 

Bha  t-inntinn  buan  atins  a'  choir. 
O'n  a  thog  iad  air  ghiùhin  sluaigh  thu, 

'S  aobhar  sin  a  luathaich  deòii'. 

Chan'eil  aoibneas  ann  am  Bealach, 

Cha'n'eil  farum  ann,  no  ceùl  ; 
Daoine  dubhach,  's  mnathan  galach, 

A's  iad  gun  ealaidh  ach  am  bròn  ; 
O'n  a  chaidh  do  ghiùlan  dachaigh 

O'n  mhachair  air  mhuthadh  seòil, 
'N  ait'  an  eididh  sin  a  chleachd  thu, 

Ciste,  's  leine,  's  brat  de'n  t-sròl. 

'Nam  bu  daoine  bheireadh  dhinn  thu, 

Dh'èireadh  mìUtcan  air  an  tòir, 
O  bheul  Tatha  gu  Lathuirn-iochdrach, 

Sin  fo  chis  dut  agus  cor  : 
Far  an  d'fhàs  na  gallain  fhior-ghlan, 

A's  iad  iionmhor  ann  gu  h'òir, 
A  rachadh  togarrach  gud'  dh'ioladh, 

Nach  obadh  dol  sios  le  deòin. 

'S  ann  tha  chùis  ni's  fearr  mar  tha  i, 

Dochas  làidir  thu  bhi  beo 
Am  measg  nan  aingeal  a  tha  'm  Phàrras, 

Ann  an  giirdeachas  ro-mhòr  : 
Gur  e  'n  Ti  a  ghlac  air  lùimh  thu, 

'Thug  'san  àite  sin  dhut  coir 
Air  oighrcachd  is  fearr  na  dh"fh;ig  thu, 

'An  àros  àghmhor  High  na  glòir. 

Ged'  tha  'm  fear  a  thig  a'  t-àite 
Thall  an  trkths'  tharr  chuaintean  mòr, 

Guidheam  dlii  gu'n  tig  e  sàbhailt 
(Soirbheas  ard  ri  ciil  gach  seòil) 

A  dh'  fiiaotainn  scilbh  air  an  t-saibhreas, 
'S  air  an  oighveachd  sin  bu  choir ; 


A  ghabhail  cùram  ga  chuid  framinn, 
'S  ga  chuid  daoine  seau  an  òg. 


ClI  M  H  A'    C  II  A  I  L  E  1  N 

GHLINN-IUBHAIK. 

Sjiaointkan  truagh  a  th'air  m'aigne, 
Dh'  fhàg  orm  smuairean,  a's  airsneul, 
An  am  gluasad  am  leabaidh, 

Cha  chadal  ach  dùisg  ; 
Tha  mo  ghruaighean  air  seacadh, 
Gun  dion  uair  air  mo  rasgan, 
Mu'n  sgeul  a  chualas  o'n  /\puinn, 

A  ghluais  a  chaismeachd  ud  dhuin', 
Fear  Ghlinn-iubhair  a  dhith  oirnri, 
l^e  puthar  luchd  mi-ruin, 
Mo  sgeul  dubhach  r'a  Innseadh 

Thu  bhi  d'  shineadh  'san  ùir  ; 
'S  truagh  gach  duine  de  d'  dhilsean, 
O'n  a  chaidh  do  chorp  priseil, 
An  ciste  chuthainn,  chaoil,  diiionaich, 

'S  ann  an  lion-anart  ùr. 

B'e  sinn  an  corp  aluinn, 

'Nuair  bha  thu  roimhe  so  d'  shlainnte, 

Gun  chion  cumachd  no  fas  ort, 

Gu  foinnidh,  daicheil  deas  ùr ; 
Suairce,  foisinneach,  fàillteach, 
Uasal,  iorasal  bàidheil, 
Caoimhneil,  cinneadail,  càirdeil, 

Gun  chron  r'a  rait'  air  a  chùl ; 
Làn  do  ghliòcas,  's  do  leirsinn, 
Gu  dana,  misneachail,  treubhach, 
Gach  ait  an  sirte  gu  feum  thu, 

'S  ann  leat  a  dh'eireadh  gacli  cùis  ; 
B'e  do  choimeas  an  drèagan, 
No  'n  t-sothag  's  na  speuraibh, 
Co  bu  choltach  r'a  chcile 

Ach  iad  fc'in  agus  thu  ? 

'S  cruaidh  an  teachdair  a  thàinig, 
'S  truagh  mar  thachair  an  dràsta, 
Nach  do  shcachainn  thu  'n  t-aite, 

'N  do  ghlac  am  bus  thu  air  thus  ; 
Suas  o  chacliaile  ghàraidh, 
Fhuair  thu  'n  tacaid  a  cliràidh  mi, 
'S  gun  do  thaic  a  blii  làimh  riut, 

'Nuair  ghabii  iad  fùth  ort  o  d'  chùl, 
Air  do  thaobh  's  thu  gun  chbmhradh, 
S'an  am  'n  do  chaochail  an  deò  bhuat, 
T-fhuil  chraobhach,  dhearg,  bhòidheach 

A  gabhail  dùrtadh  'iia  brùchd, 
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Lt>  Kiiioinh  ail  .iiniulaiii  f^horuich, 
A  Itliu  gun  uitliiic  gun  colaH, 
A  I't'ic  aimin  nir  stuniH, 

Nacli  do  cliuir  an  tr"  cair  a  dliiiil. 

li'e  'u  cridhc  gun  tioina,  gun  doiscin, 
('un  àdli,  gun  chinnt'as,  gun  (■twntaidh, 
A  cliuir  l.'inih  aM'  nihillcadli  gun  rcuhaii, 

L«'  oion  I'l'iir  sgus  fiiir  ; 
'8  e  glac  mar  cliuiniiai  1'  an  cucoir, 
\S  buc  an  gnothaicli  mar  dirtfiricii, 
i)l)-fliàg  (>  sinnc  fo  t-u-slainnt, 

Is  c  i'ùìu  'na  flipar-cùiin  ; 
'8  ge  nach  8<àmharh  a  leabaidh, 
Le  eagnl  u  glilacadh, 
Cha  'n  c  tha  mi  'g  acain, 

Ach  mar  a  tliachair  do'n  rliiiis  ; 
An  t-armunn  dcas,  tlaclidmlior, 
A  tha  'n  dràst'  an  Ard-chatain, 
An  deJgh  a  ch'iradh  an  tasgaidh, 

An  aite  cadail  nach  dùisg. 

'S  «*  do  chadal  gu  sTorruidh, 

A  dh'fhàg  m'  aigno  cho  tionihnidh, 

'8  trie  smaointeana  diomhain  ; 

A  tigh'n  gu  dian  orm  as  ur, 
'S  tròm  a  dh'fhàs  orm  an  iargainn, 
Is  goirte  thrsa  nam    fiabhras, 
Mo  chomh-alt  iMuinn,  deas,  ciatach, 

An  deigh's  a  riabadh  gu  dlù  ; 
Mile  mallachd  do'n  làimh  sin, 
A  ghabh  cothrom  is  lath  ort, 
A  thug  an  comas  do'n  lamhach, 

'Nuair  chuir  e  'n  spàiiiteach  r'a  sliùil ; 
Sgeula  soilleir  a  b'  ail  learn, 
Gu'n  cluinnt'  am  follais  aig  each, 
E  bhi  dol  ri  crommaig  le  fàradh, 

Gus  am  miosa  dhà-sa  na  dhuinn. 

Ge  b'e  ncach  a  riiin  plot  ort, 
l.e  droch  dhùrachd  o  thoiseacli, 
Bu  dàna  chùis  dha  tigh'n  o)-t-sa, 

Na  do  lotadh  as  ur  ; 
Bha  'na  run  bhi  gu  h-olc  dhut, 
'S  gu'n  a  chridh'  aig  aodaitin  a  nochadJi, 
'S  aiin  a  thain'  e  sàmhach  mu'n  chnocan, 

'S  a  ghabh  ort  socair  o  d'  chCil. 
'S  e  mo  dhiubhail  a  thachair, 
An  am  do'n  fhùdar  ud  lasadh, 
Nach  robh  ad'  chiiirdean  an  taic  riut, 

Na  bheireadh  aicheamhail  diubh  ; 
'S  a  liuthad  fiuiau  deas,  tlachdmlior, 
Nach  gabhadh  cùram  ro'  bhagra, 
A  chuireadh  smùid  ris  an  Apuinn, 

A  chionn  gu'm  faiceadh  lad  thu. 

'S  tròm  a  pb'igh  sinn  an  iobairt, 
A  chuir  ar  nàmhaid  a  dbith  oiriin, 


Ctt'iV  tha  'n  aicbinhail  gu'n  dioladh, 

'i'liig  I'liatliasd  liontan  niu'n  (Iiùìh, 
Chuireas  each  an  staid  iosail, 
Air  aon  an  ailieagain  plii'iscii, 
Bir  ann  san  aile  mar  fliirean, 

A  chlcachd  firinn  a's  cliii : 
'8  bochd  an  naidln-achd  r'a  ain-auih, 
Gur  ann  an  nasgaidii  a  tha  lliu, 
Nai'h  tairiig  Ihaliiasd  niu'n  cliàs  ad, 

Na  <lheana<lli  abliachd  thoirt  duinn  ; 
Ach  air  fhad  's  gam  bi  dàil  ann, 
Cheart  cho  (lor  'a  tlia  mi  'g  ràite, 
Bidh  an  falachd  ud  paiglito, 

Mu'n  d'  t(5i(l  an  gamhlau  air  chù!. 

'8  iad  na  fineachan  laidii-, 

Bu  mhath  a  gabhail  do  phàirti. 

An  ngh,  a's  diiic  Eairaghà'el, 

Nach  l'hai(;nadh  fàilinti  a'd'  ehuis  ; 
laria  dlighcach  Bhraid- Albann, 
Air  thus  a  tighinn  gu'n  chearbaich, 
'8  gur  ioma'  fear  armach, 

A  sheasadh  calma  r'a  chùl  ; 
Mac-Aoidh  's  a  luehd-leanmhuinn, 
Leis  an  eireadh  suinn  nach  bu  leanbaidh, 
Na  Inoich  bhuidhneach,  mhòr,  mheamnauh, 

lie'n  lanna  ceann-bheartach,  cùil  ; 
Mac-Dhomhnuil  duibh,  's  Cloinn-Chamroin, 
S  gu  ìeh'ìv  a  thighearnan  ainmeil  ; 
S  i'had  o'n  chuala  sinn  seanchas, 

Gu'n  do  dhearb  iad  an  cliù. 

S  ghabh  thu  àite  le  ordugh. 
Air  pairt  do  Shrath-lùcha, 
'8  cha  b'  ann  air  ghaol  stòrais, 

'Nalos  am  pòi'san  thoirt  diubh  ; 
Ach  a  sheasamh  an  còrach, 
Le  meud  do  cheisd  air  an  t-seòrà'  nd, 
'8  an  òidhre  dleasnach  air  fògra, 

G'am  bu  choir  bhi  'sa  chùirt  ; 
'8  ge  do  theireadh  luchd  faoineachd, 
Gun  robh  t-aire-sa  daonnan, 
Bhi  sgainneait  nan  daoin  ud, 

Na  'n  leigeadh  sgaoilteach  air  chul  ; 
Chite  fhathasd  a  chaochladh, 
N'am  faighe  tu  saoghal, 
Gur  e  bhi  tarruinnn  luchd  gaoil  ort, 

As  gach  taobh,  a  bha  d'  run. 

Bu  tu  cridhe  na  feile, 

Dh'  fhas  gu  tighearnail,  ceutach. 

An  làthair  britheamh  Dhun-eideann, 

'S  trie  a  reitich  thu  cCiis  ; 
'S  oil  leam  càradh   do  cheud-mhna, 
'8  og  a  bhanntrach  a'd'  dheigh  i. 
Lion  chmpar  gu  leir  i. 

O'n  dh'èug  a  ceillidh  deas,  ur  ; 
Fhuair  mi  'n  sealladh  nach  b'eibhinn, 
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An  uiilgh  inu  d'  choinneamh  'ga  reiteacb, 
'S  truagh  gach  coinrnuii  thug  Npois  dhut, 

O'n  chaidli  tti  fciii  aiins  an  iiir, 
'S  gun  dùil  a  nis  ri  thu  dh-oiridh, 
*Se  dh'fhàg  niise  fo  eu-slaitint, 
13hi  n  diugh  ag'  innseadh  do  bheu.saii, 

'S  nach  tig  thu  dh-eisdeachd  mu  chliCi. 


ORAN  AN  T-SAMHRAIDH. 

'NuAiR  thig  an  Sàmhra'  geui^ach  oirnn, 

Theid  siaiin  nan  speur  o'n  ghruamaiche, 
Thig  tlus  a's  bias  a's  aoibhneas — 

Theid  gach  ni  g'a  reir  am  buadhahichd. 
Thig  feart  le  neart  na  grein'  oirnn, 

Ni  *n  saoghal  gu  leir  a  chuartachadii ; 
Thig  teas  o  slios  'nuair  dh'eireas  i 

Ni  feum,  's  clia  treigear  uainne  e. 

Bidh  pbr  ann  an  tir  ghràiseirean, 

Chui*  sil  ann  san  tim  ghndthaichte  ; 
A'  toirt  bridh  as  an  ùir  nàdurra, 

O'n  bhlàr  g'a  bhàrr  a  ghluaiseas  e  ; 
Gu  reachdmhor,  breac,  neo-flikillineacli, 

Trom-chiiinleanach,  garbh-gliràiiieanach, 
Gu  diasach,  riabhach,  càileanach, 

Gu  biadhchar,  lati,  'nuair  bhuainear  e. 

'S  glan  fàlleadh  nan  geug  liobhara, 

Mu  ghàradh  nan  send  lionnihora. 
Am  biodh  àileagain  gle  riomhacha 

Le  blath's  a'  sir  chur  snuadh  orra  ; 
Gu  h-ùbhlach,  peiirach,  figiseach, 

Glan,  brioghmhor,  diomhair,  guamaiseach 
Gach  sràid  is  àillidh  grìiieachan. 

Mar  Phèalasrìgh  r'an  cuartachadh. 

'S  ro-ghreannar  gach  gleann  tior-mhonaidh, 

Cur  iomhaigh  ghrinn  an  uachdar  air; 
Gach  lus  le  bhàrr  cho  mhior'ailteach, 

A'  tas  fo  mhile  suaicheantas  ; 
Gu  duilleach,  lurach,  ditheanach, 

Glan,  rimheach,  lionmhor,  cuaicheanach, 
Gu  vbpach,  dosach,  misleanach, 

Gu  millteachail,  min  uain-nealach. 

Bl'dh  foni»  air  gach  neach  nàdurra, 
Bhiodh  sealltaitin  gach  ni  gnàthait'hte. 

Am  blàr  loin  a'  cur  dreach  fasaich  air, 
Gach  la  cur  stràc  noo-thruaillidh  air, 

Gu  molach,  torach  blath-nihaiseach, 
'S  na  craobhan  li\n  de  chruasachdan 


Gu  h-ùrar.  dù'-ghorm,  àileant.i, 
Le  frasan  bl;'  tha,  bi  uuidlcanacij. 

Bj'<lh  gach  frith  gu  lioniitach,  feurach  ; 

'S  theid  na  feidh  'nan  eidisidh  suaicheaiita, 
Gu  h-uUach,  bintieach,  ceumannach, 

Grad-leuinanadi,  bior-chluaiseaiiaclj  ; 
Gu  crìjcach,  ca!)rach,  cur-gliealacli, 

Gu  manngach.  eangach,  eildeagach, 
'Gan  grianadh  sa'  inhios  cheiteariach, 

Air  slio8  an  t-sleibh  mu'n  cuartaich  iad. 

Bi'dh  laogh  ri  taobh  gach  aighu  dhiubh, 

'Nan  laidhe  mar  is  coir  dhaibh  ;  bidh 
Gach  damh  a's  manng  cho  aighearach, 

'Nuair  thig  Fill-leathain  ròid  orra  : 
Bu  tuillc  loin  a's  saoghail, 

Do  gach  Tieach  a  ghabhadh  gaol  orra, 
Bhi  trie  ag  aniharc  caol  orra 

'S  a  'g  ei.sdeachd  gaoir  an  crònanaich. 

Bi^dh  maoisleach  a  chinn  ghuanaich, 

A  cur  dreach  a's  snuadii  a's  tuar  oirre, 
'S  i  tilgeadh  cuilg  a'  gheamhraidh 

A  chuir  gurt  as  greann  a's  fuachd  oirre : 
O'n  thàinig  blùthas  an  t-Sàmhraidh  oirnn, 

Cuiridh  si  mànntal  ruadh  oin'e, 
S  tha  iniitinn  ghrinn  g'a  reir  aicc, 

Gu  fallain,  feitheach,  fuasgailteach. 

Bi'dh  am  minnein  iirar  meanbh-bhallach, 

Gros  tioram  air  a  ghnùis  bu  sgeinmeile  ; 
Gu  mireineach,  lùghor,  anmadail, 

Ri  slinnean  na  h-earb  an  guilieachan. 
Bu  chlis  feadh  phreas  mu  ati-moch  iad, 

Gu  trie  fo  iochd  nam  mean'-chuileag, 
Gu  sgrideil,  gibeach,  gearra-rahasach, 

An  sliochd  'g  an  ainm  na  ruadhagan. 

Bi'dh  gach  creutair  fàillineach, 

A  bha  greis  an  càs  na  fuaralachd, 
A  togail  an  cinn  gu  h-àbhachdach, 

O'n  a  thàinig  blath's  le  buaidh  orra: 
Na  h-eoin  sa'  phong  a  b'àbhaìst  daibh, 

Gu  ceolmhar,  fonnmhor,  fàilteachail, 
Feadh  phreas  a's  thorn  ri  gàirdeachas, 

Gun  chas  a  dh'fhàgadh  truaillidh  iad. 

'S  neo-thruaillidh  am  pur  lionmhor  ud, 

'S  gur  speiseil  grinn  a  ghluaiseas  iad  ; 
Le'm  beus  a  'seinn  mar  fhileirean, 

Gur  h-aoibhinn  binn  ri  m'  chlusan  iad  ; 
'S  glan  luinneagach,  lior-inntinneach, 

A'  chànain  chinn  thig  uatha-san  ; 
'S  iad  gobach,  sgiathach,  cireineach 

Gu  h-iteach,  dionach,  cluaineiseach. 

Bi'dh  an  coileach  le  thorman  tùchanach. 
Air  chnocanaibh  gorm  a  diirdanaicli. 
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Puirt  t'hilenntn,  uheulmhor,  Mhiiiblaclia, 

l.e  ribhcid  dlù  chur  seM  urrn  ; 
Gob  croin  nnin  poii^^aii  lùi>ir()ra, 

'S  a  chiicas  lu  drcacli  air  a  dliublncliadh, 
Gu  slitis-diibb,  gii't-glu'ul,  iir-bliallacli, 

'S  da  fbirc  a  Niigradli  bùidbcaeh  lis. 

'Diij;  a  cliuthaj;  sa*  iiiliios  cliciteiu  oirn, 

'S  bidh  I'iubbag  'iia  souchdan  cùiiiliUidh  ri, 
'S  an  dreathan  a  gleuaadh  sheannsaireaii 

Air  a  ^bc'ig  iti  aird  a  mhothaicbeas  e. 
Bidh  cbòiir  gii  Icir  's  iia  gleanntaicbvan, 

Air  chrathadl)  U>  h-aoibneas  caiintaireachd, 
Aig  Cuaim  a  chunail  cheannsalaich, 

Feadh  pbreas,  a'a  cbraiin,  a's  ùgaiiati. 

Na  duireachean  coilT  bu  diomhaire, 

'S  na  croinn  mu'n  iadh  na  stneoraiuhean 
Theid  gach  craobh  an  ciataichead, 

Bi'dh  caochladh  tiainh  a's  neoil  orra  ; 
Gu  meanganach,  direach  sniomhanach, 

Theid  cridhe  nam  friainh  an  sòghaireachd, 
Le  trusgau  ùr  g'a  inhiadachadh, 

I3ar-giic  air  mhiaraibh  uòsara. 

Bi'dh  am  beatha  gu  cuisleach,  tìùranach, 

Gu  faileanach,  slatach,  ùr-fhasach  ; 
Thig  snothach  fo  'n  chairt  a's  druisealachd, 

Bidh  duilleach  a's  rCisg  mar  chòmhdach  aii'  ; 
Le  bruthainn  theid  brigh  na  duslaiii  arm 

Am  barrach  dlCi  nan  òganan' 
Gu  pluireineach,  caoin,  maoth-bhlasda, 

Mo  roghainn  de  shnaoisean  si'òine  e. 

'S  a  bhiolaire  luidneach,  sliom-chluasach, 

Ghlas,    chruinn-cheannaeh,    chaoin,    ghorra- 
Is  i  fas  glan,  uchd-ard,  gilmeineach,       [neulach, 

Fo  bkrr-geal,  iomlan,  sònraichte  ; 
Air  ghlaic,  bu  taitneach  cearmonta, 

Le  seamragan  's  le  nebineinean  ; 
'S  gach  lus  a  dh'fheudain  ainmeachaidh, 

Cuir  anbharra  dhreach  bòichead  air. 

Gur  badanach,  caoineil,  mileanta, 

Cruinn,  mopach,  nVinchrutb,  mongoineach. 
Fraoch  groganach,  dù'-dhonn,  grìs-dearg, 

Bàrr  cluigeanach,  sinnteach,  gorm-bhileacb  ; 
Gu  dosach,  gasach,  uain-neulach, 

Gu  cluthor,  cluaineach,  tolmagach  ; 
'S  a  mhil  'na  fudar  gruaige  dha, 

'Ga  chumail  suas  an  spùrsalachd, 

'S  i  gruag  an  deataich  rimhich  i, 

'S  mor  a  brigh  's  is  lionmhor  buaidh  oirre, 

Ceir-bheach  nan  sgeap  a  cinntinn  oirr', 
Seillein  breac  feadh  tuim  'ga  chruasachd  sud  ; 

Gu  cianail,  tiamhaidh,  srann  aige, 
Air  bharr  nam  meas  a'  dranndanaich, 


Bhiodh  miann  blian-(>g  a'd  bhain-tighearnun 
Na  fhardaich  ghreannar,  ghuamaisich. 

Is  e  gu  8tritcach,  riabhach,  ciar-chcaniiach, 

Breac,  buidh,  Htiallach,  srian-bhailach. 
Gobach,  dubhanacli,  riasgach,  iargalta, 

Ui  gniomli  gu  dian  mar  tbuathaiiach  ; 
Gu  surdail,  grunndail,  dianadach, 

Neu-dhioinhanac.h  'na  uaireanan  ; 
'S  e  fàile  Insan  liadhuicbe 

Bhi's  aige  bhiadh  'sa  thuarasdal. 

Gach  tain  is  àirde  chruiiinichcas 

Do'n  àiridlj  ullc  ghluaiseas  iad  ; 
Thig  bliochd  a's  dàir  gun  uireasbhuidh, 

Craobh  àrd  air  cuman  gruagaiche ; 
Na  h-aighean  is  òige  laidire, 

Nach  d'fhiusraich  trath  na  buaraicliean  ; 
Bi'dh  luinneag  aig  ribhinn  chiil-duinn  dhaibh, 

'Gam  brlodal  ciiiin  le  duanagan. 

'S  fior  ionmhuinn  mu  thràth  neliine 

Na  laoigh  òga  choir  na  buaile  sin, 

Gu  tarra-gheal,  ball-bhreac,  b'utainneacb, 

Sgiùthach,  druim-fhionn'  sroin-fhionn,  gnaill- 

[inrieach  ; 
Is  iad  gu  hth-dhonn,  ciar-dhubh,  càraideach, 

Buidh,  gris-fhionn,  crk'-dhearg,  suaicbionta, 

Seang,  slios'ra  direach,  sàr-chumpacb, 

Cus,  bachlacL,  barr  an  suainiche. 

Bi'dh  foirm  a''s  colg  air  creatairean, 

Gu  stoirmeil,  gleust'  'g  ath-nuadhachadh  ; 
Le  forgan  torch uirt  feudalach, 

An  trend,  's  an  spreidh,  's  am  buachaille  : 
An  gleann,  barrach,  bileach,  reidhleanach, 

Creamh,  rainneach,  reisg  a's  luachaireach, 
'S  c  caoin,  cannach,  ceutach,  min  chruthach, 

Fireach,  sleibhteach,  feurach,  fuaranach. 

Bi'dh  mionntain,  camomhil,  's  sogbraicheaa, 

Geur  bhileach,  lònach,  luasganach, 

Cathair  thalmhanta,  's  carbhinn  chroc-chean- 

[nach, 

Gharg,  amlach,  romach,  chluas-bhioracb, 
Suthan-lair,  's  fàile  ghròiseidean  ; 

Làn  lìlidh'  's  ròsa  cuaicheanach, 
Is  clann-bheag  a  trusa  leòlaichean, 

Buain  cbòrr  an  còs  nam  bruachagan. 

Bi'dh  'm  blàr  fo  stràchd  le  ùraireachd. 

Oidhch  iuchair  bbruinneach,  cheb-bànacb, 
Gach  sràbh  'sa  bàrr  air  lìibadh  orra 

Le  cudthrom  an  driùchd  's  le  lòdalachd  ; 
'Na  phaideirean  lionmor,  cùirneineach, 

Gu  brìogmhor,  siighmhor  sblasach, 
Cuiridh  ghi  ian  gu  dian  'na  smùidean  e, 

Le  fiamh  a  gnùis  's  an  ùg-mhadaiun. 
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'Nuair  a  dhearsas  a  gnùis  bhaoisgeil, 

Gu  fìal,  Hathail  tìamh,  geal,  caoiiieil  oirnn, 
Thig  mathas  a's  gnioinh  le  sàibhireachd, 

Chuir  loinii  air  an  lioinii-fùrpa  so  ; 
Le  aoibneas  greine  soillseachadh, 

Air  an  speur  gu  reidh  a  spaoileas  i, 
Cuir  an  gdil  gach  f'euin  a  rinu  i  dhiiinn, 

G'a  fhoillseachadii  's  g'a  luhùideachadh. 


ORAN  NA  BillOGSA. 

Air  fonn — *'Sean'  IViuthais  Uilleachan. 

''So  tha  na  hriogais  liath-glas 
Am  hliadhna  cuir  mulaid  oirnn, 
'S  e'n  rud  nachfhacas  riamh  oirnn, 
'S  nach  miann  leinn  a  chumail  oirnn  ; 
''S  noCm  hitheamaid  uile  dileas 
Do'n  rlgh  bha  toirt  cuireadh  dhuinn, 
Chanfhaicte  sinn  gu  dilinn, 
A  striochda  do'ti  chidaidh  so. 

'S  OLC  an  seòl  duinn,  am  Prionns  og 
A  bhi  fo  mhòran  duilichinn, 
A''s  High  Dehrsa  a  bhi  chumhnaidh, 
Far  'm  bu  choir  dha  tuineachas  ; 
Tha  luchd-eòlais  a  toirt  sgeòil  duinn 
Nach  robh  cbir  air  Lunnainn  aige, 
'S  e  Hanòhhar  an  robh  shebrsa, 
'S  coigreach  oirnn  an  duine  sin — 

'S  e''n  High  sin  nach  buineadh  dhuinn, 
Rinn  di'-mheas  na  dunach  oirnn, 
Mu'n  ceannsaich  e  buileach  sinn, 
B'  e'n  t-àm  dol  a  chumasg  ris  ; 
Na  rinn  e  oirnn  a  dh'  ann-tlachd, 
A  mhi-thlachd,  a's  a  dh'  àimhreit, 
Air  n-euduch  thoirt  gu'n  tàing  dhinn, 
Le  ain-neart  a  chumail  ruinn. 
*So  tha  na  hriogais,  ^c. 

A's  ò'n  chuir  sinn  suas  a  bhriogais, 
Gur  neo-mhiosail  leinn  a  chulaidh  ud, 
Ga'n  teanadh  ma  na  h-iosgannan, 
Gur  trioblaideach  leinn  umainn  iad  ; 
'S  bha  sinn  roimhe  misneachail, 
'S  na  breacain  fo  na  criosan  oirnn, 
Ged'  tha  sinn  am  bichiontas 
A  nis  a'  cuir  nan  sumag  oirnn  : 
'S  air  leam  gur  h-oic  an  duais 
Do  na  daoine  chaidh  'sa  chruadal, 
An  eudaichean  thoirt  uapa 


Ge  do  bhuadhnuich  Diuc  Uilleam  leo: 
Cha'n  fhaod  sinn  bhi  suigeartach, 
O'n  chaochail  ar  culaidh  sinn, 
Cha'n  aithnich  sinn  a  cheiie 
La-fc'ile  no  cruinneachaidh, 
'So  tlui  na  bi-i/jgais,  S^c, 

'S  bha  uair-eigin  an  t-saoghal 
Nach  saoilinn  gu'n  cuirinn  orm, 
Briogais  air  son  aodaich, 
''S  neo-aoidheil  air  duine  i  ; 
'S  ged'  tha  mi  deanamh  ùis  deth, 
Cha  d'rinn  mi  bonn  siilas 
Ris  an  deise  nach  robh  diiimheil 
Do'n  phàirti  ga'm  buinnin-sa  ; 
'S  neo-sheannsar  a  chulaidh  i, 
Gur  grannda  leinn  umainn  i, 
Cho  teann  air  a  cumadh  dhuinn, 
'S  nach  b'fheairde  leinn  tuilleadh  i  ; 
Bidh  putanan  na  gluinean, 
A's  bucalan  ga'n  dtinadh, 
'S  a  bhriogais  air  a  dùbladh, 
Mu  chùl-thaobh  a  h-uile  fir. 
'So  tita  na  hriogais,  ^'c. 

Gheibh  sinn  adan  ciar-dhubh, 

Chur  dian  air  ai*  muUaichean, 

A's  casagan  cho  shiiogta, 

'S  a  mhinicheadh  muillean  iad  ; 

Ged'  chumadh  sin  am  fuachd  dhinn, 

Cha'n  f'hag  esinn  cho  uallach, 

'S  gu'n  toillich  e  ar  n-uaislean, 

Ar  tuath  no  ar  cummanta  ; 
Cha  taitinn  e  gu  brkth  ruinn, 
A  choiseachd  nan  gleann-fiisaich, 
'Nuair  a  rachamaid  do  dh'  àiridh, 
No  dh'  ait  'm  biodh  cruinneagan  : 
Se  Dears'  a  rinn  an  eucoir, 
'S  ro  dhiombach  tha  mi  fein  deth, 
O'n  thug  e  dhinn  ar  n  'eideadh, 
'S  gach  eudach  a  bhuineadh  dhuinn. 
'So  t/ia  na  hroigais,  <|c. 

'S  bha  h-uile  h-aon  de'n  Phàrlamaid 

Fàllsail  le'm  fiosrachadh, 

'Nuair  chuir  lad  air  nii  Caimbeulaich 

Teanndach  nam  briogaisean  ; 

'S  gu'r  h-iad  a  rinn  am  feum  dhaibh 

A  bhliadh'n  a  thàin'  an  strdupag, 

A  h-uile  h-aon  diubh  dh'eiridh 

Gu  leir  'am  Miiisi  dhaibh  ; 
'S  bu  cheannsalach  duineil  iad, 
'S  an  am  an  robh  'n  cumasg  ann, 
Ach  's  gann  daibh  gu'n  cluinnear  iad 
A  champacha  tuille  leis  ; 
O'n  thug  e  dhinn  an  t-eudach, 
'S  a  dh'  ihug  e  sinn  cho-fhaontra'ch, 
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'S  aim  riiin  c  oirn  iin  dh'  fheudailli  e. 

Bha  sinn  chu  Ian  de  mhulad, 

Sbaoilcadli  c  chiiir  inulaid  uiriiri. 

'8  gu'n  d  rhiiH  gacth  duiiie  gu  tiiin  ; 

5*0  t/ia  na  brioyais^  Syc, 

*S  anil  a  bba  'n  c'ltt  chu  duilich, 
'S  a  Ihaiiiig  uilu  ri'iii  linn, 

*S  aim  a  itis  thn  fios  ngaiiin 

'Nuair  a  rinn  piiirti  Luniiaiiin, 

All  t-ioclid  a  riiin  Dine,  Uilleitn  niiiiii, 

Ciacli  ait  h's  urrain  tboirt  dliiiiii. 

*Nuair  a  dh'  Ì\\ìig  e  siiiii  mar  {thriosanaich, 

Gun  bhiodagaii,  gun  giniiiiiachaii, 

•S  fhada  bha  'n  onair  air  chall, 

Gum  chlaidho,  gun  rhrios  tarsuiiin  oinin, 

Ih  fa.saii  nan  GMl  oirnn  dlii, 

Cha'n  t'huigh  sinn  pris  nan  dagachan  ; 

Cùta  ruigeadii  an  t-uiiil, 

Tha  coinannd  aig  Sasuim  oiriin, 

Cha  tigeadh  c  daicheil  dhuinn  : 

O  stnat^hdaicli  iad  gu  buileach  isinii — 

B'eigin  do'n  bhrigis  hhi  aim, 

Tha  angar  a's  duilichinn 

'Nuair  a  chaiilh  ar  coiiiaiind  cbo  ciuin 

'S  an  am  so  air  iomadh  tear, 

'S  gu'n  d'rinnoadh  gach  titine  nan  tràill, 

Bha'ii  Càmpa  Dhiuc  Uilleam, 

'S  gach  fireannach  ihiigail  rùisgt'. 

A's  nach  fheaird  iad  gu'n  bhiiithinn  e; 

Na'n  tigcadh  oirnne  Teaklach, 

Tha  sinn  anis  mar  as  math  leinn, 

'S  gu'n  eireamaid  'na  chain  pa, 

'S  gur  h-àrd  ar  caraid  'sa  chuirt, 

Gheibhte  breacain  chairneit, 

A  chuir  air  na  daoin'  am  fasan. 

'S  bhiodh  aird  air  na  Gunnachan. 

Rinn  pàrlamaid  Shasuinn  thoirt'  did' : 

'So  tha  na  briogaist  §c. 

Beannachd  gu  brath  do'n  mharcus,        ■ 
A  thagair  an  dràst  ar  cùis  ; 

Fhuair  e  gach  dlighe  air  ais  dhuinn, 

Le  ceartas  an  righ  'sa  chrùin. 
Fhuair  e  dhuinn  comas  nan  arm, 

ORAN  DO'N  EIDEADH  GHAELACH. 

A  dheanamh  dhuinn  sealg  nan  Rtùc, 
'S  a  ghleidheadh  ar  daoine  'sa  champ, 
Le  fàgail  an  naimhdean  bruit. 

Fhuair  mi  naidheachd  as  ùr, 

Thogadh  e  misneach  nan  Clann, 
Gu  iomairt  nan  lann  le  sunnu, 

Tha  taitinn  ri  run  mo  cridh 

Gu  faigheamaid  fasan  na  diithch 

Piob,  a's  bratach  ri  crann, 

A  cbleachd  sinn  an  tùs  ar  tim. 

'S  i  caiseamachd  àrd  mo  ruin. 

O'n  tha  sinn  le  glaineachan  Ian, 

A'  bruidhinn  air  maran  binn, 

Fhuair  sinn  cothrom  an  dràst. 

So  i  deoch-slàinnte  Mhontrois, 

A  thoilicheas  gradh  gach  dùthcb', 

A  sheasamh  a  choir  so  dhuinn, 

Comas  ar  culaidh  chur  oirnn, 
Gun  fharaid  de  ])hòr  nan  lùb  : 

Chunna'  mi  'n  diugh  an  Dun-eideann, 

Tha  sinn  a  nis  mar  is  coir, 

Comunn  na  feile  cruinn, 

A's  taitnidh  an  sell  r'ar  sùil ; 

Litir  an  fhortain  thug  sgeul, 

Chuir  sinn'  a  bhrigis  air  làr, 

Air  toiseach  an  eibhnis  dhuinn. 

'S  cha  tig  i  gu  bràth  a  cùil. 

Piob  gu  loinneil  an  gleus, 

Air  soilleireachd  reidh  an  tuim  ; 

Chuir  sinn  a  suas  an  deise, 

Thug  sinn  am  foUais  ar  'n  èìdeadh, 

Bhios  uallach,  freagarach,  dhuinn. 

A's  CO  a  their  reubail  ruinn  ? 

Breacan  an  fheile  phreasach, 
A's  peiteag  de'n  eudach  ùr  ; 

Deich  bliadhna  fichead  a's  còrr, 

Cot'  a  chadadh  nam  ball, 

Bha  casag  de'n  chlò  m'ar  druim. 

Am  bitheadh  a'  chJirnaid  dlù. 

Fhuair  sinn  ad  agus  cleòc, 

Osan  nach  ceangail  arceum, 

'S  cha  bhuineadh  an  sebrs'  ud  dhuinn  : 

'S  nach  ruigeadh  mar  reis  an  glun. 

Bucail  a'  dùnadh  ar  bròg, 

'S  e  'm  barr-iall  bu  bh'oiche  leinn  ; 

Togaidh  na  Gàeil  an  ceann, 

Rinn  an  droch  fhasan  a  bh'oirnn*, 

Cha  bhi  iad  an  fanng  ni's  mo, 

Na  bodaich  d'ar  'n  bigridh  ghrinn. 

Dh'  fhalbh  na  speirichinn  teann 
Thug  orra  bhi  mall  gun  lùgh  : 

Mhill  e  pàirt  d'ar  cumachd 

Siubhlaidh  iad  fireach  nam  beann, 

O'n  bhlàr,  gu  mullach  ar  cinn  ; 

A  dh'iarraidh  dhamh  seanng  le'p  cii ; 
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S  eiitrnm  tliuid  lad  a  dhainhsa, 
Fregraidh  iad  srarin  gach  ciùil. 

Tlia  siiin  an  comain  an  uasuii 

A  choisinn  le  chruadal  cliù, 
Chuir  e  le  teòmachd  làidir, 

Fauineauhd  dhàich  air  ciil, 
Oijjhre  cinn-feadhTia  nan  Gratnacti, 

'S  ioma  fuil  àrd  na  ghniiis : 
'S  ann  tha  marciis  an  àidh  V 

Am  inau  thig  an  ùit  an  diùc. 


OllAN   A  BHOTAIL. 

'NuAiR  a  shuidheas  sinn  sociach 

*S  a  dh-òlas  sinn  botnl, 

Cha'n  aithnich  ar  stoc  bhuairin 

Na  chuireas  sinn  ann  ; 

Thig  onoir  a's  fortan 

Le  sonas  a  chopaln, 

Ga'r  son  nach  hi  deoch  oirnn 

Mci'n  tog  sinn  ar  ceann  ? 

Bheir  an  stuth  grinn  oirnn 

Seinn  gu  fileanta, 

Chuir  a  thoil-inntina 

Binneas  n'ar  caitint, 

Chaisg  i  ar  'n  iota 

'N  t'hior  dheoch  in  hi  11  is, 

Bu  mhuladach  sinne, 

Na  'm  biodh  i  air  chall. 

Deoch  slàinnte  nan  gaisgeach 
Nan  Gàelibh  gasda, 
Ga'm  b'  àbhaist  mar  fhasan, 
Bhi  pc)it  air  an  dram, 
Luchd  gaoil  an  stuth  bhiasd  i, 
'S  air  dhaoirid  an  lacha. 
Nach  caomhnadh  am  beartas 
A  sgapadh  'san  am. 

Fear  g'am  beil  ni 

Gheibh  e  na  shireas  e, 

Fear  a  tha  crionda 

Fanadh  e  thàll  ; 

Fear  a  tha  mi'or 

Cha'n  fhuilig  sinn*  i<lir  e, 

■'S  am  fear  a  bheil  griimeas 

Theid  iomain  a  nail. 

'S  ro  rioghail  an  obair 
Sruth  briogar  na  togalach, 
loc-slainnt  a  bhogaicSfas 
Cridhe  tha  gann  ; 


'S  e  chiiireadh  an  sùdan 
Air  fear  a  bhìùdh  togarrach, 
'S  chuireadh  e  'm  bodach 
A'  fearr  ji  bhiodh  teann. 
Clia  'n  'eil  e  'san  tir, 
Uasal  no  cumanta, 
Nach  'eil  air  thi 
Cach  urram  a  th'  aim, 
Ge  do  bhiodh  stri 
Mu  thogail  na  muirichlaii, 
Cia  mar  is  urrainn  sinn 
Fuireach  bho'n  dram  ? 

Tha  e  fionnar  do'n  chreabliaig 
A  h-uile  la  greine 
Thig  teas  o  na  speuraibli 
Thar  sleibhtean  nam  beann, 
'S  e  math  ri  la  reòta 
Chuir  bl.'ith's  ann  am  pòrail)h 
An  thir  theid  g'a  dheoiu 
An  taigh-òsda  na  dheanii. 

Cuiridh  e  sunnd 

Air  muinntir  eireachdail, 

Timcheall  a  bhùird 

S  cuid  eile  dhiubh  damlis'  ; 

Thogamaid  fonn  neo-thrum 

A's  ceileirin, 

'S  freagarrach  shinneas  sinn 

Deireadh  gach  rann. 

O'n  shuidh  sinn  cho  fada, 

'S  gu'n  dh-òl  sinn  na  bh'-againn, 

'S  i  choir  dol  a  chadal 

O'n  thàinig  an  t-àm, 

Cha'n  fhòghnadh  ach  paillteas 

Thoirt  solas  ga'  n'  aigneadh, 

Deoch  mhòr  anns  a  mhadainn 

Gu  leigheas  ar  ceann. 

Am  fear  tha  gun  chli, 

Cuiridh  e  spiorad  ann. 

Togaidh  e  cri 

Gach  tir  a  tha  farm, 

Theid  am  fear  tinn 

Gu  grinn  air  mhirreadh  ; 

'S  e  leigheas  gach  titinis, 

Deoch  mhillis  an  dram. 
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Cha'n  eil  eagal  ^Hinne 
Air  na  l«)iiig('a(i  thug  a  nail  e  ; 
Tln'ir  NÌnritr  (in  bii  tui^li  It-inn  e, 
Nach  th'un  a  chuiiu  cull  oirnn  ; 

ORAN  A    IJIIKANNUAI. 

Air  i'had  *8  gu'n  dean  sinn  I'uireach 

ria, 

Bhi  gabhail  tuille  sannt  air. 

LUINNEAO. 

J)i-/taal-liiin,  i\c. 

Di-haal-lum^  Di-haid-lum^ 

Na  fir  a  tha  na  'n  sgrubuirean, 

Di-t-il-i'ily  hunndan^ 

Nach  caith  an  cuid  'u  an  am  no, 

Di-dir-ir  i-hal-hi-il-liiin. 

Cha'n  iniir  iad  bhi  cuidirinn, 

Di-dir-ir-i  hal  haoi-rum ; 

Na'n  tubaisdean  le  ganntar  ; 

Di-i'il-hal  dir-ir-i. 

Cha  sir  iad  dol  an  cuideachd, 

Jla-ri-haal-haoi-rum^ 

A's  cha'n  iurr  a  chuideachd  ann  iad 

Di-iil-haal-dil-il-til^ 

Mar  4;uir  am  burn  am  paghadh  dhiubh> 

Dor-n-ho'ol'hann-dafi. 

Cha^n  fhaighcadh  iad  am  Branudai, 

Di-haal-lum^  ^c. 

Tha  fortan  ann  bi  deoch  againn, 

Na  biodh  an  copan  gann  oirnii, 

Tha  paillteas  aims  na  botalaibli, 



Cha'n  'eil  an  stoc  air  chall  uirnn  ; 

'S  feaiirde  slnn  an  toiseach  e. 

Gu  brosnachadh  ar  calnnte, 

ALASDAIR  NAN  STOP. 

Ged'  bhiodh  a  h-uile  deoch  againn, 

'S  e  's  docha  leinn  am  Brantidai. 

LUINNEAO. 

Di-haal-lum^  S;c. 

Alasdair  nan  stop 

'S  e  siun  an  sruthan  mireanach, 

Ann  an  sraid  a  chuil. 

An  tobair  millis  seannsail. 

Sin  an  duine  coir 
Air  am  beil  mo  i-un. 

Tha  binneas  mar  ri  grinneas 

'           A  chuir  spiorad  am  fear  tann  ami ; 

'S  COMA  leat  an  siola, 

•S  feairrde  sinn  na  shireas  sinn, 

B'annsa  leat  an  stop, 

Cha  chulaidh  mhilleadh  cheann  e  ; 

Cha'n  e  sin  bu  dochadh 

'S  ro  mhath  'n  seise  muineil 

Ach  am  botal  mor. 

Do  gach  duine  ghabhas  rann  e. 

Alasdair  nan  sthp,  Sfc. 

Di-haal-lum,  4'C. 

Theid  thu  do'n  taigh-òsda, 

Na  fir  anns  am  beil  cridhealas, 

'S  òlaidh  tu  gu  fial ; 

Nach  'eil  an  cridhe  gann  ac, 

Cha  robh  gainne  stòrais 

Companaich  na  dibhe, 

Air  do  phbca  riamh. 

A  ni  suidhe  leis  an  drJim  iad  ; 

Alasdair  nan  stòp^  ^c. 

larraidh  iad  a  rithisd  e, 

Mu  bhitheas  beagan  ann  deth, 

Bha  thu  greis  dheth  taimsir 

Nuair  chluinneas  iad  an  fhidheall, 

Ann  an  arm  an  Righ, 

Bi'  iad  fighearach  gu  diimhsa. 

Cumaidh  sin  riut  airgead, 

Di-haal-lum^  ^c. 

'S  fhearra  dhut  e  na  ni. 

Alasdair  nan  stop^  4'C. 

*Nuair  ghdbh  sinn  de  na  barrailean, 

Na  's  math  leinn  fa'r  comannda, 

Gheibheadh  tu  led'  cheanal 

Na  cupain  a  tha  falamh 

Leannan  anns  gach  tir, 

Bhi  le  searraig  a  cuir  annta  ; 

Ged'  a  bhiodh  tu  falamh 

Gach  caraid  bhios  a  taitneadh  ruinn, 

Cha  bhiodh  bean  a'd'  dhi'. 

Gu'm  b'ait  leinn  e  bhi  cainnt  ruinn, 

Alasdair  nan  siòp^  ^c. 

Nuair  thig  a  ghloinne  bhasdalach, 

Air  bhlas  an  t-s'mcsiir-channdai. 

Tha  thu  math  air  fairge, 

DirliacdAum^  ^c. 

'S  trie  thu  marbhadh  eisg, 

Cas  a  shiubhal  garbhlaich, 

Cha  chunnart  duinn  e  theireachdainn, 

Theid  thu  shealg  an  fheidh. 

Tha  seileir  anns  an  P'hraing  dheth  ; 

Alasdair  nan  sthp,  t^c. 
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Ged'  thuirt  Callum  breac 

Na  'n  leig  mi  dhiom  e 

Nach  robh  thu  tapaidli  riaiiili, 

Tuilleadh  gu  bràth? 

Co  a  chreideadli  sin 

Ged'  thig  a  marsant 

Ach  duine  bha  gun  chiall? 

Le  phaca  do'ri  tir, 

A  lasdair  nail  stop^  ^c. 

Cha  'n  fhaigh  sinn  aon  slon 
Bhio8  aige  air  dùil. 

'Nuair  a  theid  mi  Ghlascho 

'S  taitneach  learn  bin  'g  ol, 

Bha  mo  chuid  sturais 

Ann  an  taigh  mo  charaid 

Am  phoca  cho  uallach, 

Alasdair  nan  sti>p. 

'S  ged  a  bhiodh  buaile  mhart 

Alasdair  nun  stòp^  ^'c. 

Air  mo  sgiitli  ; 
'S  i  rinn  an  eucoir 
A  bhèisd  a  thug  uam  e, 
•S  tha  mi  fo  ghruaim 

'O  mhadainn  Di-màirt. 

A  righ  nach  robh  mearlai»;h 
Na  cearna  so'n  rioghaciid, 

NIGHEAN  DUBH  RAINEACH. 

Anns  a  mhuir  iosail, 

Air  fonn — '^Cuir  a  chinn  dileas." 

Fada  bho  thràigh  ; 
Is  caile  dhubh  Raineach 

CHUia  nighean  dubh  Raineach 

'S  an  fheumain  an  iochdar, 

Orm  farran  a's  miothlachd, 

Chuideacha  bidh 

Nach  cuir  mi  dhiom 

Le  cabhaig  an  dràst, 

Do  phartan  nan  spàg. 

Ghoid  i  mo  sporan, 

'S  na  dollair  gu  lionmhor, 

Bh'  agam  fos  n-iosal 

Feitheamh  ri  m'  làimh. 

' 

Nam  biodh  a  chail'  ud 

RANN   GEARRADH-ARM. 

Gu  daingeann  am  priosan, 

Kachainn  g'a  diteadh 

Chuha'  mi  'n  diugh  a  chlach  bhuaghach, 

Dh'ionnsaidh  a  bhais  ; 

'S  an  leiig  dluiiin, 

A  chionn  gu'n  do  ghoidh  i 

Ceanglaichean  de'n  or  mu'n  cuairt  dhi 

'N  rud  beag  bha  sa  chlùdan, 

Na  chruinn  mhàilleadh  ; 

Bh'  agam  sa'  chùil 

Bannan  tha  daingean  air  suaicheantas 

Nach  d'  innis  mi  chàch. 

Mo  chairdean, 
A  lean  gramail  ra'n  seann  dualehas 

'S  muladach  mise 

Mar  a  b'  àbhaist. 

Gun  fhios  clod  a  ni  mi, 

O'n  a  tha  mi 

Inneal  gu  imeachd  roimh  chruadal, 

Gun  searrach,  gun  lair, 

Le  sluagh  Ikidir, 

Gun  chaora,  gun  òisg, 

Fir  nach  gabh  gioi-ag  no  fuathas. 

Gun  ghabhar,  gun  mhiseach. 

Le  fuaim  làmhaich  ; 

Gun  a  mart  min 

Fine  is  minig  a  ghluais 

A  chrimeas  am  blfir. 

Ann  an  ruaig  nàmhaid, 

Cha  robh  mi  gun  airgead 

Nach  sireadh  j>illeadh  gun  bhuannachd, 

Gus  an  d'  fhalbh  e  gu  mi-mhail, 

No  buaidh  làrach. 

Leis  an  te  chiion 

Nach  d'amhairc  air  mo  clias  ; 

Bha  sibh  uair  gu  giitwi  a  seòladh 

Rinn  i  mo  chreachdadh 

Air  tuinn  s;\ile, 

'S  bu  pheacach  an  ni  dh'i 

Chai<ih  tarrunn  a  aon  de  bhòrda 

Mise  chuir  sios, 

Druim  a  bhàta, 

Gun  i  fein  chuir  an  àird, 

Leis  a  chabhaig  spàrr  e  'n  ordag 
Sios  na  h-àite, 

Cia  mar  a  choananicheas  mi 

'S  bhuail  e  gu  teaiin  leis  an  òrd  i, 

Caniraig  na  sidei* 

'S  ceann  dhi  fliàgail. 
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An  orioir  a  fhtmir  nn  snor  Sli'ibhtcach, 

LeÌH  (racli  trftiirtuH  a  dltTlias  aim, 
Glileidlieiitili  I'athasd  ^;i  >shlio(-liil  li-iii  i, 

A  dli'aiiuleoiii  viicorach  guch  iii'iinliaid  ; 
Na  h-airin  gliaisge,  ghasda,  ghluusda, 

Dh'  iii'duii;ii  ail   RÌì;Ii  t;u  fotim  dtiàsaii,] 
Cht>  iiiatli  'sa  til'  aii;  dtiitit;  'ii  droaiii  threiiii  sin, 

Sliochd   Cholla  cliciid-chathaich   Spàiiiticii. 

Durn  an  claidheainh,  a's  lùinh  duiir-uasail 

Le  crois-tàraidh, 
lolairoan  le  'n  sgiathan  luatlia, 

Gu  cruas  gùbhaidli, 
Long  ag  iinoaclid  air  di'uiiii  chuaintean 

Le  siiiil  ùrda, 
Gearradh  arm  JMliic-aii-t-Shaoii"  \t  Chruachàn, 

Aoiiaich  uauhdrach  Earraghà'eL 

Tha  do  diiaoine  trie  air  fairge, 

Sgiobairean  calina,  iieo-sgathach  ; 
Tlia  'ii  aogas  cumachdail,  dealbhach, 

'S  ioinadh  arinailt  'am  beil  pàirt  dhiu  ; 
Thug  iad  gaol  do  shiubhal  garbhlaich, 

Moch  a"s  aiimoch  a  sealg  tasaich  ; 
Cuid  eilc  dhiubh  'nan  daoiii'  uaisle, 

'S  tha  cuid  dhiubh  'nan  tuath  ri  àiteach. 

'S  rioghail  eachdraidh  na  chualas 

lliamh  mu'd  phàirti, 
S  lionmhor  an  taic,  na  tha  suas  dhiubh, 

Na'm  biodh  cas  ort  ; 
Tha  gach  buaidh  eile  ga'  reir  sin, 

An  Gleann-Nodha  fein  aix  tJimhachd, 
Piob  a's  bratach  a's  neairt  aig  Seuinas, 

An  Ceann-cinnidh  nach  treig  gu  brath  sinn. 


O  R  A  N    LUA  I  DH. 

LUINTfEAG. 

Ho  rl  gu'ri  togainn  air  hùganfhathasd^ 

Ho  rò  i-o  mu^n  teid  mi  laidhe ; 

Ho  rò  gun  togainn  air  huganfJiathasd. 

ToGAMAiD  fonn  air  luadh  a'  chlòlain  ; 
Gabhaidh  sinn  ceol,  a's  orain  mhatha. 
Ho  ro gun  togainn^  S^c. 

B'  fheaird'  an  clb  bhi  choir  nan  gruagach, 
A  dheanadh  an  luadh  le'n  lamhan  ; 

Ho  ro  gun  togainn^  ^c. 

'Nuair  a  thionndas  iad  air  cleith  e, 
Chluinnte  fuaim  gach  te  dliiubh  labhairt. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn^  ^c. 


Orain  ghrinne,  bhinne,  mhils*', 
Aig  na  ribliiiinean  'gaii  gabliail  ; 
Ho  ro  gitn  lugui/in^  <yc. 

Luinneag  ac'  air  luadh  an  c-udaic  li, 
Suiindacb,  Naotiirachail  ri  inatiiiis. 

J/n  ro  giin  logainii^  i^c'. 

Thogamaid  Tonn  gii  cèol-inhur,  aotrom, 
Air  a'  chl(>  bu  duuire  (hiliiun. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn^  ^c. 

An  clò  briotuiach,  ballach,  citach, 
Triuciianach,  stiallagach,  gathach  ; 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  <^-c. 

An  clo  taitneach,  basach,  bòisgeil, 
Laisde,  daoimeineach,  's  e  lealliuiin. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  4*0. 

Gii'm  bu  slàn  a  bhios  na  caoraich 
Air  an  d'  thas  an  t-aodach  flathail. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  ^c. 

Beannachd  aig  an  laimh  a  shniomh  e, 
'S  i  rinn  gniomh  na  deagh  bhean-taighe  : 
Ho  ro  gu'n  togainn,  ^c. 

S  ann  is  coltach  ris  an  t-siod'  e, 
Dh'  fhag  i  min  e,  's  rinn  i  math  e  ; 

Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  <|r. 

Snath  cho  rithinn  ris  na  teudan, 

'S  e  choreidh  'sa  dh'  fheudta  shnaitheadh  ; 

Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  S^c-. 

Cha  robh  pluc,  no  meall,  no  gaog  ann, 
No  giog  chaol,  no  sliasaid  reamhar. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  <|c. 

'Nuair  a  theid  an  do  a'n  mhàrgadh, 
'S  e  ni  'n  t-airgead  air  an  rathad 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  ^'C. 

Cha  bhi  slat  a  sios  o  chrun  deth, 
Miami  gach  sùl  e  anns  an  tbaidhir. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  ^-e. 

Cha  bhi  suirighich'  anns  an  dùthaiih 
Nach  bi  'n  dùil  ri  pkirt  deth  fhaighimi. 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn.  S;c. 

'S  ann  a  tha  'n  toil-inntinn  aodaich 
Aig  na  daoin'  a  bhios  'ga  chaitheadh. 

Ho  ro  gun  togainn,  4'C. 

Thogainn  am  fonn  a  dh'iarradh  pbitear, 
A's  luaidhinn  an  clo  bu  mhiann  le  miiathan. 
Ho  ro  gu'n  togainn,  Sfc, 
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'S  olc  an  obair  luadh  no  fùcadh, 
IMa  bliios  tùchadh  oirnii  le  paclhadh. 
Ho  ro  (jan  togaina^  ^'c. 

Chuireadh  e  suniit  air  inuinntir  òga, 
Suidheadh  mu  bhòrd  ag  òl  gu  lalha. 
IIo  ro  gu'ii  togainn^  S^c. 

Puliwise  le  gloiiicaoha'  laiia, 
Deocliana-slhiiititc  'gaii  gabliail ; 
IIo  ro  gun  togainn^  ^c. 

Greis  air  fion,  a's  greis  air  branndai, 
Greis  air  dram  de'n  uisge-bheatha  ; 
IIo  ro  gun  togainn,  ^c. 

Greis  air  fidhleireachd  's  air  damhsa, 
Greis  air  canntaireachd  's  air  aigbear 
Ho  ro  gun  togainn^  <^'C. 

'Nuair  tbeid  st.'iirn  an  àird  an  aodainn, 
'S  ro-mhath  'n  t-àm  do  dhaoine  laidhe. 
IIo  ro  gu'n  togainn,  4'C. 


A  O  1  R   AN    T  A  1  L  E  I  II. 

A  DHOMHNuii,L  BhàiH  Mhic  O'  Neacainn 
Tha  'n  droch  nàdur  a  d'  phearsa, 
Cha  gnàtbaich  thu  'n  ceartas, 
Gus  am  bàsaich  tbu  'n  pbeacadh, 
'S  mairg  ait  anns  na  tbacbair, 
Am  ball-sampuil  gun  chneastachd, 
'A  rinn  grairieil  an  sgaiteachd  ud  oirnn, 
'A  rinn  graineil,  &c. 

Fhir  a  thoisicb  ri  ealaidh, 
Bha  thu  gbrach  a  d'  bharail, 
'Ga  seòladh  am'  cliarabb, 
'S  gu'n  mi  t-fheùraich,  no  t-fharaid, 
Cliuir  thu  sgleo  dhiot  a's  fanaid, 
Co  dhiubh  's  deoin  leat  no  's  ain-deoin, 
Tha  mi  'n  dòcJias  gn'm  faigh  tliu  do  leòir, 
Tha  mi  'n  dochas,  &c. 

Dhomhsa  b'aithne  do  bheusan  ; 

Tha  thu  ain-eolach,  beumnach, 

Is  do  theangaidh  mar  reusar, 

l/C  taineid  's  le  geireid, 

Thug  thu  deannal  dhomh  fhcin  d'i, 

O's  ann  agad  tha  'n  eucoir, 

Com'  nach  paighinn  thu  'n  eirig  de  sgcòil, 
Com'  nacb  paighinn,  &c. 

'Stu  cliraobh  ghrodlaich  air  crionadh, 
Lan  mosgainn,  a's  fhiunag, 


A  dh'fhas  croganach,  iosal, 
Goirid,  crotach,  neo-dhireach, 
Stoc  thu  togaij-t  na  ghriosaich, 
A  thoill  do  losgadh  mar  iobairt, 
Leig  thu  'n  Soisgeul  air  di-chuimhn'  gu  mòr, 
Leig  thu  'n  Soisgeul,  &c. 

Bu  bheag  an  diùbhail  e  thachairt 

An  la  thùr  thu  na  fucail, 

Da  phunnd  agus  cairteal 

De  dliThùdar  cruaidh,  sgairteal, 

A  bhi  a  d'bhroinn  air  a  chalcadh, 

'S  bhi  'gad'  sgaineadh  le  niaitse, 

Gas  am  fasadh  tu  t-ablach  gun  deb, 
Gas  am  fasadh,  &c. 

'S  blionach  ruithinn  gun  fheum  thu, 
Ge  do  bhitheadh  tu  'm  f'eithe, 
Coin  is  fithich  a'  d'  theumadh, 
Cha  bhiodh  an  diol  beidh  ac'. 
'S  trie  thu  teann  air  'na  h-eibhlean, 
Bhreac  do  shuimeir  gu  t-eislich, 

Blàth  an  tein'  air  do  shleisdean  gu  mùr, 
Blàth  an  tein',  &c. 

O'  nach  taileir  is  fhiù  thu, 

Chuir  each  as  a  chuirt  thu  ; 

Bi'dh  tu  ghna  anns  na  cuiltean^ 

A'  caradh  nan  lùireach, 

Bu  tu  asuinn  nan  cluitean, 

'S  trie  a  shuidh  thu  'san  smùraich, 

'Nuair  a  bhithinns'  air  cùl  fir  nan  croc, 
'Nuair  a  bhithinns'  &c. 

'S  e  do  choltas  r'a  innseadl), 
Fear  sop-cheannach,  grimeaeh, 
Gun  bhonaid,  gun  phiorbhuic, 
Gu'n  bhad-mullaich,  gun  chirean, 
Lbm  uir  air  a  spionadh. 
Car  gu  t'uilinn  a  sios  ort, 

Stràe  na  dunach  de'n  sgriobaich  mu'd  ehebs, 
Stràc  na  dunach,  &c. 

'S  iomadh  ait  anns  na  thachair, 
An  tailor  IMac- Neacainn, 
Eadar  Albainn  a's  Sasunn, 
Bailtean  margaidh  a's  machair  ; 
'S  trie  a  shealg  thu  air  praisich, 
O'  nach  d'  fhalbh  thu  le  clapa, 

Chaoidh'  cha  mharbh  e  duin'aca  de'n  t-sl^gh. 
Chaoidh'  cha  mharbh,  &c. 

'S  duine  dona  gun  mhios  thu, 
Dh-fhas  gun  onair  gun  ghliocas, 
Fear  gun  chomas  gun  bhriosgadh, 
Chain  do  spictniiadh  's  do  mhisneach, 
Leis  na  rinn  thu  de'n  bhidseachd, 
Bu  tu  'n  slaightire  misgeacb, 
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•S  cinn  o'li  (Jioill  tlm  do  (miÌ|M'!|(1Ii  mn'ti  M, 
'8  cian  (>"ii  th(»ill  tliii,  &c. 

S  ioinndh  conpaire  ròinaÌH, 
lliiiii  thu  ghlacadh   na  d'  uhrtigaii, 
J«  blii  ga  atailccadh  1»;  t-Jmlaifj, 
Ann  ad'  chab-dlieiKhu^h  sgùi  iiac.h, 
'S  reamhar  farsuinn  do  sgòrnan, 
JJrii  mar  chuilean  an  òtraicli, 
Fhnair  tliu  unaiii  nan  j,M'òcac,h  li  d'bheò, 
Fhuair  thu  urram,  &c. 

Bi'dh  na  mnathan  ag  rtiite 
'Nuair  a  rnchadh  tu'n  Jiiridh 
Gun  tolladh  tu^n  t-aras 
Ann  'sam  bitliKadh  an  ciiise  ; 
'Nualr  a  dh'itheadh  tu  pàiit  deth, 
'S  a  bhiodh  tu  air  trasgadh, 

Anns  a'  mhuidhe  gu'n  span*  thu  do  chròg, 
Anns  a'  mhuidhe,  &c. 

'S  tu  'n  toUaran  cniiimhteach, 
Ge  bu  ghionach  do  mhàileid, 
Tha  do  mhionach  air  t-fhàgail, 
Gu'n  chrioman  deth  làthair  ; 
Cochall  glogach  ma  t-àruinn, 
Tha  do  sgamhan  a's  t-kinean 
Làn  galair,  a's  fàslaich,  a's  cliòs, 
Làn  galair,  &c. 

Beul  do  chleibh  air  a  thachdadh, 
Air  seideadh  's  air  brachadh, 
'S  e  gu  h-eididh  air  malcadh, 
'S  mòr  t-fheum  air  a  chartadb, 
Gach  aon  eugail  a'  d'  phearsuinn, 
Caitheamh,  eitich,  a's  casdaich, 

Gus  an  d'  eirich  do  chraicean  o  t-f'heoil, 
Gus  an  d'  eirich,  &c. 

Tha  do  chreuchdan,  's  do  chuislean, 
Lan  eucail  a's  trusdair, 
'S  thu  feumach  air  t'urtach, 
Tha  'n  deideadh  a'  d'  phluicean, 
'S  thu  t-eiginn  le  clupaid, 
T-anail  bhreun,  gu  trbm,  murtaidh, 
'S  mairg  a  dh'fheuchadh  dhiot  moch-thra  do 
'  S  mairg  a  dh'fheuchadh,  &c.  [thòchd, 

Do  dheud  sgròb-bhearnach,  cabach, 
Am  beil  na  sgòrr-fhiaclan  glasa, 
INIosgain,  còsacha,  sgealpach, 
Luibte,  grannda,  cam,  feachdte, 
A  null  's  a  nail  air  an  tarsuinn, 
Cuid  diubh  caillt'  air  dol  asad, 
'S  nam  beil  ann  diubh  air  spagadh  do  bheoil, 
'S  nam  beil  ann  diubh,  &c. 

J3i'dh  na  ronnan  gu  silteach, 

'N  an  tonnaibh  germ,  ruithteach, 


A  liliabliail  toitmoamh  o  d'  liojian, 
'I'har  cnunadh  do  smige  ; 
'S  dorcha,  doilleir,  do  chlisneach, 
Ch«'art  cho  diibh  ris  a  pliice, 

Uchd  na  curra  ort,  ccann  circ,  'js  gob  gcòidh, 
Uchd  na  curra,  &c. 

Do  mhaol  chruacach  air  failleadh, 
Gun  chluasan,  gun  fhailloan  ; 
Tha  thu  uaiii-noalach,  tarja, 
Cho  cruaidh  ris  an  diirach  ; 
'S  tu  gun  suain«'ach,  gu'n  anart, 
'S  aobhar  truais  thu  ri  d'  ghearan, 
'S  gur  fuair  thu  na  gaillean  an  reòt', 
'S  gur  fuair,  &c. 

Tha  ceann  binneach  'na  stùic  ort, 

Geocach,  leith-cheannaich,  giùgach, 

Eudann  brucaiiriaich,  grùgach, 

Sròn  phlucach  na  muire, 

Tha  croit  air  do  chùl-thaobh, 

'S  mòran  lurcaich  a'd'  ghlùinean, 

Da  chois  chama,  chaol,  chrùbach,  gun  treòir, 
Da  chois  chama,  &c. 

Cha  'n  eil  uiread  nau  sailtean, 
Aig  a  phliutaire  spàgach, 
Nach  'eil  cuspach  a's  gagach, 
Tha  thu  d'  chrioplach  's  ad'  chràigeach, 
'S  lionmhor  tubaist  an  tàileir, 
Dh-fhàg  an  saoghal  'na  thràill  e, 
'S  maix'g  a  shaothraich  air  t-arach  's  tu  og, 
'S  mairg  a  shaothraich,  &c. 

Ma  tha  thu  de  shliochd  Adhamh, 
Cha  choslach  vi  ci.ch  thu, 
Aig  olcas  a  dh'  fhas  thu, 
O  thoiseach  do  làithean  ; 
Cha  tig  cobhair  gu  brath  ort, 
Gus  am  foghainn  am  bàs  dut, 
'S  do  chorp  odhar  a  chàradh  io  'n  fhòd, 
'S  do  choi"p  odhar,  &c. 


A  O  I  R   ANNA. 

Anna  nigh'n  Uiileam  a'n  Cròmpa, 
Bean  gun  chonn  's  i  fhein  air  aimhreith, 
Nuair  chaidh  mi  'n  toiseach  g"a  sealltainn^ 
Chan  e  'm  fortan  a  chuir  ann  mi ; 
Bhruidhinn  mise  siobhailt,  suairce, 
Mar  dhuin-uasal  anns  an  am  sin  ; 
Thoisich  ise  mar  chii  crosda, 
Bhiodh  anns  na  dorsan  a  dranndail. 


DONNACHADH  BAN. 
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'S  anil  aice  tha  beul  an  sgallais, 
Gu  fanaid  a  dheanainh  air  searin-dnitr, 
Nach  un-ainn  a  dheanadh  feurn  dh'i 
Mar  a  bha  i  fein  an  geall  air  ; 
Chunna'  mise  latha  ghluaisinn 
Leis  na  gruagaichean  mar  chJiirdeas, 
Dh'aithnich  i  gun  dh'fhalbh  an  uair  sin, 
'S  chuir  i  uaithe  mi  le  angar, 

Innsidh  mi  dhuibh  teisteas  Anna, 

O'n  is  aithne  dhomh  'san  am  i, 

Bean  a  dh'ol  a  peighinii  phisich, 

Cha  bheo  idir  gun  an  dram  i  ; 

Cha  neonach  leam  i  bhi  misgeach, 

'S  i  'n  còmhnuidh  a  measg  a  Bhranndai, 

'S  trie  a  bha  'na  broinn  gu  leòir  dheth, 

'S  bha  tuille  'sa  choir  'na  ceann  deth. 

Cha  'n'eil  a  leannan  r'a  fhaotainn, 
Cia  mar  dh'fhaodar  e  bhi  ann  d'i  ? 
Breunag  ris  ann  can'  iad  gaorsach, 
A  bha  daonann  anns  na  campan  ; 
'Sa  bha  rithist  f'eadh  'n  t-saoghail 
A  giùlan  adhaircean  aig  ceardan  ; 
Cha  d'fhuair  i  'n  onoir  a  shaoil  i, 
'N  t-ui*ram  fhaotainn  air  na  bàrdan. 

'S  mòr  an  treunntas  le  Anna, 

Bhi  cho  gheur  le  sgainneil  chainnte, 

'S  mairg  air  'na  thachair  bean  bheumach, 

Aig  am  beil  am  beul  gun  fhaitheam  ; 

'M  fear  a  bheir  ise  dhachaigh, 

'S  ann  air  thig  a  chreach  'san  calldach, 

'Nuair  shaoil  e  gum  bu  bhean  cheart  i, 

'S  ann  thachair  e  ri  bhana-mhaighstir. 

A  bhana-chleasaiche  gun  ghrinneas, 

'S  mairg  fleasgach  a  theid  na  caramh, 

'S  trie  i  tuiteam  leis  na  gillean, 

Ceap  tuislidh  i  do  na  fearaibh  ; 

A  bhean  bhruidhneach,  mhisgeach,  ghionach, 

Ghlearach,  lonach,  shanntach,  shallach, 

Roinn  gu  reubadh  air  a  teangaidh, 

Coltach  ri  gath  geur  na  nathrach. 

Còmhdach  nach  falaich  a  craiceann, 
Leomach  gun  seùl  air  cuir  leis  ann, 
Cha'n  'eil  brògan  si 'in  mu'  casan, 
Cha'n  'eil  còta'n-aird  mu  leasaibb  ; 
Oirre  tha  aogas  na  glaistig, 
Neul  an  aoig  'na  h-aodainn  preasach, 
Closach  i  air  searga'  lachdunn, 
'S  coltach  i  ri  dealbh  na  Leisge  ! 

Taigh  tha  Ian  de  mhnathan  misgeach, 
'S  olc  an  t-ait  an  d'rinn  mi  tachairt. 


Ged' thàine'  mi  aiin  gun  fhios  domh, 
'S  fhearr  falbh  tiath  na  fuireach  aca  : 
Bana-mhaighsdir  a  chomuiiin  bhristich, 
Anna  tha  ainmeil  'san  eachdraidh  ; 
Mu  gheibh  each  i  mar  fhuair  mis  i, 
Cha  tig  iad  gu  brath  g'a  faicinn. 


AOIR  UlSDEAN  PHIOBAIR'. 

TuRAs  a  chaidh  mi  air  astar 

A  Chinn-tàile, 
Chunna  mi  daoin-uailse  tlachdmhor, 

Caoimhneil,  pàirteach  ; 
Bha  aon  bhallach  ann  air  banais, 

A  thug  dhomh  tàmailt, 
O  'n  a  bha  e-san  mar  sin  dòmh-sa, 

'S  ann  mar  so  bhios  mise  dhà-san. 

'S  ann  an  sin  a  thbisich  Uisdean, 

Mar  a  ni  cù  an  droch  naduir, 
Tabhunaich  ri  sluadh  na  dùtheha, 

'S  be  run  gu'n  gearradh  e  'n  s^iltean 
'S  math  an  còmpanaeh  do'n  chù  e, 

'S  dona  'n  companach  le  each  e, 
Cha  chuideachd  e  bhàrd  no  phiobair, 

Aig  a  mhiomhalachd  'sa  dh'fhàs  e. 

Aldieh  fhein  nach  'eil  thu  'd  phiobair, 
'S  leig  dhiot  bhi  'm  barail  gur  bard  thu  ; 

Daoine  cridheil  iad  le  cheile, 
'S  bithidh  iad  gu  leir  a  tàir  ort ; 

Fear  ciuil  gun  bhinneas  gun  ghrinneas, 
Fuadaichidh  sinn  as  ar  pàirt  e, 

Mar  a  thilgeas  iad  eraobh  chrionairh 

0  'n  fhionan  a  niach  as  a  gharadh. 

Mu  obi  thusa  bard  no  filidh 

No  fear  d(\na, 
Mu  bhios  aon  diubh  'g  iarraidh  gille' 

Ghiùlan  màlaid, 
Lean  an  duine  sin  le  durachd, 

Los  gu'n  siùbhla'  tu  h-uil  àite  ; 
'S  mbr  an  glanadh  air  do  dhùthaich, 

1  ehuir  ciil  riut  's  thu  g'a  fagail. 

No  ma  chi  thu  fear  a  sheinneas 

Piob  no  clarsach, 
Faodaidh  tusa  'n  t-inneal  ciuil 

A  ghiùlan  dà-san, 
Gus  am  bi  craiceann  do  dhroma' 

Fà^  na  bhallaibh  loma,  bàna. 
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SAll-OBAlU  NAM  BARD  GAELACH. 


Mnr  a  chi  thu  millc'  siatlirnch 
Air  gearniii  a  bliios  i°i  aiti-acli. 

Cin  mar  n  (ilieanailli  <>  òiaii, 
Gun  eùlas,  gun  tuigse  iiùduir, 
()  nach  (Ii'aiiadli  c  air  diii^li  e, 
S  anil  liu  chliir  <lha  fiiircach  ttainliach  ; 
13ruidiiinn  ghlugach  's  cuid  di  inabucli, 
^lòran  stadairli  aim  am  p'.irt  d'i, 
Na  ni  0  phlabartaicli  chùmhiaidli, 
Chu  bheu  na  tiiuigeas  a  Ghà'iilig. 

'S  sgimealair  cheanna  na'm  bòrd  iliii, 
Far  am  Caigh  ihirn  t-òl  gun  jdiàighcadh  ; 
Cia  mar  clmnntas  sinn  na  gcooaich, 
Mar  bi  Uisdcan  òg  'san  àireamh  ? 
Cha  robh  do  blirii  riainli  aig  siochadb, 
Gus  an  lionadh  tu  bhiadh  cliuiih  i  : 
'S  mòr  an  t-òl  na  chaisgeadh  t'-lotadh, 
'Nuair  chltc  thu  's  do  ghloc  jjaiteach. 

'S  trie  do  leab'  an  lag  an  òtraich, 

No'n  cùl  gàraidh, 

Bi  do  cheann  air  con-torn  còmhnard, 

'S  ro  mhath  'n  t-àìt  e  ; 

Bidh  na  coin  ag  iomlaich  t'fhebsaig, 

A  toirt  diot  a  bheoil  'sa  chàirean, 

Do  chraos  dreammach  toirt  pliòg  salach 

A'd  dhearbh  bhràithrean. 

Na'n  cluinne'  sibh  muc  a  riicail, 
Gebidh  a's  tunnagan  a  ràcail, 
'S  ann  mar  sin  a  bha  piob  Uisdean, 
Brònach  muladach  a  rànaich  ; 
Muineal  gun'  aolmann  air  tucha, 
'N  ribheid  cha'n  fheud  bhi  làidir, 
'S  e  call  daonnan  air  a  chùl-thaobh, 
Na  gaoith  bu  chuir  dol  an  'sa  rahàla. 

Bha  lurga  coin  air  son  gaothair' 

Ad  chraos  farsuinn, 

'S  culaidh  sin  a  thogail  plaigh 

'S  an  cnai*  air  malcadh  ; 

llii;n  e  t'anail  salach  brcun, 

Ma  theid  neach  to'n  Ghrein  an  taic  riut, 

'S  fhearr  bhi  eadar  thu  'sa  ghaoth, 

Na  seasarah  air  taobh  an  fhasga. 

Cia  mar  a  ni  Uisdean  òg  dhuibh 
Ceòl  gu  damhsa, 
Nuair  a  chitheadh  tu  sruth  rònn 
O'n  h-uile  toll  a  bh'  air  an  t-seannsair  : 
'Sgeul  tha  fior  a  dh'innseas  mise, 
Gur  h-e  dh'fhàg  e  'nis  cho  manntach 
Gu'n  tug  iad  dheth  leis  an  t-siosar 
Barr  na  teanga. 

Seididh  Uisdean  piob  an  ronngain, 
'S  mòr  a  h-anntlachd, 


Bitliidh  i  coltacli  ri  gaoir  choniiHbearh 
A  bhiodh  an  ciutc  Intttiih  a  draiindail  ; 
An  CirceapoU  laimh  ri  'i'ongn, 
A'  baigcarachd  air  muinntir  bainnse, 
I'huair  misi;  piobaire  'n  rùmjniill, 
'S  dh'l'hùg  mi  ann  «. 


AOIII  IAIN   FAOCIIAIGH. 

Iain  Fhaochaiq*  ann  an  Sasurin, 

'S  mor  a  mhasla'ih  'us  a  mhi-chliu, 

Chain  e  na  bh'  aige  de  chairdean,  -^ 

'S  tha  'naiinhdean  air  cintitinn  lionmhor. 

Ge  b'  fl)ad'  a  theich  e  air  astar, 

Chaidh  a  ghlacadh,  's  tha  e  ciosnaicht  ; 

Chàraich  iad  e  i'o  na  glasan, 

'S  tha  'n  iuchair  taisgt'  aig  maor  a  phrios.iin. 

Tha  e  'nis'  an  àite  cumhann, 

'S  e  'n  a  chrùban,  dubhach,  deurach, 

A  chas  daingeann  ann  an  iarunn, 

'G  a  phianadh,  a's  e  'n  a  eigin. 

B'  fliasa  dha  'bhi  anns  an  fhiabhras 

Na  'n  iarguin  a  tha  'n  a  chreubhaig ; 

'S  e  'n  sin  o  cheann  cbrr  a's  bliadhna, 

A  h-uile  la  ag  iarraidh  reite. 

Ach,  na'm  faigheadh  tusa  reite 
An  eirig  na  riiin  thu  'sheannachas, 
Baobhar-misnich  do  gach  bei.st  e 
Gu'm  laodadh  iad  fein  do  leanmhainn  ; 
Fear  gun  seadh,  gun  lagh,  gun  reusan, 
'S  anns  an  eucoir  a  ta  t-earbsa  ; 
Theann  thu  niach  o  achd  na  cleire, 
'S  thug  thu  bold  nach  eisd  thu  searmoin  ! 

Thug  thu  di-meas  air  an  Eaglais, 
Air  a  chreideimh,  's  air  na  h-aintean 
Chuir  thu  breugan  air  an  Trianaid 
'S  air  na  h-iarrtasan  a  dh'  fiiag  iad  ; 
Tha  e  'nis'  'n  a  ghnothach  cosail, 
'Ileir  an  t  soisgeil  'tha  mi  claistinn, 
Gu'n  do  chuir  thu  ciil  ri  sochair 
Na  saors'  a  choisinn  ar  Slàn'cai'. 

Chuir  thu  CÙ1  ri  d'  bhòidean-baistidh, 
'S  mor  a  mhasladh  dhut  an  aicheadb, 
Chain  thu  'chùirt  'am  biodh  an  ceartas, 
Roghnaich  thu  'm  peacadh  'n  a  h-kite: 
Ghlei  ih  thu  'n  riaghalt  's  an  seol-stiuiridh 
A  bh'aig  ludas,  do  dhearbh  bhrathair  ; 
'S  mor  an  sgainneal  air  do  dhùthaich 
Thusa,  bhrùìd,  gu'n  d'  rinn  thu  fas  innt. 

«  John  Wilks. 
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Ach,  ged  a  sheallte  'h-uile  doire, 
Cha  rahn  coille  liainh  gun  chiioiiach, 
'S  tha  fics  iù'j^  ail  t-saoglial  builcach 
Nach  hi  'cljoill  uile  cho  direacli  :  — 
'S  tusa  'cliraobh  'tha  'n  deigh  seacadh, 
Gut:  cliairt,  yuii  mhcaiigai?!,  giui  uilicnraii, 
Gun  suuiriliadi,  gun  sijgli,  gun  duilleach, 
Gun  rùsg,  gun  urad  nam  lieuinhan. 

'S  tu  an  t-cuii  a  chaidh  's  an  deachamh, 
'S  e  nead  creac.ht'  an  deachaidli  t-fhagail  ; 
'S  tu  'm  litheach  nach  d'  linn  an  ceartas, 
A  chaidh  air  theachdaireachd  o  'n  aire  ; 
'S  tu  'm  madadh-allaidh  gun  thiachm, 
S'  mairg  a  dh'iai  radh  'bhi  mar  tha  thu, 
'S  tu  'n  ceann-ciiinidh  aig  na  biastan, 
'S  tha  gach  duin'  a's  fiacli  a'  tàir  ort. 

Cha-n  ioghnadh  leam  thu  'bhi'd  bhalach, 

'S  'bhisaiach  arm  ad  ruidur, 

O'n  a  thin  thu  ris  an  duthchas 

A  bh'  aig  na  sgiùrsairean  o'n  tain'  thu  ! 

'S  tu  'n  t-isean  a  fhuair  an  t-iimaidh 

Ris  an  t-siùrsaich  air  n.i  sraidean  : 

'S  i  'n  droch-bheairt  a  thog  'ad  chloinn  thu, 

*S  ann  'ad  shloightire  'chaidh  t-àrach  ! 

'I'hoisich  thu  'n  toiseach  gu  h-iseal 
Air  a'  chrine  's  air  a'  bhoclidainn  ; 
S  e  'n  donas  thug  dhut  a  bhi  sporsail 
'S  ann  bu  choir  dhut  bhi  'gad  chosnadh. 
'S  bochd  nach  d'  than  thu  aig  do  dhùthchas, 
'Ad  bhrùthair,  a'  bruich  nam  poitean, 
A'  cumail  dibhe  ris  gach  grùdair' 
'Nuair  a  dhruigheadh  iad  na  botail. 

Bha  thu,  greis  'ad  thim,  'ad  bhaigear, 
'S  laidh  thu  'n  fhad  sin  air  na  cairdean, 
A  blii  oidhche  's  gach  taigh  a's  dùthaìch, 
A  dhuraigeadh  cuid  an  Iratij'  dhut  ; 
A  mheud  's  a  bha  de  dh'  ainfheich  ortsa 
Chuir  thu  cuid  nam  bochd  g'  li  pliàidheadh  : 
Cio<i  e  'nis'  a  chuir  an  stoc  thu 
Ach  an  robaireaciid  's  a  mhèirle? 

Shaoil  thu  gu'm  faigheadh  tu  achain, 
(Bu  mhasladh  gu'm  biodh  i  'd  thàirgse) 
Cead  suidhe  'am  parlamaid  Bhreatuinn, 
Gun  chiall,  gun  cheartas,  'ad  eanchaiiiii. 
Duine  dall  a  chaidh  air  seachran, 
Nach  'eil  beachdail  air  na  's  fhearra  dha, 
Le  cumliradh  tuhaisdeach,  tuisleach, 
'S  le  sir  droch-thuiteamas  cearbach. 

Duine  gun  fhearann,  gun  oighreachd, 
Gun  ni'  gun  staoile,  gun  airgiod, 
Gun  bheus,  gun  chreidhimh,  gun  chreideas, 
Gun  ghin  a  chreideas  li  sheanachas; 


Duine  mirgeach,  brisfcach,  bretigarli, 
J>ur;ai(lh  tha  na  bht-i^d    s  n'a  ainmiiidh, 
'S  tiioblaid-inntinn,  le  itheadh  dèisneach, 
Gu  trie  a'  teuinadh  a  chridhe  chealgaich. 

Tha  thu  sùriraicht'  ann  ad    chonan 
A'  t«jgail  conaÌ!<  'am  measg  dhaoine, 
Cha  chualas  roimhe  do  choimeas 
A  bhi  di)onas  air  an  t-saoglial, 
Ach  an  nathair  an  garadh  Edein, 
A  inhcall  Eubh  aig  bun  na  craoibhp, 
A  choiiihairlich  gu  buain  a  mhios  i, 
A  dh'lhag  ris  an  cinne-daoine. 

Thoisich  thu  'n  toiseach  's  an  eucoir 
Ag  innse  bhreugan  air  righ  Deòrsa, 
Cha  chreid  duine  bhuat  an  sgeul  ud, 
'S  cha  toir  iad  uisdeachd  do  d'  chomhradh  ; 
'S  beag  a  dhruigheas  do  dhroch-dhùrachd, 
A.ir  oighr'  a'  chruin  a's  na  còrach 
S  a  liuthad  neach  a  tha,  gu  toileacli, 
A'  toirt  onorach  d*  a  mhòrachd. 

Ge  beag  ortsa  Morair  Zoudaiii, 
B'  aithne  dliòmhs'  an  sonn  o'n  d'  Ihàs  e, 
Duin-uasal  foisirwieach,  funnar, 
Cridhe  connar,  aigne  àrda; — 
Seanalair,  air  thiis  na  h-armailt, 
A  bha  ainmeil  arms  san  blaraibh  ; 
Cha  mhisfl  e  madadh  air  bliaotlial 
A  bhi  tabhannaicli  an  tras'  ris. 

'S  gorach  a  labhair  thu  moran 
Air  CÙ1  laria  Bhùid,  an  t-armunn, 
Cùnnspunn  onorach,  le  firinn 
A'  seasamh  narioghachd  gu  laidir; 
S  e  gu  h-àrd-uri'amach,  pr'iseil 
Ann  an  cùirt  an  righ  's  na  bàn-righ'n 
A  dh'  aindeoin  na  Faochaig  's  nam  biasdan 
Leis  am  '  Ihiach  dol  ann  am  pàirt  ris. 

Bhrjiidhinn  thu  gu  leir  mu  Albainu, 
'S  b'  thearrdhut  gu'm  fanadh  tu  samhach, 
Na'n  tigeadh  tu  'n  coir  nan  Garhh-chrioch, 
Bu  mhaiig  a  bhiodh  ann  ad  àite  ; 
BÌiiodh  tu  'm  priosan  ri  do  lathan 
'Dh  'aindeoin  na  ghabhadh  do  phàirt-sa  ; 
'S  an  eirig  na  rinn  thu  'dhroch-bhcairt, 
Bheirtcadh  chroich  mar  glialar-bais  diiut. 

Cha'n  ioghnadh  dhut  bhi  to  mhulad, 
Fhuair  thu  diumb  gach  duin'  an  :il  so  ; 
'S  e  sin  fein  a  bha  thu  "co.snadh, 
'S  crcutair  crosd  thu  o'n  a  dh'  thus  thu  ; 
'S  lionar  ml-run  ann  ad  chuideachd, — 
INIalhiilid  na  Cuigse  's  a'  Bhàp  ort ! 
^MaUaclul  an  t-saoghail  gu  leir  ort! 
'S  mo  nihallaclid  lein  mar  ri  each  ort ! 


> 
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SAlt-OlJAlll  NAM  BAUD  GAKLACH. 


II  A  N  N 

A  OIIAIMIAR  MAUillDKAN  IVA  I-KANNAN. 

CiiA  'n  eMns  ^niidli  dliut 

Uisi^c  shi':il)h  nil  Nliop, 

Ach  giàdli  an  fliir  thig  riut, 

Le  blaths  a  thanuinn  ort  ; 

Eiiich  moch  l)i-dòinl)nuich 

Gu  lie  choinhnairt  plilataicli, 

'S  thoir  Icat  bcaiinachd  pobuill, 

Agiis  currachd  sagairt  ; 

Tog  Slid  ail'  a  ghiialaiiin 

Agiis  sliiasaid  inhaide, 

Faigh  iiaoi  gasaii  raiiaich, 

Air  ail  gearradh,  le  tiiaigh, 

A's  ti'i  chnaimheaii  seann-duine, 

Air  an  tarruitiii  a  iiaigh  ; 

Loisg  air  teiiie  crlonaicli  e, 

Dean  sud  gu  leir  na  luath, 

Stiath  sill  ra  gheala-bhroilleach, 

An  aghaidh  na  gaoith  tuath  ; 

'S  thcid  mise  'n  ra  's  am  barrantas, 

Nach  fulbh  'm  tear  ud  bhuat. 


MARBH-RANN  DO  CHU 

A  CHAIDH  BATHADH  'SA  MHAIGHEACH  TARSAINN 
NA  BHEUL. 

Latha  do  Phàdruig  a  sealg, 
'Am  fireach  nan  learg  air  sliabh, 
Thug  e  ghleann  Artanaig  sgriob, 
'S  ann  thachair  e  'm  frith  nam  tiadh. 
Leig  e  na  shiubhal  an  cù, 
A  bha  luath,  laidir,  liighar,  diann, 
Cha  robh  a  leithid  riamh  san  tir  ; 
Ach  bran  a  bh'aig  righ  nam  Fian. 

Gaodhar,  bu  gharg  calg  a's  fionnadh, 
Cruaidh,  colgara,  fiiil  a's  malla, 
Bu  mhath  dreach,  a's  dealbh,  a's  cumachd, 
A  churraidh  bu  gharg  sa  charraid, 
Bheirreadh  e  'm  tiadh  dearg  a  muUach, 
'Sam  Boc-earb,  a  dluthas  a  bharraich, 
B'e  t'hasan  bhi  triall  don  mhunadh, 
'S  cha  tain'  e  riamh  dhachaigh  fallamh, 

Culaidh    leagadh  nan  damh  dònn, 
Air  mullach  nan  torn  's  nan  cnoc, 
Namhaid  n'am  biasd  dubh  a's  ruadb) 
'S  ann  air  a  bha  buaidh  nam  broc. 


Bha  mhaigheuch  tarnainn  nn  bheul, 
'I'hiiit  iad  1«!  chcil  aim  an  Hlurhd  ; 
liha  iad  bàit<>  bonii  ri  boiiii, 
A's  inuladach  uin  leain  u  nuchd. 


RANN  CO'-DHUNAIDII. 

Tha  mise  'in  shiiidh  air  an  iiaigli, 
Tlia  'n  h'aba'  «in  fuar  gu  icòir, 
(ju'n  fhios  again  cia  fhad  an  tim, 
Gus  an  teannar  mi  fhein  da  coir  : 
C2)mhdach  fhiinin  's  loiiie  lin, 
A's  ciste  dhubh  dhionach  bhòrd, 
Air  mheud  's  ga  'n  cruinnich  mi  nl, 
Sud  na  theld  leam  sios  fo'n  fhòd. 

'S  beag  ar  cùram  ro  'n  bhàs, 
'M  fad  'sa  bhios  sinn  laidir  òg, 
Saoilidh  sinn  mu  gheibh  sinn  dàil,     • 
Gur  e  ar  'n  àite  fuireach  beo ; 
Faodaidh  sinn  fhaicinn  air  each, 
'S  iad  g'ar  fàgail  gach  aon  lò, 
Gur  nadurra  dhuinne  gach  truth, 
Gum  beil  am  bas  a'  tcannadh  oirnn. 

Tha  mo  pheaca-sa  ro  thrbm, 
'S  inuladach  sin  leam  an  drast ; 
Tha  mi  smaoineacha'  gu  trie, 
Liuthad  uair  a  bhrist  mi  'n  àithn, 
Le  miann  mo  dhroch  inntinn  fein, 
Le.is  an  robh  mo  chreubhag  Ian  ; 
Gun  ehuimhn  air  Ughdarras  De, 
Le  dùrachd  am  bheul  n'am  laimb. 

Ged'  is  mor  mo  pheaca  gniomh, 

'S  mi  'n  cionta  ceud  pheacaidh  Adh'mh, 

Cheannacha'  mi  le  fuil  gu  daor, 

A  dhòirte  sgaoilteach  air  a  bhlàr; 

Tha  mo  dhùil,  's  cha  dòchas  faoin, 

Ri  iochd  fhaotainn  air  a  sgàth, 

Gu'n  glacar  m'anam  gu  sith, 

Le  fulangas  Chriosd  amhàin  : 

Tha  mo  dhòchas  ann  an  Criosd 
Nach  diobalr  e  mi  gu  bràth, 
'Nuair  a  leagar  mo  chorp  sios 
Ann  an  staid  iosail  fo'n  bhlar ; 
Gu'n  togar  m'anam  a  suas, 
Gu  rioghaehd  nam  buadh  's  nan  gràs, 
Gu'm  bi  mo  leaba  fo'  dhion 
Cois  cathrach  an  Ti  is  aird. 

Cha  bhiodh  m'eagal  ro'  an  aog, 
Ged'  thigeadh  e  m  thaobh  gun  dài], 


DONNACIiADII  BAN. 
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N'am  bithinn  do  pheaca  saor, 
'N  (lcigh's  a  gtiaoìl  a  thu;;  ini  dha; 
Tha  ino  dhùil  arms  an  I)ia  bheo, 
Gu'ii  dean  e  tròcalr  orin  an  drùst, 
iVIo  thoirt  a  'steach  a^  dli'ionad  naomli, 
'N  cuideachd  Mhaoìs  a's  Abraham. 

Gabh'iidb  mi  'nis  mo  chead  an  t-sluagh, 
Le'fj  toirt  suas  daibh  ann  am'  chuinnt, 
Fàgaldli  nii  aca  na  chnuasaich 
Na  stuaghan  a  biranu  am  cheann  ; 
'Los  gu'n  abair  iad  ra'  cheile, 
"  INIar  a  leugli  slnn  fein  gach  rann, 
Cò  air  an  d'theid  sinn  ga'n  sirreadh  ? 
'Nis  cha'n  'eil  am  Filidh  ann." 


MARBH-RANN   AN   UGHDAIR, 

DHA  FEIN.* 

Fhir  tha  'd  sheasamh  air  mo  lie 

Bha  mise  mar  tha  thu'n  dràst ; 

Si  mò  leaba  'n  diugh  an  uaigh, 

Cha'n'eil  smìor  no  smuais  a'm'  chnàirah  : 

Ged'  tha  thusa  làidir,  òg, 

Cha  mhiiir  beo,  ged'  fhuair  thu  dàil  ; 

Gabh  mo  chomhairle  's  bi  glic, 

CuWnhnich  trie  gu'n  tig  am  bàs. 

Culmhnieh  t-anam  a's  do  Shlànuigh'r, 
Cuimhnich  Phàrras  thar  gach  àit ; 
Gabh  an  cothrom  gu  bhi  sùbhailt 
Ann  an  gàirdeaehas  gu  bràth  : 
Ged'  a  thuit  sinn  anns  a  ghàradh 
Leis  an  fhàilling  a  rinn  Adh'mh, 
Ph'èlrieh  ar  misneach  as  ùr 
'Nuair  fhuair  sinh  Cùmhnant'  nan  Gràs. 

Cuimhnich  daonnan  a  chur  romhad, 
Gu'n.coimhead  thu  a  h-uile  àithn', 
O'se  cumhaehdan  an  ard  rìgh 
Rinn  am  fàgail  air  dà  chlùr  ; 

•  The  Author's  Epitaph,  by  himself. 


Chaìdh  sin  liubhaict  d(»  ^Ihaols  ; 
Ririn  IMuoÌ8  an  liubhairt  (h>  cliàch  ; 
Na'm  b'urrain  sinne  ga'rn  freagradh, 
Cha  b'aobhar  eagail  am  bus. 

Caochladh  beatha  th'  ann  's  cJia  bhàs, 
Le  beannachadh  gràsmhor,  buan  ; 
Gach  neach  a  ni  a  chuid  is  foarr, 
'S  math  'n  t-àit  am  I'aigh  e  dhuais 
Cha  bhi'n  t-anam  ann  an  càs, 
Ged'  tha'n  corp  a'  tàmh  's  an  uaigh, 
Gus  .in  latha'n  tig  am  IJràth 
'S  an  cirich  sliochd  Adhaiinh  suas. 

Seinnear  an  tròmpaid  gu  h-àrd, 
Cluinnear  's  na  h-uile  ait'  a  t'uaim  ; 
Dùisgear  na  mairbh  as  a  bhlàr 
'N  do  chàràich  each  iad  'iian  suain  ; 
'S  mheud  'sa  chailleadh  le  an-uair, 
No  le  annradh  fuar  a  chuain  ; 
Gu  sliabh  Shioin  thcid  an  sluagh, 
Dh'  fhaotain  buaidh  le  full  an  Uain. 

Gheibh  iad  buaidh,  mar  ihuair  an  siol, 
A  chinn  llonmhor  anns  an  f'hòrin  ; 
Cuid  deth  dh'fhàs  gu  faUaiii,  direach, 
'S  cuid  na  charran  iosal  cròm  : 
Gleidhear  a  chuid  a  tha  lionntach, 
'Am  bell  brigh  a's  torradh  tròm  ; 
Caillear  a  chuid  a  bhios  aotrom, 
'S  leigear  leis  a  ghaoith  am  moll. 

Cha'n'eil  bean  na  duine  beò, 
Na  hinain  phòsda  iiach  dealaich  ; 
Bha  iad  lionmhor  scan  a's  òg 
Ar  luchd-eòlais  nach  'eil  maireann  : 
Cha  b'e  sin  an  t-aobhar  bròin 
Bhi  ga'n  cuir  fo'n  fhòd  am  i'alach, 
Na'm  biodh  am  bus  na  bhàs  glan, 
Cha  bu  chàs  talamh  air  thalamh. 

Ghabh  mi  'nis  mo  chead  do'n  t-saoghal, 

'S  do  na  daoine  dh'fhuirich  ann  ; 

Fhuair  mi  greis  gu  sunndach  aotrom, 

'S  i  'n  aois  a  rinn  m'  f  hàgaii  fann  ; 

Tha  mo  thàlantan  air  caochladh, 

'S  an  t-aog  air  tighinn  's  an  am  ; 

'S  e  m'  achanaich  air  sgath  m'  Fiuvir-saoraidh, 

J3hi  gu  math  's  an  t-saogiial  thùll. 


260 


SAUOn.MIL   NAM   HARD  (iAEI.ACII, 


FEAR  SRATlI-MIIAISlDir. 

Mk  Lauchlan  Macpherson,  of  Strathmasie,  was  born  about  tlie  year  1 723,  and  died  in  the 
latter  end  of  the  hist  century.  He  was  a  gentleman  and  a  scholar ;  and  gave  his  able  assist- 
ance to  Mr  James  M'Pherson  in  his  arduous  and  successful  translations  of  Ossian's  poems. 
His  own  works  have  not  been  printed  in  a  collected  form,  and  the  most  of  them  have,  there- 
fore, never  been  committed  to  press.*  Mr  Macpherson  was  not  a  poet  by  profession  ;  he 
invoked  his  muse  only  when  an  object  of  approbation  or  animadversion  presented  itself,  and 
attracted  his  notice  :  his  observations  and  remarks  were  made  on  the  customs  and  manners 
of  men  ;  his  humour  was  directed  against,  and  his  ridicule  exposed,  excesses.  He  had 
the  felicity  of  expressing  himself  in  terms  most  appropriate  to  the  posture  and  hght  in 
which  men  stood,  who  exposed  themselves  to  censure  ;  and  he  never  failed  in  placing 
them  in  a  position  in  which  no  one  would  wish  to  be  found,  yet  into  which  many  often  fall. 


CUMHA  DO  DH'  EOBHON  MACPHEARSON,  TJGHEARNA  CHLUAINIDH. 

[AIK  DHA  TKICHKADH  DO    'N  KHRAI^G.] 


Gur  lionmhor  trioblaid  sinte, 
Ris  an  linn  a  chi  'n  droch  shaoghal  so, 
Tha  plaigh,  claidheamh  's  mi-run  ann, 
Tha  gaol  na  firinn  aotrom  ann, 
Tha  fear  na  foille  direadh  ann, 
Tha  'n  cri-aon-fhillt'  a'  tearnadh  ann, 
S  ma  lasas  eas'  a  lireamh  liu 
Gheibh  daoine  direach  aomadh  ann. 

Ged  dh'eiiinn  le  righ  Seumas, 

Agus  dol  air  ghleus  fo  m'  armachd  leis, 

Mar  saoil  mi  gur  h-e'n  eu-cbir  e, 

An  ni  choir  gu'n  eight'  am  chealgair  mi 


Ma  ni  sinn  mar  a's  leir  dhuinn 
Cha  bhi  Righ  na  Grein  cho  feargach  ruinn, 
Ach  'se  clann  nan  daoin'  a's  geir-breithich, 
S  gur  fad  is  eis  air  Alba  sin. 

O  !  is  iomadh  gaisgeach  sàr-bhuilleach, 
A  laodaich  blar  an  cunntais  oirn, 
Thug  Tearlach  a's  na  f'lsaichean, 
Chain  fuil  an  dail  nan  Stiubhartach, 
Nan  cadal  trom  's  na  h-àraichean, 
'S  a'n  CÙ1  ri  làr's  cha  dùisgear  iad, 
Bha  croich  a's  tnagh  toirt  bàs  orra, 
'S  bha  cuid  dbiu  dhfhag  an  Diithchannan. 


*  All  the  poems  thit  we  have  ever  heard  or  seen  attributed  to  him  a-e  in  the  collection,  with  (he  exception  of  four  : 
viz.,  A  Hunting  Song,  in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  between  the  sportsman  and  the  mountain  deer,  in  which  President 
Forbes's  Unclothing  Act  is  loudly  declaimed  against ;  T/ie  Advice,  in  which  the  poet  labours  to  curb  ambition,  and 
to  modify  inordinate  worldly  desires  ;  An  Amorous  Piece,  and  Aoir  nan  Luch.  These  last  two  we  have  captured  in 
an  old  Manuscript,  together  with  the  song  we  have  classed  first  in  his  section  of  this  work.  We  have  had  consider- 
able difficulty  in  deciphering  it  ;  but  the  Love  ditty  we  found  partly  erased  and  partly  unintelligible,  and  Aoii  i.an 
Luch,  although  not  destitute  of  merit,  is  not  much  to  our  liking. 


FEAa  SHIlA'ril   Mil. \  LSI  1)11. 
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Am  fear  a  dh'fli;>fj  an  duthaiich  so, 

Ihi  iiiiiatli  air  chiil  iiu  Cniadliach  e, 

lie'ii  CiàL'l  sgaiteacii,  cliCiteach  e, 

'S  bu  (lutliuiiach  air  Citiaiiiidh  e: 

Bii'ii  craiin  cliiiir  croiseal  diùbhalach 

A  dhruid  a  null  tliar  chuainteaii  e  ; 

Tliui(  teisteas  Hr  thar  cheudaii  Ifis, 

♦*  A  chaoidh  nacli  meud  a  bhuadhaicheas." 

Gu'm  bfhcarail,  smiorail,  anmant  e 
13u  lasair  Ihcaig  'ntiair  dhùisgeadh  e 
Bu  blieo  na  fheol  's  iia  inhealbhaiiin  e, 
Bu  bhealach  lar  am  biuchdadh  e, 
Mai-  tliuinu  ri  cariaijj  fhaiigeach  e, 
Mar  fhaoilleach  's  stoiim  ga  dùbhlachadh, 
Blar  thein  air  fraoch  nan  garbhiaicheaii, 
'i>  mar  easraich  gliarbh  an  ùr  uisge. 

Cha  chuireadh  falleas  gruaimean  air 
'S  cha  chuireadh  fuathas  càmpar  air, 
Cha  bu  raghainn  tuasaid  leis, 
'S  na  b'theudar  dha  bu  luath-lamhaoh, 
Bha  luim,  a's  greim,  as  cruadal  arm, 
'S  bu  treun  a'  bualadh  nàmhaid  e, 
]Mar  ealtaitm  gheur  fo'n  fheur  uain  e 
Gun  gearrte  sluagh  sail  aimhreit  leis. 

Cha  bu  bhrais  gun  reusan  e 
'S  cha  mho  bu  leumach,  gùrach  e, 
Biodh  lamb  a  casg  na  h-eu-corach 
S  lamh  eile  treun  sa'  chomraig  aig. 
Bha  truas  a's  iochd  ri  feumaich  ann, 
'S  b'i  sith  a's  reit  a  b'òrdugh  dha, 
'S  cha'n  Ihaca  mis  le'm  leirsinne 
No'u  neach  lu'ii  ghrein  ri  foirneart  e. 

Cha  bu  duine  gòrach  e, 

A  chuireadh  bòsd  a  thruacantas 

Mu  nàdur  gu  dearbh  b'eolach  mi, 

Bha  cuid  de'm  sheorsa  dh'eireadh  leis  : 

Mas  buidhcann  ghasd  an  comhraig  sibh, 

Bidh  na  Naoidh  an  conaidh  beusadh  dhuibh, 

'S  mas  bratach  thais  an  co-stri  sibh, 

Cha  chluinnear  beoil  a'  seis  umaibh. 

'Nuair  thrialladh  brais  na  t'eirge  dheth, 

Bu  mhàlta  tlà  mar  mhaighdeinn  e, 

Bu  bhlath  mar  aiteal  grein  mhoich  e, 

Bu  chiiiin  mar  spour  an  anamoich  e 

Mar  ghlacair  oigh  fo  ceud-bliarra, 

'S  i  tighinn  gu  reith  gu  caoimhnealachd, 

Bha  sean  a's  òg  cho  speiseil  dheth, 

'S  nach  lac  iad  treun  cho  toillteannach. 

'Nuair  bha'n  saoghal  bruaillcanach, 
S  gluasad  air  luchd  nàthsaichean 


Nuair  bhiodh  an  cinn  gun  chluasagan, 
Gun  tàmh  le  buail'  a's  bàthaichean, 

1  hug  Eobhon  sgriob  thoirt  f  uasgladh  dhuinn, 
'S  ghlais  e  suas  a  Ghi.Uldachd, 
'8  clia'n  iarradh  iad  mar  bhuachaiilean 
'8  an  taobh-tuath  uch  na  fàsaichean. 

Ach  dh-(halbh  e  nis  a's  dh'fhag  e  sirm, 
'S  CO  chaisgeas  lamh  na  h-eacurach  ? 
Ged  fhaicte  'n  choir  ga  sàracliadh, 
Gu'n  chain  sinn  lamh  ar  treundais, 
Mo  bheanriaclid  suas  do  Phiirrais  leis, 
Blio'n  dh'  fhill  am  bus  na  eideadh  e, 
'S  a  dh'aindean  righ  a's  parlamaid, 
llinn  High  nan  gràsan  rèite  ria. 


COMUNN  AN   UISGE-BHEATHA. 

pFAa  mo  ghaoil  an  t-uisge-beatha, 
Air  am  bi  na  daoin'  a  i'eitheamh  ! 
'S  trie  a  chuir  e  saoi  'na  laidhe 
Gun  aon  chlaideamh  rusgadh. 
Ciod  eile  chuireadh  sunnt  oirn, 
Mur  cuireadh  hearty  a's  liunn  e  ? 

'Nuair  chaisgeas  gach  sluagh  am  pathadh, 
'S  a  theid  mac  nam  buadh  air  ghabhail, 
'S  lionmhor  uaisle  feadh  an  taighe 
'S  biasd  nach  caitheadh  cùinneadh. 
Ciod  eile^  <^-c. 

Cha  b'e  sud  an  comunn  suarrach. 
'S  mairg  a  dh'iarradh  an  taobh  shuas  daibh. 
'S  iad  nach  cromadh  thun  na  luai'aig, 
Ge  bu  dual  daibh  'n  lùireach. 

Ciod  eile,  §c. 

Gheibht'  an  sin  gach  lamh  bu  chruaidhe, 
'S  CO  b'l'hearr  na  clann  na  tuatha? 
'M  fear  bhiodh  aig  an  amar-t'huail, 
Gu  'm  buaileadhe  aon  triuir  dhiubb. 

Ciod  eile,  §•(?. 

Bi'dh  iad  Ian  misnich  is  cruadail, 
Gu  h-aigeantach  brisg  'san  tuasaid. 
Chuireadh  aon  fhichead  san  uair  sin 
Tcarlach  Ruadh  fo  'n  chrun  duinn  ! 

Ciod  eile,  i^c. 

Chluinneadli  fear  a  bhiodh  gun  cliluais  iad, 
Nan  deanadh  luiiineag  a's  liiaijn  e  ; 
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ComuTin  tcnnparh.  cainntoncl),  cimcliach, 
Dninlisac.li,  suaiic',  iicu-Lliniidcil. 
( 'iud  filv^  )^'c. 

Coimum  aoidln'il,  òlmlior,  ]).'iirtfil, 
J'òi;ach,  doniacli,  sroiiacl),  ^.Mil'.aidh, 
Sjmrsail,  cuòlnihor,  cìii'iiacli,  gùireach, 
JNnch  cuir  càs  gu  sinuireiii. 
Ciod  vile,  S^c. 

Gar  am  pàidhenr  an  fheill-màrtuiiin 
'S  jj;od'  rach  an  righ  -     -  mh;itliair, 
I^oaiiaidli  iads'  an  ioc-slilaiiit  àdmhoi* 
Gus  am  fag  an  lùghs  iad. 
Ciod  eilc,  Sfc. 

'IM  foar  a  chaidh  choimhead  na  li-oidhclic, 
I.eig  a  chasan  air  a  <lliruim  e  ; 
Thug  e  staigh  an  rud  nach  d'rinn  e, 
'S  b'oillteil  a  bha  chultaobh. 

Ciod  cile,  §T. 

Dh'eirich  am  fear  a  bha  laimh  ria 
Theicheadh  ro  bholadh  an  fhàilidh, 
Thuit  e  anns  a'  mhuighe-lagain, 
'S  mhill  a'  chath  a  shiiilean. 

Ciod  eile,  cjfc. 

Dh'eirich  an  treas  fear  gu  dàicheil 
Chum  's  gu'n  tearnadh  e'm  fear  bàite, 
Chuir  e  ghriosach  as  le  mhiisan, 
'S  cuta  Spàinneach  ùr  air. 

Ciod  eile,  Sfc. 

'N  sin  dar  dh'eirich  iad  uile 
Thuirt  fear,  "  Gabhar  greim  do  'n  duine, 
Fhuair  e  masladh,  's  cha  b'e  munar  : 
Loisgeadh  mu  'na  ghlun  e." 
Ciod  eile,  8fc. 

Thuirt  caraid  an  fhir  a  chaidh  losgadh 
"  Tha  thu  fior  bhreugach,  a  losgain. 
Bi  mach  fhad  's  tha  'n  dorus  fosgailt', 
Oglaich,  lobhte  dhùisg  so." 
Ciod  eile^  |'c. 

San  uair  a  's  fearr  a  bhios  aca 
Bi'dh  lamh  air  gach  cuail'  a's  bata, 
Bi'dh  fear  buailte,  's  fear  ga  thachdadb, 
'S  fear  fo  'n  casan  ciùrrte. 
Ciod  eile,  S^c. 

Fear  eile  thig  aileag  'na  bhràgad, 
Stiuiridh  e'm  broilleach  a  bhràthar 
Aran  pronn,  a's  im  a's  caise, 

Brucach,  blath,  cur  smùid  dheth. 
Ciod  eile^  <^c. 


Their  bcaii-an-taigiio  gu  diblidli — 
"  DhuiiT,  \h  oh-,  an  caradh  hidh  sin, 
'S  mòr  u  b'fhearr  dhomh  ngam  fhin  e, 
*S  mh'ni  a  phris  a's  dutiiuich." 

Ciod  rile,  <\v. 

'N  HÌn  dar  thig  na  coin  s:i  cliom-itli, 
I^eigidh  iad  air  ciinilh  caniith. 
Lcasaichidli  fear  eile  an  noUaig 
Lc  gleus  ronnach  iirar. 
Ciod  eilc,  tjc. 

'Nuair  dh'fhàsas  a'  bhangaid  goirid, 
Chuid  nach  tainigach  mu  dheireadh, 
O  nach  faigh  iad  l;in  an  goile, 
Goiridh  iad  gu  diùmach. 
Ciod  eile.,  ^c. 

Theid  iadsan  a  nis  anns  sa  cheile, 
'S  chi  gach  mad'  e  fein  'an  deigh  laimh, 
Bi'dh  surd  air  na  h-armaidh  gleusta, 
'S  deudaichean  'gan  rusgadh. 
Ciod  eile,  ^e. 

'S  ann  an  sin  a  bhios  a'  chaonnag, 
Firum,  farum,  chon  a's  dhaoine, 
Clann  a'  ranaich,  mnài  rì  caoine, 
'S  baobhail  crost'  a'  chùirt  iad. 
Ciod  eile,  ^c. 

'S  ma  chreideas  gach  fear  na  chual  e, 
'S  meas'  e  na  thuirt  Galium  Ruadh  rium. 
'S  iad  na  coin  a  bhios  'an  uachdar. 
'S  hi'  daoin'  uaisle  mùchta. 
Ciod  eile,  ^c. 


A  BHANAIS  BHAN. 

LUINIS'EAG. 

Mo  ì'ùn  air  a  cliomunn  ud 
Cha  somolta  neo-thomadach. 
Mo  dhurachd  do  '«  chomunn  ud 
Gun  bliò  gun  bJiolla  gann  daibh. 

An  cuala'  sibhs'  a  bhanais  bhàn, 
Bh'aig  Eobhon  Mac-Dhùghaill  Dl-mairt, 
Ann  am  Pac-ulla  gu  h-ard 
Aig  na  thràigh  iad  àngar. 
Mo  mn,  4'C- 

'Nuair  a  thainig  iad  a  nios 
Rinn  iad  achanaich  ri  Brian 
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lad  a  bhi  uille  cho  liath, 
lie  ciubhn^  fhir  iia  huiiiiise. 

J\lo  run,  tf^-c. 

Labhair  fear  na  baiiise  fein 
Tha  (lath  aiigeld  oiru'  gu  leir 
Ciod  an  croii  tha  oini  to  'n  ghrein 
Mar  dean  fear-beurra  raiin  oirn  ? 
Mo  run,  t^c. 

Thuirt  Pàdruig  Mac-Mhulrich  gu  foil 
Agam-sa  'tha  bhratach  shrùil 
Is  mar  sguir  am  bard  d'a  sgleò 
Mar  tha  mi  beo  theid  sreang  air. 
Mo  ruTiy  Sfc. 

Labhair  an  Cleireach  gu  dan' 
Agam-sa  ta  ceart  thar  chàch  ; 
Tlieid  am  Ministeir  am'  ph'iirt 
'S  gun  teid  am  bard  sa  phrangas. 
Mo  run,  4'c. 

Thuirt  am  Maighisdir-Sgoile  liath 
Mu  'se  gleus-air-mas  a  mhiann, 
Mo  roghuinn-s'  e  th'air  seachd  ciad 
'S  i  cheaird  bha  riamh  cuir  anri  domh. 

Mo  run,  &(c. 

Thuirt  fear  bu  daine  na  chch 
Agam  cha'n'eil  speis  d'ar  dan, 
Kiribh  's  cuimt'  an  t-ùrlar  blà' 
'S  gu'n  lion  mo  lamh-sa  dram  dhuibli. 

Mo  run,  ^c. 

Dh'eirich  iad  nil  cho  bhras 
*S  ann  an  sud  bha  farum  chas, 
Mar  gu'm  bithoadh  an  trùp  ghlas, 
Ag  dol  am  baiteal  Frangaclu 
Mo  run,  S^c. 

Cha  di-chuimhnich  mi  gu  bràtU 
Gus  an  teid  mi  anris  an  làr 
Comunn  ciar-dubh  glas  mo  gràidh 
A  bha  san  trà  so  damhsadh. 
Mo  run,  S^c. 


A  BHllIGIS  LACHDUNN. 


LUINNEAG. 


'*S  coma  ham  a  bhrlgis  lacTidunn, 
B*  annsa  ^mfcile-heag  ""sa  m  brcacan, 
^S  heag  a  gha/)h  mi  riamh  dc  thlachd, 
Dg  ^njhasau  a  hiCaig  clann  nan  Gall. 


CiiA  Chleirichean  "h  cha  'n  Easbuigean, 
Chum  a  bharr  an  t-seisein  mi  ; 
Ach  a  bhrigis  luibideach, 

Nach  deanadh  anns  na  preasari  clann  ! 
'Ò'  coma  Icam,  <l^c. 

Ged  tha  bhrigis  miothlachdar, 
Gur  feumail  anns  na  criochan  i, 
Gach  fear  a  bhios  ri  diolanas, 

Gu  'n  toir  i  striochdadh  air  gun  taing. 

'Ò'  coma  learn,  <5'C. 

Ach  cuiribh  air  na  mnathan  i, 
'S  ann  orra  's  fearr  a  laidheas  i, 
Gur  sgiobalt'  air  feadh  taighe  i, 
'S  b'  e  'n  ceol  am  faighinn  innt  a  damhs'. 
'Ò'  coTua  learn,  ^c. 

Gur  mise  bh'  ann  'sa  'n  eisdeachd, 
'S  na  mnathan  'g  radh  ri  cheilc, 
Gu  'm  b'  fhearr  leo  orra  fhein  i, 
Na  bhi  ceusadh  an  fhir  chaim! 

'S  coina  leam,  4'C. 

Cha  mhath  gu  direadh  bruthaich  i, 
S  cha  'n  fhiach  leinn  thun  an  t-siubhail  i, 
'S  cha  'n  eil  mi  idir  buidheach, 
Air  an  fhear  a  luthaig  i  bhi  ann. 

'S  coma  ham,  t^c. 

Cha  mhath  an  t-eideadh  idir  i, 
'Nuair  theid  sinn  anns  an  uisge  lea, 
'Nuair  lubas  i  m'  ar  'n  iosgaidean, 

Gu  'n  d'  thoir  i  niosgaid  air  gach  ball. 

^S  coma  ham,  ^c. 

Bhrigis  dubh  gun  sianadh, 
Chuir  as  an  t-aodach  briatha, 
Bhiodh  fosgailt  air  ar  bialthaobh, 
'S  nach  iarradh  a  chumail  teann. 
'S  coma  leam^  ^c. 

Chuir  i  mach  do  Shasunn  sinn, 
Le  surd  a  bhi  sgairteil  oirnn, 
'S  leig  i  rithisd  dhachaigh  sinn, 
Gun  fhiù  a  Chaiptein  air  ar  ceann. 
'«S  coma  ham,  ^c. 

Ged  thug  iad  dhuinn  'sa  'n  fhasan  i, 
Cha  'n  eil  i  idir  taitneach  leinn, 
'S  truagh  a  High  !  nach  robh  e  tachte, 
'M  fear*  a  thug  an  t-achd  a  nail. 

'aS  coma  ham,  ^c. 


»  Duncan  Forbes,  of  Cullodcn,  was  I,ord  President  of 
the  Court  of  Session  in  the  eventful  period  of  the  Re- 
bellioi),  1715. 
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lAirs^    RUADH    ST  I  UP)  II  ART. 

John  Roy  Stuart,  not  less  celebrated  ft)r  his  invocations  of  tiie  muse  than  for  his 
prowess  in  the  field  of  battle,  was  a  native  of  Kincardine,  in  Badcnoch.  Beinji^  of  the 
middle  class,  and  the  son  of  a  resjiectable  tacksman,  to  whose  farm  he  succeeded,  he  had 
the  benefit  of  a  good  education.  His  scholastic  advantages,  combined  with  his  extraordi- 
nary genius,  soon  procured  him  the  reputation  of  a  "knowing  one."  Like  many  other 
votaries  of  the  muse,  he  manifested  a  strong  and  early  predilection  for  hunting  and  fishing, 
which  in  themselves  are  a  species  of  poetry.  At  an  early  period  of  his  existence  he  copiously 
imbibed  the  principles  of  Jacobinism.  These  principles  grew  with  his  growth,  and 
strengthened  with  his  strength  ; — and  he  was  always  proud  to  trace  his  descent  from  the 
I  royal  family  of  the  Stuarts.  We  do  not  mean  here  to  enter  on  the  moral  or  constitutional 
j  dissection  of  a  poet ;  but  history  and  observation  have  combined  to  impress  us  with  the 
I  fact,  that  i)cople  of  colonel  Stuart's  mental  structure  are,  some  how  or  other,  more  liable 
to  fall  into  companies  than  men  of  solid  clay.  The  continual  demands  upon  his  presence 
j  at  the  festive  board  led  to  some  irregularities,  upon  which  censoriousness  might  animadvert, 
but  over  which  we  are  disj)0sed  to  draw  the  veil  of  oblivion.  This  we  are  the  rather  in- 
clined to  do,  as  he  himself  always  stood  forth  as  **  king's  evidence"  against  his  own  eruptions 
at  the  shrine  of  Bacchus.  His  genuine  sallies  of  wit  have  established  his  reputation 
as  an  arch  wag  ;  and  his  more  plaintive  strains  are  characterized  throughout  by  origi- 
nality and  great  pathos. 

Stuart's  mind  was  of  that  fabric  which  delights  in  the  jostle  of  the  elements  of  strife ; 
and  his  puissant  arm,  coolness  of  courage,  and  intrepidity  of  action,  trumpeted  his  fame 
far  and  near.  It  is  needless  here  to  recount  his  adventures  and  "  hair-breadth  'scapes," 
in  the  memorable  civil  war  of  1745, — history  already  records  them.  On  the  first  out- 
breaking of  that  war  he  was  in  Flanders,  actively  engaged  in  belligerent  operations  against 
the  Bi'itish  government,  when  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  was  called  home  to  lead  the 
Hanoverian  forces  against  the  Prince.  Roy  Stuart  also  hurried  to  his  native  country, 
now  distracted  with  intestine  broils  and  civil  war ;  and  when  at  CuUoden,  he  signalized 
himself  in  hewing  and  cutting  down  the  red-coats,  and  spreading  havoc  and  death  on 
all  hands,  the  Duke,  pointing  to  the  subject  of  our  memoir,  inquired  who  he  was: 
•' Ah  !"  replied  one  of  his  aides-de-camp,  "that  is  John  Roy  Stuart."  "Good  God!" 
exclaimed  the  Duke,  "the  man  I  left  in  Flanders  doing  the  butcheries  of  ten 
lieroes  !  Is  it  possible  that  he  could  have  dogged  me  here  ?"  It  is  told  of  Colonel  Stuart 
that  he  strongly  urged  for  a  day's  truce  before  attacking  the  Government  forces  at 
Culloden.     This,  however,    Lord  George  Murray  overruled ;   and  the  prognostications 
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of  the  Colonel  were  but  too  fully  verified  in  the  result  of  a  jirecipitate  and  unequal  combat. 
The  sombre  feelings  whose  daik  current  chafed  his  soul  in  consequence  of  the  extinj^uish- 
nient  of  the  Jacobites'  hopes  on  that  day,  are  beautifully  embodied  in  two  fine  and  pathetic 
songs.  In  one  of  these  he  directly  charges  Lord  George  with  treachery,  and  pours  forth 
torrents  of  invective  and  revenge.  His  martial  strains  thunder  along  with  the  impetuosity 
of  the  mountain  torrent — racy,  sinewy,  and  full  of  nerve.  He  was  so  firm  in  his 
opinion  of  his  Lordshijj's  sinister  motives,  that  he  rushed  from  rank  to  rank  that  he  might 
'*  hew  the  traitor  to  pieces."  His  elegiac  muse  was  also  of  a  very  high  order;  his 
*'  Lament  fur  Lady  M^Litosh''  whose  attachment  to  the  Jacobin  party  is  well  known, 
is  at  once  lofty  in  sentiment,  poetical  in  its  language,  and  pathetic  in  its  conceptions.  We 
do  not  mean  to  ascribe  to  poetic  or  mihtary  genius  all  the  recklessness  which  a  sober- 
plodding  world  compliments  it  with  ;  and  we,  therefore,  suppress  a  gossiping  story  in 
which  our  warrior-poet  figures  with  the  Lady  of  the  Lord  Provost  of  Glasgow.  After 
lurking  for  some  time  in  the  caves,  woods,  and  fastnesses  of  his  native  country,  he  escaped 
to  France  with  other  faithful  adherents  of  Charles,  where  he  paid  the  debt  of  Nature, 
leaving  behind  him  an  imperishable  fame  for  the  genuine  characteristics  of  a  warrior  and 
a  poet. 


L  A  r  H  A    CII  U  I  L  O  D  A  I  It. 
Air  Fonn. — **  Murt  Ghltnne- Comhimn.'" 


O  !  gur  inor  mo  cbuis  mhulaid, 

'S  mi  ri  caoiue  na  gu'm  a  ta  'm  thir, 
A  righ  !  bi  laldir  's  tu  's  urrainn, 

Ar  naimhdean  a  chumail  to  chis 
Oirnne  's  laidir  diuc  Uilleain, 

'N  rag  mheirleach  tha  guin  aige  dhuinn  ; 
B'tK  sud  salchar  nan  stfalhig. 

Tigh'n  an  uachdarair  chruirieachd  an  fhuinn. 

Mo  chreaoh  Tearlach  Ruadli,  boidheacb, 

Bhi  f'o  bbirin  aig  righ  Deòrsa  nam  biasd  ; 
B'e  sud  diteadh  na  còrach, 

An  Ibirinn  'sa  beul  foipe  sios  ; 
Ach  a  rigVi  mas  a  deoin  leat, 

Cuir  an  lioghachd  air  seol  a  chaidli  dhinn, 
Cuir  righ  dligheach  na  còracb, 

lii  linn  na  tha  beo  os  ar  cinn. 

Mo  chreach  armailt  nam  breacan, 

Bhi  air  sgaoileadh  's  air  sgapadh  's  gach  ait, 

Aig  fior  bhalgairean  Shasuinn, 

Nach  no  ghnatliaich  bonii  c*>artas  na  ^n  dail ; 

Ged  a  bliuaiinaic.h  lad  baiteal, 

Cha  b'ann  da  'n  cruadal  na  'n  tapadh  a  bha, 


Ach  gaodh  n-iar  agus  frasan, 

Thigh'n  anios  oirnn  bharr  machair  nan  Gall.* 

S  truagh  nach  robh  sinn  an  Sasunn, 

Gun  bhi  cho  teann  air  ar  dachaigh  sa  bha, 
'S  cha  do  sgaoil  sinn  clio  aithghearr, 

Bhiodh  ar  dicheall  ri  seasanih  n'a  b'  fhearr  ; 
Ach  's  droch  dbraoidiieachd  a's  drachdan, 

Ilinneadh  diiuinne  mu  'n  deachas  na  'n  dail, 
Air  na  frithean  eolach  do  sgap  sinn, 

'Sbumhi-chomhail  gu'ud'fhairtlichiad  oirun. 

Mo  chreach  mhor  !  na  cuirp  ghle-gheal, 
Tha  na  'n  laidli'  air  na  sleibhtean  ud  thall. 


*  Allusion  is  here  made  to  Nairn,  where  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland  was  celebrating  his  biitii-day  on  the  u'l^ht 
preceding  the  battle.  Thither  the  Highlanders  wended 
their  way,  expecting  to  take  him  by  surprise;  but  it  blew 
in  their  faces  a  treniendous  storm  of  rain  and  wind,  and 
frustrated  the  attempt.  'Jhe  storm  continued  next  day, 
and  tended  materially  to  discomfit  tlie  operations  of  the 
mountaineers  in  the  commencement,  aiid  ultunately  to 
their  total  and  precipitate  rout. 
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Gun  chÌ8te  gun  leintenn, 

(ì.i  'ii  iKÌIiluioriiilh  nieiii  aims  iiu  fiiill  ; 
Chtiiti  tlia  Im-o  (lliiii  'ii  )l)'i^li  s^aoilrailli, 

'S  iiid  gu  lògiir  ìv  guotlian  tliar  tiiiiiii ; 
Fliuair  a  Chuigs'  n  tuil  fviii  (iinii, 

'S  clift  chaii  iad  acli  "  iriibaltaich"  ruimi. 

Fliuair  iia  Guìll  siiiri  fo  'ii  casnii, 

'S  inui'  a  liàire  'sa  inasladh  sìd  lcinn, 
*N  deigh  ar  dùthcha  's  ar  'n  àite, 

A  spiiillcadh  \s  guii  bhlaths  a^aìiin  anii ; 
Caisteal  Dliuinidh  'n  deigh  a  los^^adh, 

*S  e  na  laraich  loin,  thosdach,  gun  inhiagh  ; 
Gu  'm  b'e  'n  caochala'  goirt  e, 

Gu  'n  do  chaiU  sinn  gach  sochaii*  a  b'  fhiach. 

Cha  do  shaoil  leam,  le  m'  shùilean, 

Gu'in  faicinn  gach  cùis  inar  a  tha, 
Mui*  spùtadh  nam  faoilleach, 

'N  am  nan  luidhean  a  sgaoileadh  air  blàr  ; 
Thug  a  chuibhle  car  tionndaidh, 

'S  tha  ioma  fear  airae-cheart  an  cùs; 
A  Kigh  seall  le  do  chaoimhneas, 

Air  na  fìi*  th^  aig  na  naimhdean  an  sàs. 

'S  mor  eucoir  'n  luchd  orduigh, 

An  fhuil  ud  a  dhortadh  le  foill ; 
JMo.sheachd  mallachd  aig  Deorsa,* 

Fhuair  e  'n  lath'  ud  air  ordugh  dha  fein  ; 
Bha  'n  da  chuid  air  a  mheoirean, 

Moran  gìogan  gun  trocair  le  foill ; 
Mheall  e  sinne  le  chòmhra', 

'S  gu  'n  robh  ar  barail  ro  mhor  aii*  r'a  linn. 

Ach  fhad  'sa  's  beo  sinn  r'ar  latha, 

Bi'dh  sinn  caoidh  na  ceathairn  chaidh  dhinn, 
Na  fir  threubhach  bha  sgairteil, 

Dheanadh  teugbhail  le  chiidheamh  'sle  sgiath  ; 
JMur  biodh  siantan  n'  ar  ii'  aghaidh, 

13ha  sinn  shios  air  ar  ii'  aghairt  gu  dian, 
'S  bhiodh  luchd  Beurla  na'n  laidhe, 

Ton-air-cheann,b'e  sidm'aighear'smomhiann. 

Och  nan  och  !  's  mi  fo  sprochd, 

'S  mi  'n  dràsda  ri  osnaich  leam  fein 
'G  amharc  feachd  an  dù-llosaich, 

'G  ithe  fèur  agus  cruineachd  an  fbuinn  ; 
Ilothaich  iargalt  a's  Cataich, 

Tigh'n  a  nail  le  luchd  chasag  a's  lann, 
lad  mar  mhiol-choin  air  acras, 

Siubhal  criochau,  chai'n,  chlach,  agua  bheann. 

Mo  chreach  !  tir  air  an  tainig, 

Rinn  sibh  nis  clar  reidh  dh'i  cho  lom, 

Gun  choirce  gun  ghnàisich, 

Gun  siol  taght'  ann  am  fàsach  na  'm  fonn, 

♦  Lord  George  Murray. 


Pris  na  clrc  air  an  spàrdan, 

(iu  niig«;  na  spainran  thoirt  uainn, 

Ach  Hgrios  na  craoiljhe  fa  bl.'i  dliiubli, 
Air  a  crionudh  I'o  barr  gus  a  bunn. 

'I'lia  ai"  cinii  lo  'na  clioiih', 

'S  eigin  bcanntan  a's  gleannain  thoirt  oirnn, 
Sinn  gun  siigradli  gun  uiliacnus, 

Gun  eibhneaH,  gun  aitneas,  gun  cheùl, 
Air  blu'flg  bidh«  no  tcine, 

Air  na  Hti'icaii  an  laidlicadh  an  ccò, 
Sinn  mar  chomhachaig  eile, 

Ag  eiadtachd  ri   deireas  gach  lù. 


O  R  A  N    EILE, 

AIIl  LATHA  CHUILODAIK. 

O  !  gur  mis'  th'  air  mo  chrudh, 
Thuit  mo  chridhe  gu  lài', 
'S  trie  snithe  gu  m'  shall  o  m'  leirsinn. 
O  !  gur  mis',  &c. 

Dh'Hialbh  mo  chlaistinneachd  bhuam, 
Cha  chluinn  mi  'sa  n'  uair, 
Gu  mall  na  gu  luath  ni  's  eibhinn. 
Dh'fhalbh  mo,  &c. 

Mu  Phriunns'  Thearlach  mo  ruin, 
Oighre  dligheach  a  chruin, 
'S  e  gun  fhios  ciod  an  tùbh  a  theid  e. 
Mu  Thearlach,  &c.  . 

Fuil  rioghail  nam  buadh, 
Bhi  'ga  diobairt  's  an  uair, 
'S  mac  diolain  le  'shluagh  ag  eiridh. 
Fuil  rioghail,  &c. 

Siol  nan  cuilean  a  bha, 
Ga  'n  ro  mhath  chinnich  an  t-al, 
Chuir  iad  sinn'  ann  an  càs  na  h-eigin. 
Siol  nan  cuilean,  &c. 

Ged  a  bhuannaich  sibh  blar, 
Cha  b'  an  d'  ur  cruadal  a  bha, 
Ach  gun  ar  shluaghainn'  bhi  'n  dàil  a  cheile. 
Ged  a  bhuannaich,  &c. 

Bha  iad  iomadaidh  bhuainn, 
Dheth  gach  finne  mu  thuath, 
'S  bu  mhiste  sinn'  e  ri  uair  ar  feuma. 
Bha  iad  iomdaidh,  8fc. 

Coig  brataichean  sròil, 
Bu  ro  mhath  chuireadh  an  15, 
Gun  duine  dhiubh  choir  a  cheile. 
Coig  brataichean,  &c. 


IAIN  RUADll  STIUIJHAIIT. 
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Iiu-];i  Chi'ompa  le  shlùigh, 
Agus  liiirasdal  òg, 
'S  Mac-'lc-Ailein  le  sheoid  nach  geilleadh. 
larla  Choinpa,  &c. 

(llatin-Gliriogair  nan  Gleann 
iJuidheann  ghiobacti  nan  lann 
'S  iad  a  tliigeadh  a  nail  na  'n  eight'  lad. 
Clann-Ghriogair,  &c. 

Clann-Mhuirich  nam  buadh, 
lad-san  uile  blii  bhuainn, 
Gur  h-e  m'  iomadan  truagh  r'a  leughadh. 
Clann  Mhuirich,  &c. 

A  Chlann-Domhnuill  mo  gliaoil, 
'Ga  'm  bu  shuaithcheantas  tVaoch, 
Mo  chreach  uile  !  nach  d'  fhaod  sibh  eiridh. 
A  Chlann-Domhnuill,  &c. 

An  fhuil  uaibhreach  gun  mheang, 
Bha  buan,  cruadalach,  ann, 
Ged  chaidh  ur  bualadh  an  am  na  teugbhail. 
An  fhuil  uaibhreach,  &c. 

Dream  eile  mo  chreach, 
Fhuair  an  laimhseacha'  goirt, 
Ga  'n  ceann  am  Frisealach  gasda,  treubhach. 
Dream  eile,  &c. 

Clann- Fhiunnlaidh  Bhraidh-Mharr, 
Buiilheann  ceannsgalach,  ard, 
'^Juair  a  ghlaoidhte  adbhans  's  iad  dh'  eireadh. 
Clann- Fhiunnlaidh,  &c. 

Mo  chreach  uile  's  mo  bhron, 
Na  fir  ghasd'  tha  fo  leòn, 
Clann- Chatain  nan  srol  bhi  dheis-lalmh. 
Mo  chreach  uile,  &c. 

Chain  sinn  DòmhnuU  donn,  suairc, 
O  Dhùn  Chrompa  so  shuas, 
Mar  ri  Alasdair  ruagh  na  feile. 
Chain  sinn  Dòmhnull,  &c. 

Chain  sinn  Ilaibeart  an  aigh, 
'S  cha  hu  ghealtair  e'  m  blàr 
Fear  sgathadh  nan  cnamh  's  nam  feithean. 
Chain  sinn  Ilaibeart,  &c. 

'S  ann  thuit  na  rionnagan  gasd  ; 
Bu  mhath  aluinn  an  dreach, 
Cha  bu  phaigheadh  leinn  mairt  na  'n  dirig. 
'S  ann  thuit,  &c. 

Air  thus  an  latha  dol  sios, 
Bha  gaodh  a  cnthadh  nan  sian. 
As  an  adliar  bha  trian  ar  leiridh. 
Air  thus  an  hitha,  &c. 


Dh'  fhàs  an  talainh  cho  trom, 
Gach  fraoch,  t'earuriii  a's  fonn, 
'S  nach  bu  chothrom  dhuinn  lorn  an  t-slcibhe. 
Dh'  fiiàs  an  talamh,  &c. 

Lasair  tlieifie  nan  Gall, 
Frasadh  pheileir  mu  'r  ceann, 
Mhill  sid  eireachdas  lann  's  bu  bheud  e. 
Lasair  theine,  &c. 

Mas  fior  an  dàna  g'a  cheann, 
Gu  'n  robh  Achan*  'sa  champ, 
Dearg  mheirleach  nan  raud  's  nam  breugan. 
Mas  fior  an  dàna,  iic. 

'S  e  sin  an  Scanalair  mo 
Grain  a'  smallachd  an  t-sloigh, 
Ileic  e  onoir  'sa  choir  air  uucoir. 
'S  e  sinn  an,  &c, 

Thionndaidh  choileir  'sa  chleòc, 
Air  son  an  sporain  bu  mhù, 
liinn  sud  dolaidh  do  sheoid  righ  Seumas. 
Thionnaidh,  &c. 

Ach  thig  cuibhle  an  fhortain  mu  'n  cuaijt, 
Car  bho  dheas  na  bho  thuath, 
'S  gheibh  ar  'n  eas-caraid  duais  na  h-eucoir. 
Ach  thig  cuibhle,  &c. 

'S  gu  'm  bi  Uilleam  Mac  Dheòrs', 
Mur  chraoibh  gun  duilleach  fo  leòn, 
Gun  fhreamh,  gun  mheangan,  gun  mheoirean 
'S  gu  'm  bi  Uilleam,  &c.  [geige. 

Gu  ma  lorn  bhios  do  leac, 
Gun  bhean,  gun  bhrathair  gun  mhac, 
Gun  fhuaim  clàrsaich,  gun  lasair  chcire. 
Gun  ma  lorn,  &c. 

Gun  solas,  sonas,  no  seanns, 
Ach  dòlas  dona  mu  d'  cheann, 
Mur  bh'  air  ginealach  Chlann  na  h-Eiphit. 
Gun  solas  sonas,  &c. 

A's  chi  sinn  fhathasd  do  cheann, 
Dol  gun  athadh  ri  crann, 
'S  eoin  an  adhair  gu  teann  ga  reubadh. 
A's  chi  sinn,  &c. 

'S  bidh  sinn  uile  fa-dheòidh, 
Araon  sean  agus  og, 
Fo  'n  righ  dhligheach  'ga  'n  coir  duinn  geineadh. 
'S  bidh  sinn,  &c. 


*  Lord  Ceorge  Murray  is  here  alluded  to ;  his  father 
to  preserve  his  estates  whatever  the  upshot  of  the  conflict 
might  be,  sent  Lord  George  to  join  the  Prince,  while  his 
oldest  son  took  up  arms  in  support  of  the  government 
forces — each  having  instructions  to  measure  their  adher- 
ence or  fidelity  according  to  the  probabilities  of  success. 
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SMJ-OHAllt   NAM   IJARI)  C;  A  KI.A  LIJ. 


UllNAIGII    IAIN   RUAlDll.* 

Aio  tiiobh  srutlmiii  ?i:i  sliiiidlic  's  e  s^ith, 
Thii  'ii  Criosilaidli  Ixiclid  Iain  Kuadii, 

Na  (•licatluuiiacli  (lialliasd  f;nii  »hli, 

Sii  clias  air  tuisk-adh  sa   ii  tiin  gu  truagh. 

Ma  thig  Duimliiiicdi  no  Cataicli  a'ln  dhàil, 
Mu  'ii  slunaich  mo  lùii;iU!aiMiaii  truaj;li, 

Gfd  tlii^  iad  (tho  trie  a's  is  ;iill, 

Cha  cliuir  iad  onii  lanili  h;  iuatirti. 

Ni  mi  'n  ubhaidhf  rimi  IVaiiar  do  IMial, 
'S  a  lùiylieau  air  t'as  loiiin  hruaicli, 

Seaclid  paidir  'n  Aiiun  Sagairt  as  Pap, 
Ga  chuir  ris  na  phlàsd  miru  cuairt. 


*  Having  sprained  his  ankle  when  under  hiding,  after 
the  battle  ot'Culloden,  and  while  resting  himself  beside  a 
cataract,  keeping  his  foot  in  the  water,  he  composed  the 
above  piece  as  a  prayer,  and  the  following  stanzas  in 
English  ;  both  of  which  he  seems  to  have  couched  in  the 
style  of  language  peculiar  to  the  Psalms. 

JOHN  ROY  STUART'S  PSALM. 

The  Lord's  my  targe,  I  will  be  stout, 

with  dirk  and  trusty  blade, 
Though  Campbells  come  in  liocks  about, 

I  will  not  be  alraid. 

The  Lord's  the  same  as  heretofore, 

he's  always  good  to  me, 
Though  red-coats  come  a  thousand  more, 

afraid  I  will  not  be. 

Though  they  the  woods  do  cut  and  burn, 

and  drain  the  waters  dry  ; 
Kay,  though  the  rocks  they  overturn, 

and  change  the  course  of  Spey  : 

Though  they  mow  down  both  corn  and  grass, 

and  seek  me  under  ground  ; 
Though  hundreds  guard  each  road  and  pass, 

John  Koy  will  not  be  found. 

The  Lord  is  just,  io  !  here's  a  mark, 

he's  gracious  and  kind, 
While  they  like  fools  grop'd  in  the  dark, 

as  moles  he  struck  them  blind. 

Though  lately  straight  before  their  face, 

they  saw  not  where  I  stood  ; 
The  Lord's  my  shade  and  hiding-place — 

he's  to  me  always  good. 

Let  me  proclaim,  both  (ar  and  near, 

o'er  all  the  earth  and  sea, 
That  all  with  admiration  hear, 

how  kind  the  Lord's  to  me. 

Upon  the  pipe  I'll  sound  his  praise. 

and  dance  upon  my  stumps, 
A  sweet  new  tune  to  it  I'll  raise, 

and  play  it  on  my  trumps. 

+  An  incantation  of  great  antiquity,  handed  down  to  us 
from  the  classic  era  of  Hoiner.     It  has  still  its  class  of  | 
sturdy  believers  in  many  remote  and  pastoral  districts  of  I 


IJhIiaidh  I'ilt'  as  liilh  INIhiiirt!  iiati  {,'ras, 
'S  iirraiiin  crfiijcacii  diicaiiadli  siaii  ri  uair  ; 

1  Iwi  mis'  am  clinidcamh  ^un  tca^amli.  jfim  Jail, 
Cjii'h  toil-  .siiiii  air  ar  tiainihdcaii  btiaidli. 

Sgeiil  eilc  'h  fjiir  h-oil  leam  gn'r  fior, 

Tlia  'n  dras<l  nuns  gacli  lir  n)ii  'n  cuairt, 

Gacli  fear  gleusda  bha  feumail  do  'n  righ, 

Bbi  ga  'n  ruitli  f(!adi)  gach  fiiili  air  an  ruaig. 

Hodaich  dhona  gun  onair,  gun  bhrigh, 

Ach  giotiach  gu  ni  air  son  ditais, 
Gabhaii  i'àlli  oirnti  'h  gacli  ait  aiiti  sa'm  bi— 

Cuir  a  chuiblile  so'  Chriosda  mu'n  cuairt  I 

Ma  thionndas  i  deiseal  ati  dràsd, 

'S  gu'm  faigli  Kraiigaicli  am  Flannras  buai', 
Tha  'm  earbs'  as  an  taiganachd  bh  ', 

Gu  'n  tig  ariuailt  ui  ath  dhuinn  thar  chuan. 


the  Highlands,  'ihc  Editor  well  recollects  with  what  self- 
complacency  and  sann /roiu  the  female  Ksculapii  of  his 
native  glen  used  to  repeat  the  ''  Eòlas  sj^iuchadh  fiilhe," 
over  the  hapless  hobbler  of  sprained  ankles.  \\'\Xh  the 
success  or  result  of  the  procedure  we  have  nothing  to  do : 
its  efficacy  was  variously  estimated.  'Ihe  "  Cantatum 
orM//j"  was  a  short  oration  of  Crambo,  in  the  vernacular 
language  ;  and  if  the  dislocated  joints  did  not  jump  into 
their  proper  places  during  the  recitation,  the  practitioner 
never  failed  to  augur  favourably  of  comfort  to  the  patient. 
There  were  similar  incantations  for  all  the  ilW  to  which 
human  flesh  is  heir :  the  toothach,  with  all  its  excruciating 
pain,  could  not  withstand  the  potency  of  Highland  magic; 
dysentery,  gout,  dysury,  &c.,  had  all  their  appropriate 
remedies  in  the  never-failing  specifics  of  incatjtation.  Nor 
were  these  cures  confined  to  the  skilful  hand  of  the  female 
necromancer  alone  ;  an  order  of  men,  universally  known 
by  the  cognomen  of  the  "  Cù'ar.s/ieana-chain,"  were  the 
legitimate  practitioners  in  the  work.  Two  of  these  metrical 
incantations  we  may  briefly  quote  as  specimens  of  the 
whole.  'J'he  first  relates  to  the  cure  of  worms  in  the 
human  body  and  runs  thus : — 

"  Mharbhainn  dubhag  's  mharbhainn  doiibheag, 

A's  naoi  naoinear  dhcth  a  seòrsa. 
'S  fiolar  crion  nan  casan  lionmhor, 

Bu  mhor  pianadh  air  feadh  feòla,"  &c. 

Hercfollows  the  other,  denominated  "Eolasa  Chronach. 
aidh,'''  or  *'  Cafg  Beum.Sufa."  During  its  repetition,  the 
singular  operation  of  filling  a  bottle  with  water,  was  being 
carried  on  ;  and  the  incantation  was  so  sutig  as  to  chime 
with  the  gurgling  of  the  liquid,  as  it  was  poured  into  the 
vessel  ;  thus  forming  a  sort  of  uncouth  harmony,  accord- 
ing well  with  the  wild  and  superstitious  feelings  of  the 
necromancers.  From  the  fact  that  one  or  two  Irish  words 
occur  in  it,  and  that  the  charm  was  performed  in  the 
name  of  St  I  atrick,  it  is  probably  of  Irish  origin  ;  but  we 
know  1 1  at  it  held  equally  good  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland 
as  it  did  across  the  Channel. 

Deanamsa  dhutsa,  eolas  air  sul, 

A  uclid  'lUe  Phàdruig  naoimh, 

Air  at  amhaich  a's  stad  earabuill, 

Air  naoi  conair  's  air  naoi  connachair, 

AS  air  naoi  bean  seang  sith. 

Air  suil  seanna-ghille  's  sealla  seanna-mhna. 

Mas  a  suil  fir  i,  i  lasadh  mar  bhlgh, 

Mas  a  suil  mnath  i,  i  bhi  dh'easbhnidh  a  clch, 

Falcadair  fu..r  agus  fuarachd  da  fuil. 

Air  an  ni,  's  air  a  daoinc, 

Air  a  crodh,  's  air  a  caoirich  fein. 


Gu'n  toil-  Foitiiri  dliji  diWiaii  le  t^ràs, 

JMur  Mhaois  'iiuair  a  tlirai-li  a  niJiuir  niadli, 

Sgu'm  bidh  Dt-orsa  le  'dhn'iilHÌiiil»li  l.àit, 
Mur  bha  'ii  t-ainadan  I'haraoli  's  a  bhluagh. 

'Nuair  bha  Israel  sgUh  'san  staid  ghr.'iis, 

Uiiirjcadh  Saul  an  la  sin  iia  lij^li, 
Thug  e  si;iiii->,adli  Ic  iniosguiriii  a's  plàigh, 

Ona  t'fiii,  air  an  M  's  air  an  ni. 

Is  amliuil  bha  Breatuinii   f<>  bhròn, 
C)  'na  thicig  iad  a  chiiir  's  an  righ  ; 

Ghabh  flaitheas  ririn  conuich  ro-inhor, 
Crom-an-donais  !  chaidh  'n  seorsa  'ii  diasg. 

A  High  shocraich  Muire  nan  gras, 
Crom  riumsa  le  baigh  do  chluas  ; 
'i)  mi  'g  uinbladb  le  m'  ghlun  air  an  làr, 
Gabli  achariaich  araid  bhuani. 

Cha'n  eil  siiin  a  sireadh  ach  .coir, 
Thug  Cuigs  agiis  Dheorsa  bhuainn  ; 

'ileir  do  cheartais  tlioir  neart  dhuinn  a's  treoir, 
A's  cum  sinn  bho  Ihoirneart  sluaigh  !     Amen. 


CUMHA   DO  BHAINTIGMEAllNA 

MHIC-AN-TOISICH.* 

Cia  iad  iia  doe  's  na  Duilean  treiin, 

Thcld  leamsa  sa'n  sgeul'  bhroin  ? 
Tha  gliealach  lis,  's  na  reulltaii  glan, 

'S  a  ghrian  f'o  smal  gach  lò, 
Gach  craobh,  gach  coill,  gach  bean  's  cloinn, 

Dha  'm  beil  na'm  bruiiin  an  deo, 
Gach  liiibh,  gach  f'eur,  gach  ni  's  gach  sjireidb, 

Mu'n  ti  rinn  boisge  mòr. 

Mar  choinneal  chcir,  's  i  lasadh  troun, 

ìMar  earr  na  grein  ro  nòin, 
13ha  reull  na  mais,  fo  shiontaibh  deas, 

A  nis  thug  Irasan  inor, 
Oir  bhris  na  tuinn  's  na  tobair  bhuinn  : 

'S  le  mulad  dhruigh  na  neoil, 
'S  e  lagalch  sinn,  's  ar  'n-aigne  tinn, 

'S  gu'n  ruith  ar  cirjn  le  deòir. 

Mu'n  ribhinn  hilt  nan  ioma  gràs, 
A  choisinn  gràdh  an  t-slùigh, 


*  For  the  Air,  soe  the  Rev.  Patrick  M'Doiiald's  Collec- 
tlou  of  Highland  Airs,  page  IC— No.  lOtì. 


Mo  bhcnd  gii  bc'tb  do  wgeula  bais, 

An  taol.h  ud  thall  de'n  Ghc'iit, 
Ainnir  gbasd'  nan  gorm-shuil  dait, 

'S  nan  gruaidli  air  dhreach  nan  ròs, 

'Se  do  (liuir  f'o  lie  a  chlaoidh  ino  neart, 

'S  a  dii'lhag  ini  'm  ft;asd  gun  treoir. 

Do  chorp  geal,  seang,  mar  lili  b.'in, 

'Se  'n  deis'  a  charadh  'n  sròl, 
A  nis  a  ta  gach  neach  to  chràdh, 

'S  tu  'n  ciste  chlar  nam  bord, 
A  gheug  nam  buadh  is  aillidh  snuadh, 

Gur  mis  tha  truagh  's  nach  beò. 
Do  c.huimhn'  air  chruas,  ri  linn  nan  sluagh, 

Gur  cinnte'  dh'l'huasglas  deùir. 

'I'ha  Mac-an-Tolsich  nan  each  seang, 

'S  nam  bratach  srannmhor  sròil, 
Gun  aobhar  gàirdeachais  ach  cràdh, 

Ma  ghrà;]h  's  nach  eil  i  beò, 
A  ribhinn  shuairc  a  b'  aillidh  snuadh, 

O  Chaisteal  Uaimh  nan  corn, 
An  gallan  reidh  o  cheannard  treun, 

An  t-sloinne  Mheinnich  mhùir. 


Note — This   lament  was   composed  on    the  cclebralcd 
Lady  M'Intosh  of  Moyhall,  whose  firm  attaclimcnt  to  the 
Chevalier's  interest  is  well  known.     A  story  is  told  of  tliis 
lady  which  exhibits  her  character  in  a  very  bold  and  mas- 
culine light.     Prince  Charles  had  arrived  at  Moy,  on  his 
return  from  ICnjjland,  two  or  three  days  before  his  followers 
came  through  Athol  and  the  wilds  of  Badenoch.   INPIntosh 
and  his  clan  were  from  home  with  the  other  Jacobites,  and 
the  place  was  altogether  unprotected.     Some  keen-sighted 
loyalist  had  seen  the  Prince,  and  forthwith  communicated 
the  intelligence  to  Lord  Louden,  then  stationed  at  Inver. 
ness  with  500  soldiers.  His  Lordship  immediately  marched 
towards  Moy,  taking  a  circuitous  route,  however,  to  avoid 
detection.     Intimation  was  carried  to  Lady  M'Intosh  of 
his  Lordship's  ajijiroach — it  was  a  moment  of  awful  and 
anxious   incertitude.     She  immediately   sent  for  an    old 
smith,  one  of  INI'Intosh's  retainers,  and  a  council  of  war 
was  held.     "There  is  but  one  way,"  said  her  Ladyship, 
'■  of  saving  Prince  Charles — your  own  Prince  ;  and  that  is 
by  giving  them  battle."    *'  Battle  ["  exclaimed  the  smith, 
"  where  are  our  heroes  ?  alas  !  where  to-night  are  the  sons 
of  my  heart?"     It  was  ultimately  arranged   that  Prince 
Charles  should  be  placed  under  hiding,  and  that  the  son  of 
Vulcan,  with  other  six  old  men  who  were  left  at  home, 
should  give   them  battle.     Armed  with   clavmore,  dirk, 
and  guns,  together  with  a  bagpipe  and  old  pail  (drum),  our 
octogenarian  little  army  lurked  in  a  dense  clump  of  brush, 
wood  until  the  red-coats  came  up.    It  was  now  night,  and 
the   sound    of    Lord    I-ouden's   men    was     lieard — they 
were  within  a  mile  of  ÌMoy  !     The  smith  and  his  followers, 
as  instructed  by  her  Ladyship,  fired  gun  after  gnn,  until 
the   stx   were    discharged;    he  then    roared  out  "Clan 
M'Donald,   rush   to   the  right— Cameron,   forward  in    a 
double  column  in  the  centre — iNI'Into.sh,  wlieel  to  the  left, 
and  see  that  none  will  escape  !"     'this  was  enough;  tlic 
red-coats  heard — stood,   and  listened — all  the  clai.s  were 
there — so,  at  least,  thought  Lord  Louden,  and  away  they 
fled  in  the  greatest  disorder  and  confusion,  knocking  one 
another  down  in  their  flight,  and  not  daring  to  look  behind 
them  until  they  had  distanced  the  smith  by  miles! 


-'^  SAll-OBAIll  MAM  13A11U  GALLACll. 


C  0  I  N  N  E  A  C  II   M  A  C  -  C  II  0  I  N  N  I  C  II. 

Kenneth  M'Kknzie  was  born  at  Caistcal  Leauir',  near  Inverness,  in  tlic  year  1758. 
His  parents  were  in  comfortable  circumstances,  and  gave  him  the  advantages  of  a  good 
education.  When  he  was  about  seventeen  years  of  age,  he  was  bound  an  apprentice  us 
a  sailor,  a  profession  he  entered  with  some  degree  of  enthusiasm.  Along  with  his  liiblc, 
the  gift  of  an  affectionate  mother,  he  stocked  his  library  with  other  two  volumes,  namely  ; 
the  poems  of  Alexander  M'Donald  and  Duncan  M'Intyre.  These  fascinating  produc- 
tions he  studied  and  conned  over  on  "  tiie  far  blue  wave,"  and  they  naturally  fanned  the 
latent  flame  of  poetry  which  yet  lay  dormant  in  his  breast.  His  memory  was  thus  kept 
hovering  over  the  scenes  and  associations  of  his  childhood ;  and,  represented  through  the 
magic  vista  of  poetic  genius,  every  object  became  possessed  of  new  charms,  and  so 
entwined  his  affections  around  his  native  country  and  vernacular  tongue,  that  distance 
tended  only  to  heighten  their  worth  and  beauties. 

He  composed  the  most  of  his  songs  at  sea.  His  '* Piobairachd  na  Luirifje'  is 
an  imitation  of  M'Intyre's  inimitable  *' Beinn-dòrain,'^  but  it  possesses  no  claims  to  a  com- 
parison with  that  master-piece.  We  are  not  prepared  to  say  which  is  the  best  school  for 
poetic  inspiration,  or  for  refining  and  maturing  poetic  genius ;  but,  we  venture  to  assert, 
that  the  habits  of  a  seafaring  man  have  a  deteriorating  influence  over  the  youthful  feelings. 
This  has,  perhaps,  been  amply  exemplified  in  the  person  of  Kenneth  M'Kenzie.  He  was 
evidently  born  with  talents  and  genius  ;  but,  notwithstanding  the  size  of  his  published 
volume,  we  find  only  four  or  five  pieces  in  it  which  have  stepped  beyond  the  confines  of 
mediocrity :  these  we  give,  as  in  duty  bound. 

M^Kenzie  returned  from  sea  in  the  year  1789,  and  commenced  going  about  taking  in 
subscriptions,  to  enable  him  to  publish  his  poems.  With  our  ovvn  veneration  for  the 
character  of  a  poet,  we  strongly  repudiate  that  timber  brutality  which  luxuriates  in  insult- 
ing a  votary  of  the  muses.  Men  of  genius  are  always,  or  almost  always,  men  of  sensibi- 
lity, and  nice  and  acute  feelings;  and  it  appears  to  us  inexplicable  how  one  man  can  take 
pleasure  in  showing  another  indignities,  and  hurting  his  feelings.  The  itinerant  subscrip- 
tion-hunting bard,  has  always  been  the  object  of  the  little  ridicule  of  little  men.  At  him 
the  men  of  mere  clay  hurl  their  battering-ram ;  and  our  author  appears  to  have 
experienced  his  own  share  of  the  evil.  Having  called  upon  Alexander  M'Intosh,  of 
Cantray  Down,  he  not  only  refused  him  his  subscription,  but  gruffly  ordered  him  to  be 
gone  from  his  door  !  Certainly  a  polite  refusal  would  have  cost  the  high-souled  gentleman 
as  little  as  this  rebuff*,  and  apologies  of  a  tolerably  feasible  nature  can  now  be  found  for 
almost  every  failing.     Our  bard,  thus  unworthily  insulted,  retaliates  in  a  satire  of  great 
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merit.  In  this  cynic  production  he  pours  forth  periods  of  fire  ;  it  is  an  impetuous  torrent 
of  bitter  irony  and  withering  declamation,  rich  in  the  essential  ingredients  of  its  kind ; 
and  M'lntosh,  who  does  not  appear  to  have  been  impenetrable  to  the  arrows  of  remoise, 
died,  three  days  after  the  published  satire  was  in  his  possession.*  Distressed  at  this 
mournful  occurrence,  which  he  well  knew  the  superstition  and  gossip  of  his  country  would 
father  upon  him,  M'Kenzic  went  again  among  his  subscribers,  recalled  the  books  from 
such  as  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  give  them  up,  and  consigned  them  to  the  flames  :  a 
sufficient  indication  of  his  sorrow  for  his  unmerciful,  and,  as  he  thought,  fatal  castigation 
of  M'Intosh.     This  accounts  for  the  scarcity  of  his  books. 

Shortly  after  this  event,  his  general  good  character  and  talents  attracted  the  attention  of 
Lord  Seaforth  and  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  whose  combined  influence  procured  him  the  rank 
of  an  officer  in  the  78th  Highlanders.  Having  left  the  army,  he  accepted  the  situation  of 
Postmaster  in  an  Irish  provincial  town,  where  he  indulged  in  the  genuine  hospitality  of 
his  heart,  always  keeping  an  open  door  and  spread  table,  and  literally  caressing  such  of 
his  countrymen  as  chance  or  business  led  in  his  way.  We  have  conversed  with  an  old 
veteran  who  partook  of  his  hberality  so  late  as  the  year  1837. 

In  personal  appearance,  Kenneth  M'Kenzie  was  tall,  handsome,  and  strong-built ;  fond 
of  a  joke,  and  always  the  soul  of  any  circle  where  he  sat.  If  his  poems  do  not  exhibit 
any  great  protuberance  of  genius,  they  are  never  flat ;  his  torrent  may  not  always  rush 
with  impetuosity  ;  but  he  never  stagnates  ;  and  such  as  reUsh  easy  sailing  and  a  smooth- 
flowing  current,  may  gladly  accept  an  invitation  to  take  a  voyage  with  our  sailor-poet. 


MOLADH    NA    LUINGE. 


LmNNEAG. 

'(S  heag  mo  shunnt  ris  an  liùnn^ 
Mòran  hìdrn  's  beagan  bracha ; 

U'annsa  learn  caismeachd  mo  ruin,, 
Air  cua?i  dii-f/honn  Ic  capull. 

Ge  d'  a  tha  mi  ann  san  am, 
Air  mo  chrampadh  le  astar, 

'S  trie  a  thug  mi  greisean  gàrbh, 
Air  an  t'hàirge  ga  masgadh. 
'aS  heag  mo  shimnt^  4'c. 

Greis  le  beachd  a  deanamh  iuil, 
'S  greis  cuir  siùil  aim  am  pasgadh, 


Greis  air  iomairt,  's  greis  air  stiuir, 
'S  greis  air  chul  nam  ball-acuinu. 

'iS  heag  mo  shunnt,  ^-c. 

'S  e  mo  cheist  an  capall  grinn, 
Kachadh  leinn  air  an  aiseag, 

'S  taobh  an  fhuaraidli,  fos  a  cinn, 
S  muir  ri  slinn  taobh  an  t'hasgaidh. 
•  'S  beag  mo  shunnt,  ^c. 

LJair  a  bhiodh  i  fada  shios, 
Anns  an  ioclidar  iiach  faict'  i, 

'S  greis  eile  'n-aird  nam  frith, 
S  i  cuir  dh'i  air  a  leath-taobh. 

'aS  beag  mo  shunnt,  <5'C. 


♦  Tliis  happened  in  the  year  1792,  in  which  our  author  publishctU 
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'S  1  iinrh  |till«'U(lli  mm  cljcaiin-fA', 

'S  i  nt'o  sg..lliaili  j;u  sriiflMladli, 

A  m'arnulli  tuimr  1«  j^enr  r<»iim, 

'S  ciidroin  ^iioitli'  air  iin  slntan. 

'«S'  batij  mo  s/iiinnf,  i^c. 

'Ntiaii'  a  cluiirt  i  air  a  <r>i^h, 

'S  a  cuid  seM  ris  iin  racuii, 
Cluiirt'  ai  mach  nn  t-aodach  sgcbid  : 

Slid  a  srùii  ris  an  as-cauiii. 
'Ò'  bcaff  mo  slui/int,  i^c. 

Bhiodli  i  tiirraban  gun  tilinli, 
'S  cliluimite  g'àinirh  fo'n  t-sac-  i, 

'S  bhiodh  gac-li  glim  dli'i  do!  f  iTll', 
'Scliluiimte  bid  aig  gacli  aisiim. 
'«S'  bear/  mo  shunnt.  S^c. 

Chile  iniiir  iia  tlioiman  àrd, 
'S  chliiiimt'  i  gàraicii  gu  farsuinn, 

'S  bheireadli  roim  ard  nan  steoll, 
Buiile  thrum  aim  gach  achlais. 
'jS  hcag  mo  shunnt^  c^c. 

Ann  an  as-caoineachd  a  chuain, 
'S  aim  am  f'uathas  na  fraise, 

Thugaihh  faiceil  air  a  ghaoth  ; — 
"Fhearabh  gaoil  cumaibh  rag  i." 
'«S  beag  mo  shunnt^  ^c. 

Chluinnte  farum  aig  an  fhairg', 
Molach  garbh  aims  an  ath-sith, 

Beucach,  raiigach,  torrach,  searbh, 
Srannach,  anabharadh,  brais  i. 

'S  beag  mo  shunnt^  ^-c. 

Buill  bu  treis  de'ii  chorcraich  ùir, 
Croiim  de'n  ghiublisaich  bu  daite, 

Eideadh  cainb  iiach  biodh  meanbh, 
'S  chite  geala-dhearg  a  bhrataich. 
'S  beag  mo  shunnt^  <§•£. 

Se  mo  ruin  na  fearadh  gleust', 
'S  iad  iiach  treigeadh  'an  caitean, 

Chluinnte  langan  nam  fear  òg, 
'S  iad  nach  deonaicheadh  gealtachd. 
""S  beag  mo  shimnt,  ^c. 

Tha'n  cridheachan  farsuinn  mòr, 
'S  trie  a  dh'òl  iad  na  bh'aca, 

Damhs  a's  inghinean  a's  ceòl, 
'Nuair  bu  choir  dol  gu  'n  leabaidh. 

'aS  beag  mo  shunnt,  4'C- 

Bi'dh  iad  gu  fuireachar  gear, 

'N  am  do'n  ghrein  dol  a  chadal, 
Ceileireacli,  luinneagach,  reidh, 
Ivl  am  bh'i  'g  eiridh  sa'  mhadainn. 
'(S  beag  mo  shunnt^  ^c. 


A.M    I'KII,!-:    i>ItLASAClI. 

LUINNKAO. 

''S  efcilcprcasarh  iluchd  ivo  ruin, 
'S  osan  mu-k  riiig  faixg  an  glùn, 
'S  chta  breac  nam  busun  dlU, 

*6'  bunaul  d/ut-g/iurtu  Ihogarrach. 

W  annsa  leain  am  foile  ciiaic-h, 
Na  casag  de  'n  aodarh  liiaiglit\ 
'S  brigis  nan  ccannglaicht'an  cruaidh, 
Gur  c'li  droch-nair  a  thogaiim  dli'i. 

^S  e  fe'de  preasach,  S^c. 

Tha  mo  rim  do'n  eideadh  las, 
Cuacli  an  fheilidh  nan  dlù  bhìis, 
Shiublilain  luis  's  na  sleibhteaii  cas, 
'S  rachainn  brais  air  obair  leis. 
'aS  e  fede  preasach,  <^  c, 

Ge'd  a  tharlainn  aim  sa'  bhi^iim, 
Fad  na  seachduin  's  mi  learn  fein, 
Fuachd  na  h-oidhch'  cha  dean  dhotnh  bend, 
Tha  'm  breacaii  fhein  cho  caiduarach. 
'<S  e/eile  preasach,  ^c. 

Shiubhlain  leis  feadh  ghleann  a's  sleibh, 
'S  rachainn  do'n  chlHchan  It-is  fbeiii, 
Tlachd  nan  gruagach  's  uaill  nan  steud, 
S  è  deas  gu  feum  na'n  togramaid. 
S  e/eile  preasach,  ^c. 

'S  ealamh  eadrom  è  sa'  ghleann, 
'S  cuilbheir  reidh  to'  sgeith  gun  mheang, 
A  dh'fhagaidh  udlaich  ceir-gheal  fànn, 
A  bheireadh  sraiin  sa  leagadh  e. 

""S  ej'ede  jiTeasach,  ^c. 

Am  feileadh  air  am  beil  mi'n  geall, 
Dealg  nar  guaillibh  suas  gun  fheail, 
Cries  ga  ghlasadh  las  neo-theaim, 
'S  biodh  e  gach  am  gu  baganta. 

''S  efcile ptreasach,  ^c. 

'S  ann  leam  bu  taitneach  è  bhi  n-aird, 
Nam  dhomh  tachairt  ri  mo  ghradh, 
B'fhearr  leam  seachduin  dheth  na  dhà 
De  bhrigis  ghrainnde  rag-sheallach. 
""S  e/eile  preasach,  ^c. 

'S  caomh  a'n  t-èide  'm  breachdan  ùr, 
'S  ann  air  fein  a  dh'eireadh  cliù, 
Mar  sin  's  buaigh-larach  ann  's  gach  cuis, 
'S  e  dheanadh  tiarn  gun  eagai  air. 
'S  e/eile  preasach,  ^x. 
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'N  am  do  gliuisi^icii  dol  air  feiim 
Gàeil  ghast  gu  .srucuiih  bhci/i, 
I'iub  gii  spalpadh  's  aiiail  rciiiii, 
A  cliuireadh  end  u's  tudadh  uiiiit. 

'S  efcile  prcaaach,  c^  v. 

b'e  sud  caisineachd  ;\r<l  mo  liiiii, 
Ci'oiiait  gi.iieacli,  ban*  gacli  ciùil, 
Ijrais  phiiirt  iiiheara,  leaiiadh  dlù, 
Clìath  gu  lùghor  grad-inheurach. 

'»5?  ejii e preaacich^  <^c. 

Nuair  a  gblact'  sail  achlais  i, 
Beus  bu  taituiclt  chuiitia'  mi, 
tSiuiinsair  pailt-thoUach  gun  di — 
Os  cioiin  a  chhui  gu  fad-chrannach. 

'S  e  J'c lie  j I ' ■cai<acli ,  S^c. 

'S  i  's  boiche  dreach  'sa  's  tlachdinhor  siiuagh, 
Tartrach,  sgaiitcil,  brais  phuirt  luath, 
Muirieal  cròai  air  uchd  nam  buagh, 
Cbluiriiite  fuaiin  'luiair  ragadh  i. 
'S  efeile  preasach,  <S,x. 

A  ri  !  bu  ruith-leumach  iia  tneoir, 
Dàmhsa  brais  inu'n  seach  gun  Icon, 
Is  lad  air  chrith  le  mire  gleòis, 
Chluinnte  sròl  gu  farumach. 

'S  efcile  preasach^  ^-c. 

Bhoireadh  i  air  ais  gu  fonn 
An  cridhe  dh'fhas  gu  tiirsach,  tròm, 
'S  chuireadh  i  spiorad  's  gach  sonn 
Gu  dol  air  am  gu  spadaireacbd. 

""S  efeile  preusuch,  Sj^c. 

Fhuair  i  'n  t-urram  thar  garh  cool, 
Cuiridh  i  misneach  's  gach  fcoil, 
Togaidh  i  gu  aird  nan  neoil, 
Inntinn  seoid  gu  baitealach 
'aS  efeile  preasach,  c^c. 


N  ail«  chumairin  trod  ri  naoinear, 

Ged'  a  dli'aomadli  ia<i  gu  stil 

'S  elm  leag  mi  gu  bràih  le  duin'  i, 

On  H  dh  Thas    i  molach  min. 


MAI  RE  All  A  I)  MHOLACH  MHIN. 


I-UINNEAO. 

Mo  run  Mairearad  mhin  mholach, 
'<S  mo  run  Mairearad  mholach  mhin, 

Mo  run  Mairearad  mhin  mholach, 
'S  iomadh  fear  a  tliair  a  ti. 

'S  ioma  gillo  tnpaidh  bàrra-gliast, 

Eadar  Dealganios  nam  frith, 
S  ceann  Loch-nis  nam  bradan  tarra-gheal, 

'1  ha  le  imc-cheist  air  a  ti. 
AIo  rìtn^  S^c. 


Mo  run,  i^f. 


'S  truagh  nach  sinn  bha  air  àiridh, 

Air  ar  fàgail  ann  leinn  (bin, 
S  cbumadh  ì  bho'n  Ihuacbd  mi  sàbhailt, 

On  adh'lhàs  i  molach  min. 
J/o  ru7i,  (jv. 

Ge  iV  a  ghcibliiiin  tairgsc  bh"  intigh'rn, 
'S  neo-ar-thaing  a  bheirinn  d'i, 

'S  mi;r  gum  b'f'lierr  learn  Nic-'Ul-Eanndrais, 
Tha  na  th'ann  d'i  molach  min. 

A/o  run,  iS^c. 

Buaidhean  mo  chruinneig  clia  Icir  dhoinh. 
An  cuir  an  geill  cha  dean  mi  'n  inns', 

Tiujg  nàdur  dli'i  tuigs  as  reasan, 
Agns  ceil)  nam  beusan  fillt. 
A/o  run,  ^c. 

Tha  i  sgeudaichte  le  h-àilteachd, 
'S  a  càirdoas  mar  gbr.'.n  air  pill, 

Seimh,  faliain,  iji-,  's  cuinaite  dli'iiiàs  i, 
O  muilach  gu  sail  a  buinn. 
A!o  run,  ^c. 

Leain  a  It'uit  a  bhi  ga  pògadh, 

Beul  on  tig  an  t-òran  binn, 
Gruaidh  mar  dhearcaig,  suil  is  mòdhaìr, 

'S  mor  mo  bhòsd  a  glùir  à  cinn. 
Mo  ran,  Sfc. 

B'annsa  learn  a  bhi  ga  h-cisdoaclid, 

Na  smeorach  sa  Cheitean  shil, 
Na  fonn  fidlile  nam  binn  theu<ian, 

S  na  tha  cheòl  'an  Eirinn  chri. 
AIo  rial,  (^c. 

Do  Chuilodair  gu'n  tig  gàisgich, 

Gillean  tapaidh  as  gach  tir, 
'S  bi'dh  gach  fear  an  geall  air  fuireach, 

Mar  ri  Mairearad  mholach  mhiii. 

Mo  run,  l^c. 

Dheanainn  cur,  a's  ar,  a's  buain  dh'i, 
'S  dheanainn  cruach  gun  chiorram  dh'i, 

S  i>heirinn  sithinn  o  uchd  fhuar-bheann, 
'S  bheirinn  ruaig  air  cuaintean  sgi. 
Mo  run,  <^c. 

Shiubhlain  latha  's  shiublain  òidhche, 
Is  ghleidhinn  sàibhreas  dh'i  gun  di, 

S  on  is  caomh  learn  N'ic-'lil-Eaniulrais, 
'S  caomh  le  Nic-TU-Eanndrais  uii. 
Alo  rim.  <^r. 
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AN  TE  DIIUIJII. 

Am  FONN — "A  Mh\>r(t(j  Jia  didn  jnir  .tz/i.' 

LUimVEAO. 

Jloiivdrin  ò  rile 

\S  tia  fit-ri-i-i  cilc 

Ilorcaiin  h-'o  \s  va  h-o  c'dc 

(Jur  inor  mo  spcis  do'n  te  dhuibh. 

'S  truagh  imdi  robh  mi  air  in'  fh,"it;ail 
I^e  m'  Icaiiiiaii  's  an  fhàsacli, 
Far  iiacli  fliaiciini  mo  cliainlpan 
Tha  toir  tair'  do'n  te  dhuibii ! 

Ifoirca/ni,  <^c. 

An  seilbii  gleannain  gun  clionnlach, 
'S  air  miilach  nam  beanntan, 
Ghleldbinri  aran  do  m'  annsachd, 
Geg  tha  'n  ceann  oirre  diibh. 

Iloireanii,  <S^c. 

Dheanainn  cuir  agus  buain  d'i, 
'S  bheiriiin  turus  thar  chuaintean, 
'Sc.ha  bhiodh  uircasbhuidli  nair  oirr' — 
Ged  tha  cuailean  cho  dubii. 
JIoirea?iri,  <^c. 

Dheanainn  treabhadh  ri  oireadh 
'S  dheanainn  cur  anns  an  oidhche  ; 
Dheanainn  mire  ri  maighdein — 
'S  chuirlnn  daoimein  air  tnimph  ! 

Iloireaiin,  ^c. 

Ge  suarach  aig  each  i, 
Tha  uaisle  na  nàdur, 
Tha  suairceas  na  gaire — 

Ged  tha  'm  barr  oirre  dubh  ! 

Hoireann,  ^c. 

Thug  nadur  dh'L  gliocas, 
Mar  glieard  air  a  tuigse, 
'S  i  Ian  de  dheagh  ghibhtean, 
'S  a  ceann  nach  miste  bhi  dubh  \ 
Hoireann,  ^c, 

Ciochan  corach  is  mine, 
Air  uchd  soluis  na  ribhinn, 
Deud  gheal  mar  na  disnean, 
'S  beul  o  'm  binn  a  thig  guth. 

Hoireami,  ^'c. 

O  gualainn  gu  h-brdaig, 
Fhuair  urram  bhan  òga, 
Glac  gheal  nan  caol-mheòirean, 
'S  a  gairdean  feola  cho  tiugh. 
Hoireann,  ^-c. 


S  matli  tliig  ttaidhcns  ]e.  faomadh, 
Air  a  bodhaig  is  gaohiir.li, 
\S  mir  ^il'   i  Jo  h-a(»(hi(lj, 

Na  rhuld  is  caoinc  (h;  'n  ^hntth. 
Jloircaini^  Syc. 

Cruinn  chalpa  na  grun;,'ai(-.h, 
(hin  dociiair  inti  'n  cuairt  d'i, 
Troidh  chuimir  'h  i  ruanta 

Nach  iMiir  ciuigacii  brog  dhubh 

Jloircaitìì^  ^yc. 

Gnùis  is  aillidh  ri  sireadh, 
Ciiiin  tlà  aim  an  iomairt, 
^S  le  snalhaid  ni  grinncas, 

Nach  dean  iomadh  te  dhubli  ! 
Iloircann,  6^-c. 

Ged  a  tha  i  gun  stòras, 
'J'ha  tuitncas  na  còmhradh, 
13'annsa  furan  a  i)òige, 
Na'n  te  ga'n  leom  a  cuid  cruidh. 
Tloireann,  <^c. 

S  na  'm  bitheadh  i  riarach, 
Air  fuireach  seachd  bliadhna, 
Cheannaichean  breid  d'i  gun  iarraidh, 
Mu'm  biodh  a  sia  dhiù  air  rnith. 
Hoireann^  ^-c. 

Dh-olainn  's  cha  neònaoh, 
De  dh-uisg'  a  phuill  mhòine, 
Air  a  slainte  gu  debnach — 

Gùr  mise  dh-oladh  de'n  t-srulh  ! 
Hoireann,  ^c. 


DROBHAIR  NAN  CAILEAGAN. 

Air  FONN — "Cahar  Feidh." 

'S  a  nise  bho'n  a  theig  sinn, 

Le  cheile  bhi  farasda, 
Bheirinn  comhaiiT  fheumail, 

Dhut  fhein  aim  san  dealachadh  ; 
Na  toir  do  run  gun  reason, 

Do  the  dheth  na  caileagan, 
Oir  's  duilich  leam  gun  d'eist  mi, 

Droch  sgeula  ma  fhearaiginn  ; 
Na  bi  cho  trie  a'  del  na  measg, 

IVIar  chraoibh  gun  mlieas,  na  caileagan, 
Gc  d'  shaoileadh  tus,  gun  robh  iad  dhut, 

Cho  min  ad  t-uchd  ri  bainne  dhut, 
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Nam  sdidhe  stoaoh,  le  ribhiicas  ait, 
ii'i  (uiir  inu  soucli  iiaii  draiiiMcliuii, 

Bi'dh  c.uir  iiati  cinii  si'g  èìridli, 
'S  gacli  tè  (lliiù  li  lutiaid  ort  ! 

Tha  na  ^illcaii  òga, 

Nail  dochas  cho  ainaideach, 
'S  iad  le'm  barail  ghùrach, 

'All  V)iv  air  iia  caileagaii, 
Acl)  fhad  sa  bhiu8  an  suilcaii, 

Ctio  duitinte,  cha'n  aithnich  iad, 
'S  cha  'ii  fliaic  iad  Glon-air-gkradh,* 

Ged'  tharladii  i  maille  riu. 
A  cbaoidh  clia'ii  fhaic  sibli,  iad  cho  ci'art, 

ÌMar  gabh  sibli  beachd  le  ghlaineachaii, 
'S  mus  e  's  gun  dearc  sibh,  mo  's  faisg, 

(juri  tig  a  ghart,  san  t-eaiiach  dhibh: 
M.ir  bhcatliach  boclid,  a  bliios  gun  toirt, 

'Nuair  tluMd  a  ghoirt  a's  t-eunac!i  ami, 
'S  ceart  ioiiann  's  mar  iii  ghorai<;h, 

Air  dròbliar  nan  caileajjan. 


*  A  clamorous  vain  young  woman,  whose  custom  was, 
when  she  saw  any  strangers  passing  by,  to  get  up  on  some 
eminence,  and  call  the  hens  from  the  corn,  or  cry  to  the 
herd  to  be  careful,  for  no  other  reason  than  that  slie  might 
be  taken  notice  of.  The  cognomen  is  one  of  general 
application,  but  the  bard  had  a  particular  dame  in  view  ;  — 
and  we  have  been  told  on  undoubted  authority,  vvheri  slie 
heard  of  her  new  name,  that  she  gave  up  all  concern  about 
the  hens  and  the  herd-boy,  to  the  great  comfort  and  ease 
ofboth.  Her  father,  hewever,  suflered  by  the  assumed 
modesty  of  liis  daughter — the  lierd-boy  slept,  the  cows 
followed  the  hens  into  the  corn  fields,  and  de^t^oyed  them 
so  much,  that  the  old  man  was  heard  to  swear  if  he  came 
in  contact  with  the  poet,  he  would  give  him  a  hearty 
flagellation  for  making  his  daughter  worse  than  useless  to 
him  at  outside  work  ! 


Ge  b'(!  chuiioas  dùil  aiiiit', 

An  ditrachd  cha'n  aithnich  è, 
Ge  d'  dheanadh  i  do  phògadh, 

'S  ge  d'  òladh  i  drama  leat, 
'S  ge  d'  ghealladh  i  ì^•  d"  chaM, 

Gum  ])ùsadh  i  'neathrar  thu, 
'Nnair  thionnta'  tu  do  chùl-tiiaobh^ 

lii'dii  'ii  sùilean  gan  cauiadh  riut. 
Mar  aud  their  ise,  ged'  tus  's  glic', 

Gun  deanainn  trie,  nacli  aithne  dhut, 
'6  ge  nior  do  hhearhd,  cha  rachainn  leat, 

IMar  biodh  do  blieartas  màiie  liut, 
'S  mar  be  dhomh  'n  leisg,  a  bhi  am  leis, 

Cun  deanainn  reic  a's  ceannach  ort, 
'S  'nuair  bhios  tu  falamh  chiiinncadh, 

Gum  leuch  mi  cùl-thaobh  bhuile  dhut. 


'S  ge  be  ghabhas  f;.th  orr', 

Ga  b;  kcli  bi'dh  air  aitlucachas, 
'S  ma  dh'  Oieuchas  i  dha  cairdeas, 

Cha'n  fliearr  bhios  a  bharail  oirr'; 
'S  mo  theid  e  mo  is  dàna — 

Thig  tàir'  agus  fairati  air, 
'S  mo  gheibh  i  e  sa  ghàradh, 

Cha  tar  e  dhol  tharais  air  : 
I3i'dh  e  cho  glic  ri  duin'  air  mhisg, 

'S  bidh  each  ga  mheas  mar  amadan  ;  • 
Nnair  bhios  e  ghict'  mar  ian  an  snap, 

'S  nach  urr'  e  chas  a  tharruimi  as; 
'S  a  chaoi  le  tlachd,  cha  'n  fhaigh  e  las, 

I\Iur  brist  e  'n  acuinn  theannachaidh, 
'S  ma  se  's  nach  cuir  e  brèid  oirr', 

*S  au-clbhinu  ri  latha  dha. 
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UILLEAM    ROS. 

William  Ross,  was  born  in  Broinlibrd,  parisii  ot"  Sfnitli,  Isle  of  Skyo,  in  the  year  1702. 
His  parents  were  respectultlo,  though  not  oj)nlcnt.  His  father,  Jc^hn  Ross,  was  a  native 
of  Skyc,  and  of  an  ancient  fauiily  of  that  name,  whose  ancestors  had  lived  in  that  country 
throughout  a  long-  series  of  generations.  His  mother  was  a  native  of  Gairloch,  in  Ross-shire, 
and  daughter  of  the  celebrated  blind  piper  and  poet,  John  Mackay,  well  known  by  the 
name  of  Piubairc  Dall. 

It  appears  that  when  William  was  a  boy,  there  was  no  regular  school  kept  in  that  j)art 
of  the  country  :  and  as  his  parents  were  anxious  to  forward  his  education,  they  removed 
with  him  and  a  little  sister  from  Skye  to  Forres.  While  attending  the  Grammar  school 
of  the  latter  place,  he  discovered  a  strong  propensity  to  learning,  in  which  he  made  such 
rapid  advances  as  to  attract  the  notice  and  esteem  of  his  master ;  and  the  pupil's  sense  of 
his  obligations  was  always  acknowledged  with  gratitude  and  respect.  This  teacher,  we 
are  informed,  declared,  that  on  comparing  young  Ross  with  the  many  pupils  placed  under 
his  care,  he  did  not  remember  one  who  excelled  him  as  a  general  scholar,  even  at  that 
early  period  of  life. 

After  remaining  for  some  years  at  Forres,  his  parents  removed  to  the  parish  of  Gairloch, 
where  the  father  of  our  bard  became  a  pedlar,  and  travelled  through  Lewis,  and  the  otlier 
western  Isles — and,  though  William  was  then  young  and  of  a  delicate  constitution,  he  ac- 
companied his  father  in  his  travels  through  the  country,  more  with  the  view  of  discovering 
and  making  himself  acquainted  with  the  different  dialects  of  the  Gaelic  language,  than 
from  any  pecuniary  consideration — the  desire  of  becoming  perfectly  familiar  with  his 
native  tongue,  thus  strongly  occupying  his  mind  even  at  this  early  period  of  life.  And 
he  has  often  afterwards  been  heard  to  say,  that  he  found  the  most  pure  and  genuine  dialect 
of  the  language  among  the  inhabitants  of  the  west  side  of  the  I&land  of  Lewis. 

In  this  manner  he  passed  some  years,  and  afterwards  travelled  through  several  parts  of 
the  Highlands  of  Perthshire,  Breadalbane,  and  Argyleshire,  8:c.,  seeing  and  observing  all 
around  him  with  the  eye  and  discernment  of  a  real  poet.  At  this  period,  he  composed 
many  of  his  valuable  songs;  but  some  of  these,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  are  not  now  to  be  found. 

Having  returned  to  Gairloch,  he  was  soon  afterwards  appointed  to  the  charge  of  the 
parish  school  of  that  place,  which  he  conducted  with  no  ordinary  degree  of  success.  From 
the  time  of  his  entering  upon  this  charge,  it  was  generally  remarked,  that  he  proceeded 
in  the  discharge  of  his  duties  with  unremitting  firmness  and  assiduity,  and  in  a  short  time 
gained  a  reputation  for  skill  in  the  instruction  of  the  young  committed  to  his  trust,  rarely 
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knovvM  in  the  former  experience  of  that  scliool.  He  had  a  peciihar  method  and  humour 
in  his  intercourse  with  iiis  pupils,  vviiich  amused  and  endeared  the  children  to  him:  at  the 
same  time  it  proved  the  most  effectual  means  of  impressing  the  juvenile  mind  and  con- 
veying- the  instructions  of  the  teacher.  Many  of  those  who  were  under  his  tuition  still 
speak  of  him  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm  and  veneration. 

In  the  course  of  his  travels,  and  while  schoolmaster  of  Gairloch,  he  contracted  an 
mtimacy  with  several  respectable  families,  many  of  whom  afforded  him  testimonies  of 
friendship  and  esteem.  His  company  was  much  sought  after,  not  only  on  account  of  his 
excellent  songs,  but  also  for  his  intelligence  and  happy  ttn-n  of  humour.  He  was  a  warm 
admirer  of  the  songs  of  other  poets,  which  he  often  sung  with  exquisite  pleasure  and  taste. 
His  voice,  though  not  strong,  was  clear  and  melodious,  and  he  had  a  thorough  acquaint- 
ance with  the  science  of  music.  He  played  on  the  violin,  flute,  and  several  other  instru- 
ments, with  considerable  skill  ;  and  during  his  incumbency  as  schoolmaster,  he  officiated 
as  precentor  in  the  parish  church. 

In  the  capacity  of  schoolmaster  he  continued  till  his  health  began  rapidly  to  decline. 
Asthma  and  consumj)tion  preyed  on  his  constitution,  and  terminated  his  mortal  life,  in 
the  year  1790,  in  the  twenty-eighth  year  of  his  age.  This  occurred  while  he  was  residing 
at  Badachro,  Gairloch.  His  funeral  was  attended  by  nearly  the  whole  male  population 
of  the  surrounding  country.  He  was  interred  in  the  burying  ground  of  the  Clachan  of 
Gairloch,  and  a  simple  upright  stone,  or  Clach-chuimline,  with  an  English  inscription, 
marks  his  "narrow  house." 

In  personal  apj)earance,  Ross  was  tall  and  handsome,  being  nearly  six  feet  high.  His 
hair  was  of  a  dark  brown  colour,  and  his  face  had  the  peculiarly  open  and  regular  features 
which  mark  the  sons  of  the  mountains;  and,  unlike  the  general  tribe  of  poets,  he  was 
exceedingly  finical  and  ])articular  in  his  dress.  As  a  scholar,  Ross  was  highly  distin- 
guished. In  Latin  and  Greek  he  very  much  excelled  ;  and  it  was  universally  allowed 
that  he  was  the  best  Gaelic  scholar  of  his  day. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  a  being  so  highly  gifted  as  was  Ross,  should  be  ex- 
tremely susceptible  of  the  influence  of  the  tender  passion.  Many  of  his  songs  bear  wit- 
ness that  he  was  so.  During  his  excursions  to  Lewis,  he  formed  an  acquaintance  with 
Miss  Marion  Ross  of  Stornoway  (afterwards  Mrs  Clough  of  Liverpool,)  and  paid  his 
homage  at  the  shrine  of  her  beauty.  He  sung  her  charms,  and  was  incessant  in  his 
addresses,  — 

• "■  Every  iiijilit  lie  came 


With  music  of  all  sorts,  and  songs  composed 
To  her  :" 

But  still  he  was  rejected  by  the  coy  maid  ;  and  the  disappointment  consequent  on  this 
unfortunate  love  affair,  was  thought  to  have  preyed  so  much  on  his  mind,  as  to  have  im- 
paired his  health  and  constitution,  during  the  subsequent  period  of  his  life.  To  this  young 
lady  he  composed  (before  her  marriage)  that  excellent  song  expressive  of  his  feelings, 
almost  bordering  on  despair,  "  Feasgar  iiiain  a's  mi  air  c/iuairt.'' 

In  the  greater  number  of  his  lyrics,  the  bard  leads  us  along  w  ith  him,  and  imjjarts  to 
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U9  so  much  of  his  own  tenderness,  fcclinfj^,  and  enthusiasm,  tlutt  our  thouijliU  expand  and 
kindle  witli  his  sentiments. 

Few  of  our  Hii^hhind  bards  have  a('(|uircd  the  celebrity  of  Willium  iloss — and  fewer 
still  possess  his  true  poetic  powers.  In  purity  of  diction,  felicity  of  conception,  and 
mellowness  of  expression,  he  stands  unrivalled — especially  in  his  lyrical  pieces.  McDon- 
ald's lire  occasionally  overheats,  and  emits  sparks  which  burn  and  blister,  while  Ross's 
flame,  more  tempered  and  regular  in  its  heat,  sj)reads  a  fascinating  glow  over  the  feelings, 
until  we  melt  before  him,  and  are  earrieil  aloni,^  in  a  dreamy  pleasure  through  the  Arca- 
dian scenes,  which  his  magic  [icncil  conjures  up  to  our  astonished  gaze.  If  M'Intyre's 
torrent  fills  the  brooklet  to  overflowing,  the  gentler  stream  of  Ross,  without  tearing 
away  the  embankment,  swells  into  a  smooth-flowing,  majestic  wave — it  descends  like  the 
summer  shower  irrigating  the  meadows,  and  spreading  a  balmy  sweetness  over  the  entire 
landscape.  If  it  be  true  that  ''Scrmo  est  imago  aninii,''  the  same  must  hold  equally  true  of 
a  song — and  judging  from  such  of  his  songs  as  have  come  into  our  hands,  our  author's 
mind  must  have  been  a  very  noble  one — a  mind  richly  adorned  with  the  finest  and 
noblest  feelings  of  humanity — a  mind  whose  structure  was  too  fine  for  the  rude  com- 
munion of  a  frozen-hearted  world — a  mind  whose  emanations  gush  forth,  pure  as  the  lim- 
pid crystalline  stream  on  its  bed  of  pebbles.  It  is  difficult  to  determine  in  what  species 
of  poetiy  William  Ross  most  excelled — so  much  is  he  at  home  in  every  department.  His 
pastoral  poem  "  Oran  an  t-Sam/iraid/i,''  abounds  in  imagery  of  the  most  delightful  kind. 
He  has  eschewed  the  sin  of  M'Intyre's  verbosity  and  M'Donald's  angUcisms,  and  luxu- 
riates amid  scenes,  which,  for  beauty  and  enchantment,  are  never  surpassed.  His  objects 
are  nicely  chosen — his  descriptions  graphic — his  transitions,  although  wc  never  tire  of 
any  object  he  chooses  to  introduce,  pleasing.  We  sit  immoveably  upon  his  Ups,  and  are 
allured  at  the  beck  of  his  finger,  to  feed  our  eyes  on  new  and  hitherto  unobserved  beau- 
ties. When  we  have  surveyed  the  whole  landscape,  its  various  component  parts  are  so 
distinct  and  clear,  that  we  feel  indignant  at  our  own  dulness  for  not  perceiving  them 
before — but  as  a  finished  picture,  the  whole  becomes  too  magnificent  for  our  com- 
prehension. 

Ross  possessed  a  rich  vein  of  humour  when  he  chose  to  be  merry  ; — few  men  had  a 
keener  relish  for  the  ludicrous.  His  Anacreontic  poem  ''JMoladh  cm  Uisge-Bheatha,"  is 
a  splendid  specimen  of  this  description.  How  vivid  and  true  his  description  of  the  grog- 
shop worthies — not  the  base  and  brutalized  debauchees — but  that  class  of  rural  toppers, 
who  get  Bacchi  planus  once  or  twice  in  the  year  at  a  wedding,  or  on  Christmas.  This 
was  a  wise  discrimination  of  the  poet :  had  he  introduced  the  midnight  revelry,  and 
baser  scenes  of  the  city  tavern,  his  countrymen  could  neither  understand  nor  relish  it. 
But  he  depicts  the  less  off'ensive  panorama  of  his  country's  bacchanals,  and  so  true  to 
nature — so  devoid  of  every  trait  of  settled  libertinism,  that,  while  none  is  offended,  all 
are  electrified — and  the  poet's  own  good  taste  and  humour  expand  over  the  singer  and 
the  entire  group  of  auditors. 

Among  his  amorous  pieces,  there  are  two  of  such  prominent  merit,  that  they  cannot  be 
passed  over. — '^  Feasgar  luain ;''  so  intimately  connected  with  the  poet's  fate,  has  been 
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already  noticed.  Its  history  like  tiiat  of  its  author,  is  one  of  love  and  brevity — it  was 
composed  in  a  few  hours  to  a  young-  lady,  whom  he  accidentally  met  at  a  convivial  party 
—  and  sung-,  with  all  its  richness  of  ideality  and  mellowness  of  expression,  before  they 
broke  up.  *'  Moludh  na  h-òighe  Gàelich,"  although  not  so  plaintive  or  tender,  is,  per- 
haps, as  a  poetical  composition,  far  before  the  other.  Never  was  maiden  immortalized  in 
such  well-chosen  and  appropriate  strains — never  did  bard's  lips  pour  the  incense  of  adu- 
lation on  maiden's  head  in  more  captivating  and  florid  language,  and  never  again  shall 
mountain  maid  sit  to  iiave  her  picture  drawn  by  so  faithful  and  powerful  a  pencil. 

Without  going  beyond  the  bounds  of  verity,  it  may  be  affirmed  that  his  poetry,  more 
perhaps  than  that  of  most  writers,  deserves  to  be  styled  the  poetry  of  the  heart — of  a 
heart  full  to  overflowing  with  noble  sentiments,  and  sublime  and  tender  passions. 


ORAN  DO  MHARCUS  NAN  GREUMACH;    '^ 


AGUS  DO'X  ElDEADH-GHAELACn. 


Bu  trom  an  t-arsneul  a  bh'aii-  in'.iijjiie, 

Le  fadachd  's  le  mi-ghean, 

A  bhuiii  mo  threoir  's  mo  thabhachd  dhiom, 

Chii  ghabhadh  cèol  na  màraii  lium 

Ach  thanig  ùr  tbosgair'  da  m'  iurinsaidh, 

'Dhùisg  mi  as  mo  shuain, 

'Nuair  fhuair  mi  'n  sgeul  bba  mor  li  eigh'd 

Gun  d'eadromaich  mo  smuain. 

Is  làtha  sealbbacb,  rathail,  dealaracii, 

Ahiil,  ainmeil,  àgh-in!ior, 

A  dh'l'huasgail  air  na  h- Albannaich, 

Bho  mhachraicbean  gu  garbhlaichean, 

Bho  uisge-Thuaid*  gu  Arcamh-cbuairi, 

Bho  Dbeasgu  Tuath  gu  leir  ; 

Is  binne  'n  sraiin  feadli  sbiath  a's  ghlcann 

Na  organ  gun  mheang  glèus. 

A  IMharcuis  òig  nan  Grciimac^h, 
Fhir  gbleust'  an  aigne  rioghail, 
O  !  gu'm  a  biian  air  t-aiteam  tbu, 
Gu  tieubhacb,  buadhach,  macanta, 
'S  tu  ''u  ùr-shlat  ahiinn  's  muirneil  blàth 
De'n  t'hiubhaidh  aird  nach  ciion, 
Gur  trie  na  Ga'tiil  'g  òl  do  shlaiiit', 
Gu  h-armunuach  air  tion. 

»  The  Water  of  Tweed. 


Mo  cheist  am  firean  foinnidh,  dire.ach, 
Maieeach,  fior-ghlan,  ainmeil, 
IMo  sheobhag  sùl-ghorm,  amaisgeil, 
Tha  combant,  cliùiteach,  bearraideach, 
A  b'aird'  a  leumadh  air  eacb-sreine, 
'M  barrachd  eucbd  tbar  chàich  ; 
'S  tu  bbuinig  cuis  a  bharr  gach  cuirt, 
'S  a  chuir  air  chiil  ar  càs  ! 


Air  bbi  air  fàrsan  dbomh  gach  la 
Gur  tus  tba  gbtiù  air  m'  inntinii, 
Mo  riiin  do'n  tir  o'ri  d'imich  mi, 
'S  mo  sbuil  air  fad  gu  pilleadh  ri  : 
'S  aim  thogas  orm  gu  grad  mo  cliolg 
Le  aigne  meaniiiadi,  treun — 
Mo  cbliabh  tba  gabbail  lasadh  aigbeir, 
'S  ait  mo  naigbeachd  feiu. 

Tbainig  fasan  anus  an  acbd 

A  db'òrdaicb  pailt  am  feileadb, 

Tba  eiridh  air  na  breacanan 

Le  farum  treun  neo-lapanacli, 

Bi'db  oigbean  tbapaidh  sniomh  '»a  dath 

Gu  b-eibliirin,  ait,  le  uaiil 

Gach  aon  diii  'g  eideadb  a'  gaoil  feiu 

Mar  's  reidh  leo  anns  gach  uair 
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IVkkIIi  roifadh  ann  no  AÌo-clminiit, 

Clia  tliuir  sin  sior-fnclid  oiin, 

An  ann  no  fV.ii-li(l  niu  tlioL;niN  i.id, 

No  'n  ai-ainacl)  clia  'n  olianiaid, 

Ijf.'v  toiniidii  NniiN  li  nchd  an  Ihiialir.M', 

liC'r  n'caradii  uasal  (Vin  ; 

IjV  laniian  crini^liacl),  n<-art  nilior,  Imati, 

A  Iranlain  rnaij;  i^nn  si;i(is  ! 

On  riinair  sinn  /</5»«  Ic'r  sàr  clilraclidadJi, 

Dùisj;i'»dli  IxMclid  ar  sinnsir, 

Le  run  ^nn  clicili;  "s  na  li-nilc  ("far, 

'.S  mm  niln-iitjir  air  Iciii;  nan  Lurinniiincacii, 

Lo  .sunnt  as  t;li>us.  a's  lianaclid  sjtois 

Toirt  àite*  lein  d<»'n  liiijh, 

Mo  bliàs  ijiin  c'is  mar  hTlu-ai'i-  Irani  (Vin  sin, 

No  ge  d'  eiblit'  an  t-sliitli  I 

Kotr. — TI)is  soiisj,  as  its  title  iiuiicatcs,  was  composed  on 
the  repeal  of  President  Fotbes's  uiiclolliing  act,  and  an 
anecdote  is  relateii  of  its  first  rehearsal,  which  we  deem  not 
unworthy  of  a  place  here.  Our  author,  like  all  other  poets 
of  his  day  and  country,  was  a  stainich  .lacobite,  while  his 
father  was  equally  firm  in  his  adherence  to  the  family  of 
Hanover.  William  had  composed  the  song  during  ouc 
of  his  excursions  through  the  country,  where  he  probahly 
Jieard  of  the  erasure  of  the  obnoxious  act  from  the  Statute 
Book,  and  sung  it  for  the  first  time  to  a  happy  gvoup  of 
rustics  who  were  in  the  hnbit  of  congregating  nightly  at 
his  father's  ingle  to  hear  his  new  compositions.  When  he 
came  to  the  last  stanza,  in  which  he  indirectly  lampoons 
his  Majesty,  "  Ah  !"  said  his  father,  involuntarily  laying  his 
liand  on  a  cudgel,  "  ye  clown,  you  know  where  and  when 
you  sing  that."  "  Keally,  father,"  replied  the  poet,  "  I 
would  sing  it  in  the  House  of  Commons  \i  you  were  not 
there!" 


OR  AN   AN   T-SAMHRAIDII, 

Air  fonn — "  Wat  ye  wha  J  met  vesit-ecv.'* 

O  !  mosg'leamaid  gu  suilbhear  ait, 

Le  sunntHclid  ghasd',  a's  eireamaid, 
Tlia  niliadainn-sa  le  furan  caomh 

Toirt  cuireadh  faoilteach,  eihhinn,  diiinn  ; 
Cuireainaid  fàilt  air  an  lò, 

Le  (Muitean  cèolmhor,  tetid-liliinuea(;h, 
"S  biodh  ar  cridlie  deaclidailh  fuiun 

'S  ar  beoil  a  seinn  le  speirid  di)a. 

Nach  cUiinn  tliu  bith-niuaim  sutliain,  seamh, 

'S  a  bbrutliainn  sgeamhail,  bblà-dhealtrach, 
'S  beannachdan  a  nuas  o  neamh 

A  dortadh  fial  <;u  lar  aca  : 
Tha  nadiir  a  caochladh  tuar 

Le  caoinh-cruth,  cuannda,  pairt-dhathach, 
'S  an  cruinne  iomlan,  mu'n  lath  grian, 

A  tarruinn  fiamhati  <rràsail  air ! 


*  Hanover. 


'      1 


Nach  cliiirin  thii  cùialr  Ntolda,  nniilrc.', 

'8  an  doir'  ud  Hlitms  le'n  òraiian, 
Seinn  cliu  dba'n  Crntiiad.iir  I'ein, 

Le  Jaoidiiean  i'.eutach,  scdaNacli, 
Air  c.lioii-ailih  an  sgiatli  ^uu  tainh 

Air  niiieatigain  aid  nan  rù-clirannaibli, 
]>e'ii  ceilcircan  toirt  inoladii  iiinn, 

Dlia'n  'l"i  diratii-phill  am  bèotachd  riii. 

(ju'ni  liTliearr  na  lilii'n  cadal  an  tainii. 

Air  leahaidli  stata  (liloiirili-itich, 
Kii'idli  modi  sa  mliadainn  INiliài^h, 

Gu  t'albh  na  la^acli  fiicuirncinirh, 
llnaig  a  tboirt  air  bharr  na  driùc.hd, 

Do  dlioire  dlii  nan  smeòraichean, 
Am  bi  tiiis  is  cnraidl)  na  fion, 

Le  làile  ciatacli  rùisanan. 

Tha  feartan  toirbheartach,  neo-j;iiarm, 

'S  an  am  so  gun  giireann  dubhiachdach, 
Cnir  trusgan  trom-dhait'  air  gach  raon, 

Le  dealt,  's  le  braon  ga'n  ùracliadh 
Tha  Flora  cnodachadh  gach  cluain, 

Gach  glaic,  a's  bruach  le  flùraichean, 
S  bi'dii  neuinean,  rbsan,  's  lili  ban, 

Fo'n  dithean  aininn,  chùl-mhaiseach. 

Tha  riiahtis  fein,  le  lòchrann  aigh, 

Ag  oradh  àrd  nam  beanntaidiean, 
'S  a'  taomadh  nuas  a  ghathan  tlà, 

Cnir  dreach  air  blàth  nan  glean nfanan  ; 
Gach  innseag  's  gaoh  coirean  fraoich 

Ag  tarruinn  faoilt  na  Bealltainn  air  ; 
Gach  1* ireach,  gach  tulach,  "s  gach  tom 

Le  foirm  cuir  fuinn  an  t-snmhraidh  orr' 

Tha  caoin,  a's  ciùin,  airmuir  a's  tìr, 

Air  machair  mhin's  air  garbh-shleibtean, 
Tha  cuirnean  driiichd  na  thùir  air  lar, 

Hi  aird  's  ri  àin  na  geala-ghreine  ; 
Bi'dh  coiir,  a's  pLr,  a's  fraoch,  a's  four, 

Gach  iasg,  gach  eun,  's  na  h-ainmhidhean 
Ri  teachd  gu'n  gnàsalachd  's  gu  nùs, 

Na'n  gnè,  's  na'n  doigh,  san  aimsir  so. 

Gur  eibhinn  iibhachd  nionag  òg, 

Air  ghasgan  feoir  'sua  h-aonaichean, 
An  gleantaibh  lasaich  's  iad  gu  suaìrc', 

A  falbh  le  buar  ga'n  saodachadh  ; 
Gu  h-urail  fallain  gun  sgios, 

Gu  maiseach,  fialaidh,  faoilteachall, 
Gu  neo-chiontach  'gun  cheilg,  a's  gràs 

Nan  gaol  a  snàmh  nan  aodannan. 

Lain'  gach  mi-ghcan,  sgios  a's  gruaim, 
'S  na  bidheamaid  uair  fo'n  aineartan, 

Crathamaid  air  chùl  gach  bròn, 

Le  fonn,  le  col,  's  le  can ntai reach d  ; 
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'S  bitin'  an  tathairh  siid  mar  clietul 

No  gleadliraich  eitidh  cl)àhhsaii«aii, 
S  rni  'in  pillein  cliùrai',  cliul-gJ.onn  lliraoich, 
'S  iia  brughaichean  saor  on  chàmparaid. 

Bitheadh  easlaint  eitif^each,  jjnn  clilì 

An  didean  rìin.'ieacli  slieòunaichcan 
IJitheadh  eiigail«'aii  gun  speis,  gun  biìgli, 

'N  aitribh  lighrean,  's  moi-uaislibli, 
Ijiodh  slainte  choiinabhalach  gach  ial, 

Am  buthaibh  fial  gun  stròthalachd, 
Aig  Gàdil  ghasd'  an  èididli  ghearr, 

Fir  spèiseil.  cbairdeil,  lò-gheaiiach  ! 


ORAN  AIR  (;A()L  NA   H-OIGHE 

DO  CHAILEAX 

Ann  am  madaiiin  cliiùin  choitean, 
'San  spieid}»  aìr  an  lòn, 
Agus  cailin  na  buaile, 
Gabhail  'n-uallain  mu'n  còir  : 
Do  bhi  gathanan  P/iccbus, 
A  cuii-  an  ceill  tio'  na  neoil, 
Latha  buadliach,  geal,  èibhinn, 
'S  las  iia  speuran  le  ròs. 

Ach  cha  b'«  'n  tàn,  blia'd  a  tioiial, 
Anns  ajj  Innis  sa'  ghleann, 
So  bbuin  m'aigne  gu  luasgan, 
'S  mi  air  cliuairt  anns  an  am, 
Ac.h  an  cailin  bu  dreach-mhoire', 
JVJìrie  mais',  agus  loinn, 
Bii'air  an  tuiaich  na'm  fochar, 
Gu  ciùineil,  foistineach,  grinn. 

Shnàmh  mo  smaoiiitean  an  ioghnadh, 
'S  thuit  mì  'n  coachladh  ro-mhùr, 
Sheas  mi  snasaicht  mar  ionihaidh, 
'G  amharc  dian  air  an  òigh, 
'Sge  do  bhrosnaich  mo  dhùrachd  mi 
Dh'eisdeachd  ùr-laoidh  a  beoil, 
Stad  mi  rithist  le  mùiiadh, 
'Sdheachdmi  rùn  gu  bhi  loil. 

Ach  gur  deacair  dhomh  innseadh, 
Leìs  mar  dhiobrainn  an  t-ainnt, 
Drcac.h  na  finn'  ud,  sa  h-àilteachd, 
A  thug  barr  air  gach  geall ; 
Tha  slios  geala-mhin  mar  eala, 
No  mar  chanach  nan  gleann, 
'Sa  h-anail  chùraidh  mar  cliaineal, 
O  beul  meachair  gun  mheang. 


IJha  falt  cam-lùbach,  bòidhea<;h, 

Rachlach,  òr-bhuidh',  na  dbuail, 

Càs-bhuidli',  sriioiiihaiiach,  faincacli, 

An  nco-chàradi)  mu'n  ruairl, 

Do  bhraghad  snoachdaidh  a  b'  fhior-ghlain 

Fo'  lit;  bu  mhìn-dheirge  gruaidh, 

Gun  innleachd  bbà,  ach  buaidh  iiaduir, 

A  toirt  gach  barr  dhut  gun  uuill  ! 

Aghaidh  bhairidTdh,  ghlan,  mhòdliar, 
lin  bhiiMK',  ròs-dheiige,  bcul, 
Suil  miieallach,  ghorm,  tliairia, 
Caol-mhala,  's  rosg  rcidh, 
Uchd  sòluis,  lan  sònais, 
Geala  bhroiileach  mar  ghrein 
'Stioidh  mhlti-gheal,  chaoin,  shocrach, 
Nach  doich'iieadh  am  lèur 

Ach  g4i  dubhar  na  coille, 

Am  binne  'ii  goireadh  a  chuach, 

J3ha  'm    fo(  iiar  na  h-Iunse, 

Gus  an  tionailt'  am  buiir, 

Gun  do  dh'imich  an  cailin, 

Mìn,  farasda,  suairc'  ; 

Ghleus  i  guth,  's  ghabh  i  òran, 

'S  bu  ro-bhinn  chèol  bheireadh  buaidh. 

B  ann  air  gaol  blia  i  tighitin, 
S  run  a  cridhe,  sa  buaidh, 
Do  dh'òg-laoch  nan  ciabh  òr-bhuidh', 
An  leitir  Laomuinn  nan  cuach, 
Do  dhiuchd  uiseag,  a's  smeùrach. 
Am  bariaibh  rò-chrannaibh  suas, 
A's  sheinn  cho  binn  an  co'-ghleus  d'i, 
'S  gun  do  dh'èisd  mi  car  uair. 

"  O  chailean  !   O  Chailean  !" 
Do  slu'inn  cailin  nan  gaol, 
"  Cid  fath  nach  tigeadh  tu  tharais, 
Do  ghleannan    faiaich  nan  craobh  ? 
Is  nach  iarrain-s'  air  m'ùrdugh, 
De  stòras,  no  mhaoin, 
Ach  bhi  laidhe  na  t-asgail, 
Fo'  do  bhreacan  san  fhraoch, 

"  Gu'm  b'òg  mis'  agus  Cailean, 
Ann  an  gleannan  na  cuaich, 
A's  sinn  a  tional  nan  dìthean, 
Leinn  Ihln  feadh  nan  cluan  ; 
A  s  sìnn  'gar  h  agadh  nar  sìneadh, 
'Nuair  bu  sgì  leinn  air  bruaich 
'S  bhiodh  na  cruitcaran  sgiatlwich, 
Cuir  ar  cionalais  bhuain. 

"  Gu'm  bu  neo-chiontach  m:\raii 
Mo  gràidh  ann  sa'  chòill  ; 
A's  sinn  a'  mireadh  n-ar  'n-aonar, 
Gun  smaointinn  air  l'oill  ; 
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Sinn  pun  mhnlnd,  gun  fhnrtnclnl, 
{)  niliaduitiii  pii  h-òì<llu-ir, 
A|^us  Cupid  g'ar  tiMiulli, 
Gu  toirt  j;iiii(lli,  's  .siiiii  iiar  «l(»iiiu. 

'*  'S  j;e  do  tliaiiiitj  an  s.iniliradli, 
'S  mi  sa'  lihU-aiin  so  ri  s|noidli, 
Gur  o's  trie  Irimi  am  fanail, 
'6  billiidli  càcli  as  an  dt-igli  ; 
^S  Hint  n  dliiiicas  mi  tliavais 
Do  na  ghàruii  leam  t'eiii, 
Gu  blii  taomadli  mo  dhosgaiiiii 
Ann  am  loc.liar  nan  gèiig. 

"   Tha  mo  chairdean  fo  ghruaim  jiiim, 

O  la  eliuaT  iad  mar  tha — 

Gtir  annsa  leam  Caiicau 

Nu  iVar-baile  le  than  ; 

Ach  clia  treiginn-s'  mo  cheu<lghra(Ih, 

Gus  an  geillein  do"n  hhas  ; 

On  a  gheall  e  bhi  dileas, 

Cia  tath  mu'n  dibrinn-sa  dha?" 

So  mar  sheinn  an  caomh  chailin, 
Tosan  tairis  a  gràidh, 
'S  a  boid  sheasmhach  da  ceud  ghaol, 
A's  nach  dibreadh  gu  br;\tl), 
Gach  oigh'  eile  da  cluinn  so. 
Gun  robh  a  h-inntinn  gu  bus, 
Gu  bhi  leantainn  an  t-samh'l  ud, 
(urn  a  h-an-toil  thoirt  dha. 

Ach  air  bhi  grathuinn  na  m'  thaml^  dhomh, 

'S  mi  gun  abhachd  san  rod, 

'S  mo  chliabh  air  lasadh  le  h-èìbhneas 

A'  tabhairt  eisdeachd  da'n  oigh— 

Chunnacas  òganach  gasda 

Teachd  o'  leacain  a  chrb, 

'S  e  le  uile  shàr  imeachd, 

'S  b'ann  gu  Innis  nam  bo, 

Bha  dhreach,  'sadhoalbh  mar  bumhiaiiniich, 

Le  bigh  iarraidh  dh'i  fein, 

An  tùs  briseadh  an  rùnachd, 

'S  i  fo  h-ùr  bhlà  air  fèill ; 

I3eachd  a  b'f  hearr,  bu  neo-fhurasd 

A  thabhairt  tuille  na  dheigh, 

Air  an  bganach  mhaiseaeh, 

A  teachd  o  leacain  nan  gcug. 

Ach  suil  dha'n  tug  an  t-og  gasda 
Bu  rioghail  mais'  air  gach  taobh, 
Dhearc  air  oigh  nan  ciabh  cas-bhuidh', 
Siar  fo'  asgail  nan  craobh  ; 
Dheachd  a  chiidhe  le  fnrtachd 
Gu'm  b'e  sud  cuspair  a  ghaoil, 
A's  ghuidh  e  beannachd  da  'n  chodhail, 
A  bheaaf  am  bròn  daibh  araon. 


Is  nnii  an  gtarnibh  n  chrilc, 
l.v  mor  Ni)LMs  mar  bu  nihiann, 
CìhlaÌH  an  dith's  ud  le  «'>ibluifas, 
'S  an  run  rridh  gu'n  cnir  dian  ; 
'S  <»'n  bha  fnian  cho  tairin, 
^S  nacii  bM'hinas  aithris  cho  tìal, 
Ghuidh  mi  suiias  gun  dith  dhuibh, 
Gu  la  'n  crich  a's  mi  triall. 


Note. — The  cirrumstanccs  that  called  forth  the  forcRoinR 
heautiCul  souk  were  these  : — Our  author  in  hisexcurhiona 
was  perambulating  the  Jiiuhlamis  of  Perthshire,  where  lie 
hapoeiicd  to  alight  on  a  sheiliiiK,  or  muniitaiii  dairy,  in  the 
occupancy  of  a  respectable  fanner's  daujjhttr  attended  by  a 
young  man  one  of  her  father's  servants,  'i'he  bard  was 
warmly  invited  to  remain  with  them  in  this  liumble 
but  hospitable  hut  for  some  days  to  rest  himself  and  to  bear 
them  company.  '1  he  invitation  was  accepted.  A  jiersoii 
of  the  poet's  penetration  could  not  long  remain  ignorant 
of  the  fact  that  tlic  artless  maiden  was  uneasy  in  her  mind  ; 
and,  as  they  had  now  arrived  at  that  staf;e  of  intimate 
familiarity  which  justifies  the  disclosure  of  secrets  ;  upon 
being  qu'.stioned,  she  told  him  that  l.cr  afTections  were 
fixed  upon  a  neighbouring  swain— a  handsome,  young 
fellow,  whose  advances,  however,  were  discountenanced  by 
her  parents  in  consequence  of  his  poverty,  lioss  possibly 
entered  with  enthusiasm  into  his  friend's  romantic  love- 
affaii — at  all  events,  he  was  not  the  man  to  do  vidlence  to 
the  feelings  of  the  human  heart  for  the  sake  of  pounds, 
shillings,  and  pence.  Short  as  his  stay  was  in  theslieiling, 
he  had  frequent  opportunities  of  seeing  the  young  lover 
and  the  milk  maid  meet  in  the  solitude  of  a  contiguous 
dell.  Spurning  the  threatened  wrath  of  parents,  they  were 
speedily  married — the  poet  was  invited  to  the  marriage 
foa>t,  where  he  sung  this  song  so  tenderly  expressive  of  the 
bliss  whicti  had  its  consummation  in  the  union  of  his  fair 
friend  with  the  man  of  her  affections. 


MARBH-RANN  DO  PHRIUNNSA 
TEA  RL  ACH. 

CO'-SHEIRM 

Soraidh  bkuan  dha'n  t-suailhneas  bhdn, 
Gu  la-luain  cha ghluais  on  hhàs ; 
Ghlac  an  uaigh  an  suaithneas  ban 
'S  leacan  fuaraidh  tuahn  a  thdmh! 

Air  bhi  dhomh-sa  triall  thar  druim 
Air  di-dònaich,  's  comhlan  leam, 
Leughas  litir  naigbeachd  leinn, 
'S  cha  sgeul'  ait  a  thachair  innt', 
Soraidh  bhuan,  ^c. 

Albainn  arsaidh  !   's  fathunn  broiii, 
Gach  aon  mhuir  bait'  tha  bàrcadh  oirn, 
T-oighre  rioghail  bhi  san  Koimh, 
Tirt'  an  caol  chist'  lioblita  bhòrd  ! 
Soraidh  bhian^  S;c. 


I 


UlLLKAM  llOS. 


283 


'5  ti'om  leain  m'osnaich  aiins  gach  l.i 

'S  trie  mo  smuaiuteaii  laii'  o  laiiuli 

Cliiairi  an  domJiain  truaijli  an  diiil, 
Gurcolihartac.h  i;;\di  fcòil  do'n  bliàs  ! 
iSuiuidà  ò/'iiiau  <^v.'. 

Tha  mo  clirìdli'  gn  bristc,  fann, 
^      'S  dooir  mo  sliùl  a'  luith  mar  àllt, 
Ge  do  cheilin  snd  air  am, 
Blirùchd  e  macfi  's  cha  mliiste  learn. 
Suraidli  hìman^  i^c. 

l>lia  mi  seal  am  barail  chruaidii, 
Gu'n  cluiimte  caisimeachd  mn'n  cuairt; 
Cabhiach  Theailaicli  thigh'n'  air  chuan, 
Ach  tivreiij  an  dail  mi  gu  l;i-luain, 
Soraidh  blacan,  Sfc. 

'S  lionmlior  laoch  a's  mill  treun, 
Tha  'n  diiigb  an  Albainn  as  do  dheidh, 
lad  fo's  n-iosal  sileadh  dhtMir, 
Kacha<lli  dian  leat  arms  an  t-sroiip. 
Soraidh  bhuaii,  ^-c. 

'S  gur  neo-shubhach,  dubhach,  sgfj, 
Do  tliroud  ionmhuinn  aims  gach  tir, 
^  Buidheann  meamiiach  bu  gharg  cli, 
Ulamh.  .'irm-chlcasach  's  an  t-oii. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  <^e. 

Nis  cromaidh  na  cruitearan  binn. 
Am  bariiiibh  dhos  to'  sproclid  an  cinn, 
Gach  beò  bhiodh  ann  arj  siath  ria'm  bcinn 
A  caoidh  an  co'-dhosgainn  leiim. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  ^c. 

Tha  gach  beinn,  gach  cnnc,  's  gach  sliabh, 

Air  am  i'aca  sinn  thu  trial), 

Nis  ail*  call,  an  dreacli  's  am  fiamh, 

O  nach  tig  thu  chaoidh  nan  cian. 

Soraidh  bhuari,  c^t". 

Bha'n  t-àl  òg  nach  fac  thu  riamh, 
'G  altrum  graidh  dhut  agus  miagh, 
Ach  thuit  an  oridhe  nis  na'n  cliabh, 
O  na  chaidil  thu  gu  sior. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  ^c. 

Ach  biodli  ar  n'  iiiriiigh  moch  gadi  la 

Ris  an  Ti  is  aird'  a  ta, 

Gun  e  dhioladh  oirn'  gu  brath, 

Ar  'n  eucoir  air  an  t-suaitheas  bhàn. 

Soraidh  bhuan,  <^c. 

Ach's  eagal  learn  ge  math  a  chl6ir, 
'S  gach  sonas  gheallair  dhuinn  le'in  bcul, 
Gu'm  faicear  slnn  a'  sileadh  dhour, 
A  choinn  an  suaitlineas  ban  a  thieig. 
Soraidh  bhnan,  cj-f. 


Cuireamaid  soraidh  bhuairm  gu  rtJidh 
Leis  na  dirimicheas  an  cein, 
Dh'ionnsaidh  an  ait'  na  laidh  an  reiill, 
Dh'fhògradh  uainn  gach  gruaim  as  neul. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  ^-r. 

S  bitheamaid  toilicht'  leis  na  tha, 
O  nach  d'  thaod  sinti  bhi  na's  fearr, 
Cha  bhi  n-ar  cuairt  an  so  ach  gearr, 
A'a  leanaidh  sin  an  suaithneas  ban, 

Soraidh  bhuan,  (^c. 


MI  ANN  AN   OGANAICII  CM  A  ELI  CH. 


Air  Fonn — "  We'll 


go  no  more  a  ravmy. 


Tha  sud  do  ghnà  air  m'inntinn, 

Le  iompaidh  chinnteaeh,  reidh, 
'S  gur  fada  bho'n  bu  mhiannach  learn, 

Gu'n  triallamaid  dha  reir  ; 
'S  a  nis'  bho  nach  urrainti  mi 

Ga  chuinail  orm  gu  leir, 
Bi'dh  mi  fadheoidh  ag  aidtachadh 

Na  tli'agam  dhut  de  spcis. 

An  sin  treigearnaid  amfarsav, 

'S  gu7n  b'j/icarr  na  bhi  air  chuairt^ 

Bhi  maille  ris  a'  chailin  sin, 
Le  farasdachd  gun  yhruaim. 
An  sin  treigearnaid,  4'c'. 

Gach  aon  a  chi  mi  's  beartaiche, 

Bithidh  spaiip  orr'  as  am  maoin, 
Ach  sud  cha  b'urrainn  m'  iasgach-sa, 

Ge  d'  liathain  leis  an  aois. 
Mo  nadur  ge  d'  bhiodh  iarratach, 

Dha'  mhiann  's  nach  tugainn  taobh, 
Le  snaim  cho  dian  cha  shnasaichinn, 

liar  glacte  mi  le  gaol. 
An  sin  treigearnaid,  <^-c. 

Na  ged'  bu  shamlil'  an  storas  mi, 

Ge  neonach  sud  leibh  fein. 
Dha'n  neach  is  liugh'  còraichean, 

Tha  'm  Breatuinn  mhòr  gu  leir 
Ge  soiileir  inbhe  'n  stàta  sin, 

Cha  tàladh  e  mi  ceum, 
'S  air  mhiltean  òir  cha  lubainn-s' 

Ach  an  taobh  dha  'm  biodh  mo  dheidh. 
An  sin  treigearnaid,  i^c. 
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SAR-OnAIll   NAM    HAltl)    GAKLACll. 


Giich  tear  (lliu'in  bi'il  lui  sinaoiiitcaii  hO, 

iiilhitlli  tu'aoiitii  (lliii  ^(1  iiior, 
Ail*  (liiiiiilia  t;iiii  ^liiic'  llH'a;;-iiiliala(lli, 

ìl'n  Ihaotaiiin  lilii  iia  (lli(>i|{li  ; 
A  i'ùn-sa  'iiuair  a  (iTiiiuHraicliitin, 

Na'in  incasaiiiii  hlii  air  «;)iMr, 
driu  mttlaiiin  ^miii  a  diobairl  iltia, 

Cho  fad  HI  bhiu(ll)  e  boj. 
An  niii  irn/caiiKihl,  iS^c. 

Gu'in  b'ait  loam  railiii  fhioalta, 

S'  i  inaiseuch,  fiur-gblati,  ciùiii, 
God'  iiach  biodh  iii,  no  airgcad  aìc', 

Ach  dreach  a's  doalbh  air  thus 
Ach  sud  na'ii  tàrladh  aìc'  a  blii 

'S  ga  roir  bhi  pailt'  an  cliù, 
Cha  chrcidinn  gu'in  bu  nihist'  i  e, 

'S  i  leiu  bhi  glic  air  chiil. 
An  sin  treiyeatnaid,  Sfc. 

Cha  treiginn  fein  a  bharail  sin, 

A  dh'aindeoin  's  na  their  each, 
Le  iomluas  gu  bhi  caochlaidheadi, 

'S  nach  aontaichcadh  mo  chàil, 
Gach  fear  bi'dh  mar  a's  toileach  leis. 

Gun  choireachd  bhuam  gu  brath, 
'S  a  leanas  e  gu  dicheallach, 

A  bheairt  a  chi  e  's  fearr. 
An  sin  treigeamaid^  &;c. 


Ml  ANN   NA  H-OIGHE  GAELICH. 
[Air  an  Fhonn  cheudna.] 

Na'k  tarladh  dhomh  sin  fheatainn, 

Cha  b'eigin  learn  no  càs, 
Bhi  'g  iomlaid  gaoil  gun  fhadal  ris, 

'S  gu  reidh  ga  aidmheil  dha, 
'Sa  dh'  aindeoin  iiaill  a's  goraich 

Nan  òighean  òga,  bath, 
'Se  sud  an  teuchd  gu  dideanadh, 

An  cridheachan  gu  brath. 

Gam  V  annsa  na  bhi  nConar^ 
Mo  lamh  's  mo  ghaol  thoirt  uam, 

]\/araon  as  lùhadh farasda^ 

Le  Xngear  fearail  suairc. 

Gum  Vannsa^  S;c. 

Na'n  deanadh  fortan  fabhar  rinm, 
'S  an  dàil  sin  chuir  ma  m'  choir, 

Le  òigear  maiseach,  mileanda 
Gun  anbharr,  no  dith  stùir, 

A  chuir  an  taobh  a  bithinn-sa. 


'S  tni  fein  am  iiighinii  oig, 
Gun  oasbltuidh  Mcadh  no  {lairdaiL  air 
Ciia'n  aicirain  k  nch  toil. 

(,'u'iii  b'  (t?/iis(i^  c^c. 

IVc  Slid  an  c^ilu  lliagliaiiin-sa, 

'S  rlui  (-liladliairi'  m-o-lbicun, 
l)li:i'm  biodh  Ian  nan  cobliruichean, 

Dheth  'n  Ì  r  's  gun  treòìr  diia  reir  ; 
A  tlneudan  a'  tigh'n'  tliarais  air, 

Le  i)aiia(h(l  dhclh  gacii  send, 
('lia'n  Ihagadh  saibliri-as  soiia  mi. 

Gun  toilcactias  nu  dhcigh. 
Gum  b'  annsa,  ^c. 

Gu'n  cumadh  Ni-math  bhuam-sa  sud  ! 

Ft'ar  gabhaidh,  cruaidh,  gun  chliù, 
Na  fliionaig  dhriopaii.  gheur-chuisich, 

Bhios  Ic'irsinneach  le  sluVil, 
Gun  tomad  a  measg  dhaoine  dheth. 

Gun  ghean,  gun  fiiaoiit,  naghniiis, 
Gun  fhailti-achd,  chairdeil,  fiiuianach- 

Gun  uirghioll  aig  a's  tìù. 
Gu'in  Ò'  annsa,  S^c. 

Ach  òigear  dreachmhor,  tabhachdacb 

Neo-ardanach  na  ghnè, 
Bhios  calma  'nuair  as  eigin  da, 

'S  rei'-bheartach  dha  reir  ; 
Gun  stbi'as  bhi  tigh'nn  tharais  air, 

Gun  alm-bheaitas  gu  Icir, 
'S  e  sud  na'm  faighinn  m'iarratas, 

A  mhiarinaichinn  dhomh  fein. 
Gum  U  annsa,  ^c. 


O  II  A  N 

AR  AISEADH  AX  FHEARUIXN  DO  >'A  CIJJNFHEADHXA 
SA'  BULIADHNA— I7S2. 


LUIXXEAG. 

Their  mi  hòro  hìigo  hoiriunn, 

Ho  i  hoiriunn  horo. 

Their  mi  horo  hugo  hoiinunn. 

Thug  m'  inntinii  air  fad  gu  beadradh. 
Mar  nad)  leagadh  bi'jn  i. 

Their  mi  horo  htgo  hoiriunn,  4'C. 

Bith'maid  gu  màranach,  geanach, 
Fearail,  mar  bu  choir  dhuinn. 
Their  mi  horo  hugo  hoiriunn,  ^c. 
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Cuirt  am  bi  In  brenc  ria  tharriiinii, 
'S  glaitifachaii  air  bùr(l  dhuinii. 
Their  mi  huro  hiujo  hoirinun,  Sfc. 

Chnala  mi  naii;hca('h(l  a  Sasunii, 
RÌH  iia  Ian  mo  »>h(Ma.s. 
Their  mi  horo  hngo  hoirinnn,  i^r. 

Na  Suiriii  a  biia 'n  iomairt   TliHurlaich  , 
Thigh'ii'  gii  (iàil  an  còiach. 
Their  mi  horo  hiigo  hoiriunn,  <.^c. 

'S  ge  d'  tha  cuid  din  siid  a  thriall  iiainn, 
Tha  'n  iannad  air  foglinadh. 
Their  mi  horo  hur/o  hoiriuim,  (^c. 

p'endaidh  mac  bodaich  a  reiste, 
Bin  cuir  bleid  a  stòras. 

Their  mi  horo  huyo  hoiriunn,  §t. 

Cosgamaid  bòla  de  chuineadh 
Nan  Siiiiin  nacii  eil  beù  dbiu. 

Their  mi  horo  hityo  hoiriiinn,  ^c. 

Tostamaid  suas  gach  ceatm-finne, 
Bit 'anus  an  iomairt  mh'  ir  mi. 
Their  mi  horo  htigo  hoiriun?!,  ifc. 

Tostamaid  suas  luchd  ga  leanmhuinn, 
Gun  dearmad  air  Deòrsa : 

Their  mi  horo  hiigo  hoiriunn^  ^c. 

Sluagh  Biii'catuiiin  agiis  Eiriiin, 
Geilleachdiiiiin  da  mliòiachd. 
Their  mi  horo  hiirjo  hoiriiam,  <^c. 

Ge  bn  duilich  leiiin  an  sgeul  ud, 
Mac  liigh  St'umas  fhògra<lli. 

Their  mi  horo  hugo  hoiriunn,  §c. 

Cha'n  eil  stà  a  bbi  ga  innndran 
Ge  b'e  'm  piiunnsa  cuir  e. 

Their  mi  horo  hugo  hoiriu/m,  ^c. 

'S  gun  tig  tuisleadh  air  na  righrcan 
INIar  a  dhiobras  òlacb, 
Their  mi  horo  hugo  koiri/inn,  <^c. 

Fonn  an  cirinich  fior  shiol  coirce, 
Cinnidli  f'oclian  òtraich  ; 

Tìieir  mi  horo  hugo  hoiriimn,  (^c. 

]\Iar  thug  mi  gu  ceaiin  mo  luinnc.ig, 
Sguiricih  mi  gu  stolda, 
Their  mi  huro  hugo  hoiriiinn,  ^c. 


FEASGAR  LUAIN. 


Feascar  Luain,  a's  mi  air  c.huairt, 

Gu'm  cualas  fiiairn  iiach  b'  I'buatbach  leam, 

OÙ1  nan  tend  gu  h-^rdail,  reidh, 

A's  coisir  <Ia  reir  os  a  chionn  ;  •^^ 

Thuit  mi  'n  caochladh  leis  an  ioghiiadii, 

A  dh  aisig  mo  smaointean  a  null, 

\S  cbuir  mi  'n  ceill  gu'n  imicbinn  cein, 

Le  m'aigneadli  foin,  's  e  co'-stròap  rium. 

Chaidh  mi  steach  an  ceann  na  còi-»ir, 

An  robh  òl  a's  ceòl  as  dàmhs', 

Ribliinnean,  a's  fleasgaich  òga, 

'S  iad  an  ordugb  griiin  gun  mhrang  ; 

Dhearcas  fa  l»'atli  air  na  h-òighean, 

Le  rosg  foil  a  null  'sa  nail, 

'S  gblacadb  mo  cbridiie,  's  mo  sbùil  cò'ladh, 

'S  rinn  an  gaol  mo  leòn  air  ball  ! 

Dbiuchd  mar  airigoal,  ma  mo  choinncamh, 
'N  airinir  ug,  bu  gbrinne  snuadb  ; 
'Seang  shlios  taliain  air  bhlà  canaich, 
No  mar  an  eal'  air  a  cbuan  ; 
Suil  ghorm,  mheallach,  f'o  chaoil  mbala 
'S  caoin'  a  sheallas  'g  amharc  uatli, 
Beul  tlà,  tairis'  gun  ghnè  smalain, 
Dha'n  gnà  cartbannachd  gun  uaill. 

Mar  ghath  groin'  am  madainn  clieitein, 

Gu'n  mbeath  i  mo  leirsinn  shul, 

'S  i  ceurnadh  iirlair  gu  rcMdh,  iompaidh, 

Do  reir  pugannan  a  chiiiil ;  — 

Ribbinn  mbùdbail,  's  fior-ghlan  fòghlum, 

Dh-fhinn-fbuil  mhòrghalach  mo  ruin, 

Reull  nan  òigbean,  grian  gach  còisridh, 

'S  ill  chiall  cbòmhraidh,  cheòl-bhinn,  chiùin. 

'S  tearc  an  sgcula  sunnailt  t-6ugaisg, 

Bbi  ri  fbcalainn  san   Koinn-Korp, 

Tha  mais',  a's  feile,  tlacbd,  a's  ceutaidh, 

Nach  facas  leam  t'ein  fa  m'  choir, 

Gach  cliCi  a'  f?is  riut  mùirn,  's  an  àillteachd 

An  siigradh,  's  a  maran  beoil, 

'S  gach  buaidb  a  b'ailli,  bh'  air  Diana, 

(iu  leir  mar  fhagail,  tlia  aig  ]\K-ir, 

'S  bachlach,  duallach,  cas-bhuidb',  cuacbach, 

Càradlj  suaineus  gruaig  do  cbinii, 

Gu  b-àluinn,  bòidbeach,  faineacb,  òr-bhuidh\ 

An  caraibh  se'iighn'  'san  crdugh  grinn, 

Gun  chron  a'fàs  riut,  a  dh'  fheut'  aireamh, 

O  do  bbarr  gu  sail  do  bbuinn; 

Dbiuchd  na  buaidhean,  òigh,  mu'n  ruairt  dut, 

Gu  meudachdain  t- uaill  's  gach  puing  ! 


i^ 


28(] 


SAIl  OHAIU  NA.M    HAllI)  G  A  i:i.  ACII. 


15m  liii^lir.is  riiiiail,  slaii  «>'ii  lliif^, 

Do  ilii'  IImmi'  a  «r  fluMidadli  lilii  ina  (P  (linir 

IJ'  riirar  iia  ii  radal  blii  iia  (-('lia;[;aisg, 

^G  rivsdcaclul  a;;allaidli  do  lihcuil  ; 

Chn  robli  lihenua  a  inoasg  Icii^'aihh, 

l)h'  nindooin  icunintaclid  cho  boidirdi, 

Hi  inuirninii  niliiii,  a  Iron  ino  (dtrìdli', 

Le  buaidlican,  's  mi  'g  a  ditli  li  in'  bhe^. 

'S  glan  an  t'iiioii-fhuil  as  na  fhrininliuicb 
'lliii,  ^iiii  t'liiarradh  inhinr,  no  niboang, 
Ciinieadh  niòrghalach,  bu  cbrodiia, 
'liotial  ((riadli  cbo'-stri  laiiii, 
Bbuiii'cadb  cùis  a  bbair  nan  du'-Gball, 
Sgiursadh  lad  gu'n  dùthchas  tball, 
Leatiadh  iiiaiij  air  Cataich  Cbuara, 
*S  a  toii't  biiaidb  on'  anus  gacb  ball. 

Tha  cabar-feidh  an  <llùtb's  do  rcir  dhut, 
Nach  biodh  easlaineach  san  stri, 
Fir  nach  obadh  leis  ga'n  togail 
Dol  a  chogadh  'n  aghaidii  righ, 
IJu  cholgail,  faiceant'  an  stoirm  feaclidaidh, 
Armach,  breacanach,  air  ti 
Dol  'san  iomairt  gun  bhonn  gioraig, 
'S  nach  pilleadh  gu  dhol  i'o  chis. 

'S  trom  learn  m'  osna',  's  criiai'  leam  in'fhortan 

Gun  ghleus  socuir,  's  mi  gun  sunnt, 

'S  mi  ri  smaointinn  air  an  aon  run, 

A  bhuin  mo  ghaol  gun  ghaol  d'a  cbionn. 

Throm  na  Duilean  jieanas  dùbailt, 

Gu  mis'  umhlachadh  air  ball, 

Thàladh  Cupid  mi  san  dùsal, 

As  na  dhùisg  mi  bruite,  iann! 

J3elr  soraidh  buam  do'n  ribhinn  shuaiic', 
De'n  chinneadh  mhbr  a's  uaisle  gnàs, 
Thoir  mo  dhurachd-sa  g'a  h-ionnsaidh, 
'S  mi  "n  deagh  run  d'a  cul-bhuidh'  ban. 
'S  nach  bruadar  cadail  aghluais  m'aigne, 
'S  truagh  nach  aidich  è  dhomli  tàmh, 
'S  ge  b'ann  air  chuairt,  no  thall  an  cuan, 
Gu'm  bi  mi  smuainteach  ort  gu  bràth. 


MOLADH  A  BHAIRD 

AIR  A  THIR  FEIX. 

On  is  farsan  leam  gach  la, 

Bi'dh  'n  sràchd  so  gu  Braid- Albann, 
A  d'fheuch  a  fearr  a  gheibh  mi  slaint, 

A  thigh'n'  gu  àrd  nan  garbh-chrioch, 
S  ge  do  dhirich  mi  Lairc-Ila. 

Tha  mo  spid  air  falbh  bhuam, 
Ge  tiis  bliann'  ùir'  e  's  beag  mo  shùrd, 

Ri  brughaichean  Choire-Choramaic. 


A  (haigli  Chill- i'lifinn,  clia  bliuaiiarlid  h*inn, 

Air  ciiintit*  gc  d'  tha  tliu  buidheach, 
A  lihi  ri  siii-aciid'  a  di<d  nio  l*-a]>a, 

Diia'n  t-Sasunnacli  (lli()i(<!, 
'S  i'n  tir  (o  thiiath  dlia  inir  nio  hiaidh  ^a, 

Ghltiais  nio  sniiiain  gu  oiaii, 
'S  mi  ail-  bcalacli  ti  iail  ri  gaillion, 

Gu  fVaraim  nacli  èol  doiiili. 

A  Shrath  Chinn.Fhaolain  nam  bà-maola 

'S  nam  iVar-caola,  Iiiatlia, 
'S  mi  nach  tagh'lcadh,  air  do  ghaol  ihu, 

Noc.hd  gur  faonraiilh  iuar  thu  ; 
Thuirt  bt'ul  an  ràlaird  rium  gujn  b'fhfnrr, 

Na  Geairloch  an  taohh- 'luatha, 
I'hearann  gortach,  Ian  de  bhochdain, 

Gun  socair  aig  tuatii  ann. 

Beir  mo  shoraidh  'thir  a  mhonaidh, 

A's  nam  bcaiin  corrach,  àrda, 
Frìdh  nan  gaisgeach  's  nan  sonn  gasda, 

Tir  Chlann-Eachuinn  G}»earr-loch, 
Gur  uallach,  eangach,  ati  damh  breangach, 

Suas  tro'  gleannan  fàsaich, 
Bi'dh  cuach  sa  bhadan,  scinn  a  leadaiim, 

Moch  sa  mhadainn,  Mhhighe, 

Gum  b'e  Gearr-loch  an  tir  bhaigheil, 

'S  an  tir  pliairteach,  bhiadhar, 
T!r  a  phailteis,  tir  gun  gliainne, 

Tir  is  glaine  fialachd, 
An  tir  bhaii'neach,  uachdrach,  mhealach, 

Cliaomhach,  channach,  thiorail, 
Tir  an  arain,  tir  an  tachdair, 

Sithne,  a's  pailtcas  iasgaich, 

Tir  an  siigh  i,  tir  nan  àrmunn, 

Tir  nan  s;ir-fhear  gleusda  ; 
Tir  an  t-suairccis,  tir  gun  ghruaimcan, 

Tir  is  uaisle  f  eile. 
An  tir  bhòrcach,  nam  frith  ro-mhor, 

Tir  gun  leou,  gun  gheibhinn,  • 

An  tir  bhraonacli,  mhachra<;h,  raonach, 

Mhartach,  laoghach,  fheurach. 

Gu'u  ti  nollaig  mhòr  le  sonas, 

Gu  comunn  gun  phràbar, 
O'n's  lionmhor  gaisgeach  le  sàr  acuinn 

Theid  gu  feachd  na  traghad, 
Mar  shluagh  JMhic-Chù'il  le  cruai'  fhiùbhai', 

lluaig  gun  chùn'  air  sràchdan  ; 
Bi'dh  JNIuireardach  maide  fo'  bhinn  chaLar 

Gu  stad  i  sa  Bhràidhe. 

Ge  do  tha  mi  siubhal  Galldachd, 

Cha'n  ann  tha  mo  mhi-chuis, 
Ge  d'  tha  mi  'n  taobh-s'  aim 

Thamorùin  do'n  chomunn  chiùin  nachpriobal 
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'M'lirn  teirce'  do'ii  la  t}»i<(  siiih  o'li  tràigh, 

O  !  '»  trie  bba  mi  I'albb  h-rtl, 

Gu  seòinai*  ban  iiain  piscaii  ; 

A  gbeala-bbean  na  fcilu, 

13i'dh  c.eòl  nam  leadan  's  Koiii  da  spreigeadh 

Ann  a  doiie  nan  gc'^ug, 

Gu  beagadh  'ur  nii-glieau. 

A's  air  rt'idblj'in  na  driùcbd  ; 

'S  air  sratbaibb  a  gblinne, 

Bi'dli  bòla  Ian  air  bliord  na'n  dàil, 

Far  bu  bbinne  gutb  smeòraìch. 

Cuir  surd  fo  cliàil  iia  còijsir, 

'S  air  iomair  nan  nòineinean, 

Bi'dh  laoidh  niu'n  cuaiit  nacli  cluiiirit'  a  luach. 

Fheòirncanacb  cbùr', 

A'ig  suiun  chuir  cuairt  na  h-Kòrjta 

A  dìreadb  a  nibulaicb 

Ui'dh  luagh  a's  luinneag,  duan  a's  iorram, 

'S  a  lional  na  sj»rcidbe, 

'S  cuairt  le  sgil  bho'ii  oisicli, 

Gu  Innseag  na  tulaicb, 

Aig  buidhean  ghasda,  nan  arm  sgaiteach. 

Air  iomain  sa'  cbeitean, 

TrcunmUor  air  i'eachd  comh-stri. 

Bu  neo-cbionntacb  miiran, 

Mo  gbiaidb-ha  gun  bbeud  ann  ; 

'Nuair  tharladh  sibh  'san  taigh-thabhairn, 

'S  gu  'm  b'ait  learn  bbi  'g  eisdcacbd 

Far  an  traighte  sti  ip  leibh, 

Ri  sgeula  mo  ruin. 

Clia  b'e'n  carinrau  bhiodh  n'ur  pairt, 

An  uair  a  b'airde  pòit  dhuibh, 

Ach  mir',  a's  màran,  gaol,  a's  (;airdea8 

'S  iomairt  lamh  gun  db-bheirt 

'S  bu  bbinn  ri  eisdeachd  cainnt  'ur  beul, 

"^"^  ~"''~~~  "^^" 

Seach  iomairt  mheur  air  ùigh-chèol. 

Cho  fad  sa  dh'imich  cliCi  na  h-Alba, 

Fbuaradb  ainm  na  diich'  ud, 

ORAN  ANNS  AM  BEIL  AM  BARD 

Ati  am  a  h-uaislcan  dliol  ri  crnadal 

'S  Fachunn  ruadh  air  thus  dhiubh, 

A  MOLADH  A  LEANNAIN.— AGUS  A  DHUTHAICU  KEIN 

0  I'l  liaon  Floddtn  nam  beam  trom' 

A  shocraicli  bonn  na  fiùdhaidh, 

Air  fonn— '"O'er  the  muir  amang  the  hcathir. 

Gu  b-ualla<;h,  dosracb,  suas  gun  dosgainn, 

Uasal  bho  stoc  mhuirneach. 

GuK  e  mis'  tba  briste,  bruits, 

Cia  b'e  ri'n  leiginn  mo  rùnachd. 

Mu'n  ainnir  is  binne  sugradh, 

~ — — 

'S  mi  ri  giulan  a  cion-falaicb. 

E  ho  rh  mo  run  an  cailin 

ORAN  A   IIINN  AM   BARD 

E  ho  ro  mo  run  an  cailin 

Mo  ru7i  cailin  suaiir'  a  mharain^ 

ANN  AN  DUN-EIDEANN 

Tha  gach  la  a'  tigh''n  Jo'  niaire. 

Air  fonn — '■'■The  Banks  of  the  7)<e." 

Tha  mo  chridbe  mar  na  cuaintean, 

Sa'  mbadainn  's  mi  'g  eiridh, 

Max  dhuilleach  nan  craTin  le  luasgan, 

'S  neo  eibbinn  a  ta  mi, 

No  mar  fbiadb  an  aird  nam  fuar-bbcann  ; 

Cba  b'  innann  a's  m'  àbhaist, 

'S  mo  cbadal  luaineach  le  faire. 

Air  airidh  nan  gleann, 

E  ho  ro,  ^c. 

0  'n  thai  nig  mi  'ii  taobh-s', 

Cbuir  mi  cùl  ris  gacb  màran, 

Shiubbail  mi  fearann  nan  Gael, 

'S  cha  bbeag  a  chuis-gbrainc  Icam, 

'S  earrainn  de  Bbreatuinn  air  larsan 

Cannran  nan  Gall  :      ^ 

S  cha'n  fhacas  na  bheireadh  barr. 

Cia  mar  dh'fheudain  bbi  subhacb, 

Air  Finne  bban  nan  tla-shul  meallacb. 

S  mo  cbri  an  ait'  eile  ? 

E  ho  ro^  L^c. 

Gun  agam  ach  pairt  dbeth, 

Sa  'n  .'lit'  amis  am  beil  mi, 

Ru  bbinne  na  smeòracb  Cbèitein 

Fo  dhubbar  nam  mòr-bheann, 

Leam  do  gblòir, 's  tu  combradh  reidb  rium, 

Tba  'n  cùrr  dhetb  's  cba  ciioil  mi, 

'S  mo  cbliabb  air  lasadh  le  b  uibbncas, 

'S  gur  grain'  learn  bbi  'g  ambarc, 

Tabbairt  cisdeacbd  dba  d'  bbeul  tairis. 

Ma  th'agam  na  gbeall. 

E  ho  ro,  Sj^c. 
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Bu  til  mo  chruit,  mo  cheol,  *s  mo  thnilraKg, 
'8  mo  l«>iig  plirìsHÌI,  lìinhi'iu-li,  .-i^hiiiliur, 
liii  l«>it;li(>:is  riii^ail  o  iiit  lili,' s  doiiiii, 
Nii'tii  feiKlaiiiii  a  gliiià  lihi  iiiiir  riiit. 
J'J  ho  ro,  tj r. 

(>u  niulailach  mi  's  mi  siiuuiititiiin, 
Air  ciispair  nu>  clnou'  ^uii  cliaoclilatlh, 
Oigh  iiihiri,  iiiiiaistiuh,  iiaiti  liaMnaoih-gheal 
*S  a  slios  caoiii-thi  mar  an  caiiach. 
ii  ho  ro,  >!^c. 

Thà  do  (llicalb)!  giu»  clieaib,  gwti  fliiarradli 
ÌMiii-gh«>al,  tioi-ghlaii,  direach,  lioiita, 
^8  do  nadur  cho  seamh  's  bu  mhiannach, 
Gu  pailt,  fialaidb,  ciallach,  baiiail, 
JS  ho  ro,  i^c. 

Air  fail  n\    fbuireach  an  Uun-eideaun, 
Cumail  comuinn  ri  luchd  Beurla 
Bheir  mi  'n  t-soraidh  so  gu'ii  treigsinn 
Dh'  ionnsaidh  in'  clbhneis  aiin  'sna  g]ean- 
JE  ho  ro^  fi;c.  [iiaibh. 

Ge  do  tharladb  dhomh  bhi  'n  taobh-sa, 
Gur  beag  mo  thlacbd  dheth  na  dù'-Giiaill. 
'S  bi'db  mi  nis  a'  cuir  mo  cliùl  viu, 
'S  a  deanamh  m'  iiiil  air  na  beannaibh, 
E  ho  ro,  t^c, 

Gur  eatrom  mo  ghleus,  a's  m'  iompaidh, 
'S  neo-lodail  mo  cheum  o'n  i'honn  so, 
Gu  tir  àrd  nan  sàr-fhear  sunntach, 
'S  a  treigsinn  Galldachd  'nam  dheannamh. 
E  ho  ro^  <S,-c. 

Diridh  mi  gu  Tulach-Armuinn, 
Air  leth-taobh  Srath  niiii  na  Lairce, 
'S  tearnaidh  mi  gu  Innscag  bla-choill 
'S  gheibh  mi  Finne  bhan  gun  smalan. 
E  lio  ro,  §-c. 


IVIOLADH   AN   LISGE-BHE ATH A. 

LUI^'^'EAG. 

Hb  r^  gur  toigh  leinn  drama. 

Ho  ro  gur  toigh  leinn  drama^ 
Ho  ro  gur  toigh  leinn  drama, 

''S  iomafeur  thdn  geall  air. 

Mo  ghaol  an  coilgearnach  spraiceil, 

Dh-fhas  gu  foirmeil,  meaumaclijmaiseacli, 

Dh-t'hàs  gu  speiseil,  treabhach,  tapaidh, 
Nfo-lapach  san  aimhreit ; 
Ho  ro,  S^c. 


Ach  trocHÌr  jj'  an  d'  I'liuair  a  rhailb'arh,* 
liha  uaircigin  aims  na  h-I'.aradh, 

Cha  mht-a^a  ni  mi  do  nihohidli, 
Gc  do  lean  mi  'm  lonn  aic\ 
llo  ro,  (SJY'. 

Tliagh  i  'm  fonn  so,  's  shcitin  i  cliii  d!  ti», 
Db-ait)iriich  i'nRgoinnabtt'aiin.SHn  druthai^, 

'Nnair  a  bhiodh  a  broinn  san  riipail, 
B'«  run  thii  bhi  tcann  oirr\ 
Ho  ro,  tJjC. 

A<li  's  tu  "m  fear  briodalach,  sùgach, 
Cbuirradb  ar  mi-gbean  air  cbnl  diiiiiM, 

'S  a  cbnircadh  teas  oirn  san  dùla<  lid, 
'Niiair  bu  glmii  an  geamhradh, 
Ho  ro,  SyC. 

Stuth  glan  na  Tùiseachd,  gun  triiailleadh, 
Gur  ioc-sblaint  choir  am  bcil  buaidb  è; 

'S  tu  thogadh  m'lnntinn  gu  suairceas, 
'S  cha  b'e  druaib  na  Frainge. 
Ho  ro,  S^c. 

'S  tu  'n  giir  eibhinn,  meanmnach,  boidheach, 
Chuireadh  na  cailleachan  gu  builic-h, 

Bheireadh  seanactias  as  na  h-òìghean 
Air  rc-ml)òid  am  baindeaclid, 
Ho  ro,  <^c. 

Chuireadh  tu  uails'  amis  a  bha'-laoch, 
Sparradh  tu  uaill  anns  an  arachd, 

Dh-l"bàgadh  tu  tho  suairc'  f»'ar  dreamach, 
'S  nach  biodh  air'  air  dreaiinclau. 
Ho  ro,  (|c. 

'S  tu  mo  lao;  han  soitheamh,  siobhalt, 
Cha  bhi  loinn  ach  far  am  bi  thu, 

Fograi'  tu  air  f'albh  gach  mi-ghean 
'S  bheir  thu  sith  a  aimhreit'. 

Ho  ro,  ^c. 

'S  mor  tha    thlachd  air  do  luchd  tòireachd, 
Bithidh  iad  tìahiidh,  pailt  ma'n  stòras, 

Chaoidh  cha  sgrubair  's  an  taigh-òsd  iad, 
Sgapadh  òir  nan  deann  leo. 
Ho  ro,  S.c. 


*  The  bard  here  alludes  to  the  celebrated  Mary  M'Lcod 
the  poetess,  who  is  said  to  have  been  a  little  drij  in  her  last 
years.  Tradition  has  it  that,  when  Mary  paid  a  visit  to 
any  of  her  friends,  if  the  xAf//  was  not  in  immediate  re- 
quisition, she  feigned  to  be  suddenly  seized  with  colicks — 
raising  such  lugubrious  moans  and  shrieks  as  could  not  but 
alarm  the  inmates.  "  Ch  !  Mary,  dear  daughter,"  they 
would  exclaim  in  their  simplicity,  '•  what  ails  you— what 
can  do  ycu  good?"  Mary,  who  was  musical  even  in  her 
distress,  would  reply  in  the  words  of  the  chorus — "  Ho  ro 
gur  toigh  kam  drawn". 
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Ch>r  nVil  c,I«Mrciich,  no  pears  ♦•aglais, 
C'rabliacli,  tcall.satiacli,  no  sagart, 

Dha  nach  toir  tliii  caochladh  aigne — 
Span'a'  (tiVill  san  aaihlair. 
Jlo  ro,  S^c. 

Clia'  n'eil  cleasaich  amis  an  r'logliaclid 
Dha'  m  bu  leas  a  (ihol  a  stri  riiit, 

Dh-fliagadh  tu  e-san  na  sliineadli, 
'S  pioban  as  gach  ceann  dctli. 
Jlo  ro^  <^c. 

Dh-fhagadh  tu  fear  mosach  fialaidh, 
Dhcana'  tu  fear  tosdach  briathracb, 

Cbuire'  tu  sog  air  fear  cianail, 
Le  d'  shoghraidhean  greaiinar. 
Ifo  »-0,  ^c. 

Dh-fhaga'  tu  cho  slan  fear  bacach, 
'S  e  gun  icb,  gun  oich,  gun  arain, 

'G  eiridh  le  sutint  air  a  letli-cbois, 
Gu  spailpeil  a  dbamhsa. 

[Jo  ro,  (|c. 

Chuire'  tu  bodaicb  gu  beadradh, 

'S  na  cromaicbean  sgrogacb,  sgreagach, 

Gu  eiridli  gu  fi'ogail,  sa  cheigeii, 
Ri  sgeig  air  an  t-sboann  aois, 
IIo  ro,  cVt". 

Bu  tu  sùiricbe  mo  rùin-sa, 

Ge  d'  thuirt  na  mnathan  nach  bThiii  thu, 
'Nuair  a  thachras  tu  sa'  chùil  riu, 

Bheir  thu  cùis  gun  taing  dhiù. 
Jlo  ro^  ^c. 

Bu  tu  cairid  an  fhir-fhacail, 

Bbeireadh  fuasgla'  dha  gu  tapaidh. 

Ged  nach  òl  e  dhiot  ach  caiitoal, 
'S  blasmhoirid  a  chainnt  e. 
JJo  ro,  c|  c. 

Tba  cbo  liugba  buaidh  air  fas  ort, 
'S  gu  là-luHÌn  nach  faod  nii'n  aircarab, 

Ach  'se  sgaoil  do  chliii  's  gach  àilc, 
Na  baird  a  bhi  'n  geall  ort. 
Jlo  ro^  <^c. 

Tbogadh  ort  nacb  b'fheairde  mis  tbu, 
Gun  ghoid  thu  mo  chuid  gun  fliios  uam 

Ach  gun  taing  do  lucbd  domhiosgainn 
Cha  chreid  mise  drannd  dhctb. 

JJo  ro^  >^c. 

Bha  mi  uair,'s  bu  luach-mhor  t-fheumdbomb, 
Ge  nach  tuig  mal-sbluagh  gun  clicill  e, 

Dvrn  amahiim,  sed  quid  itfeit, 
Na  gbràisg  qua:  amanda. 
JJo  ro,  ^c; 


MAC-NA-CRACIIA, 


LUINNEAG. 

'5  foif/h  linn  drama^  lion  a  gldaine, 
Cuir  an  t-searrag  si?i  an  null ; 

Alac-ma-braciC  an  gille  gasda^ 
Cha  bu  rapairean  a  cidann. 

Ge  b'e  dhi-mol  thu  le  theaiigaidh. 

B'olc  an  aithne  bha  na  cWeann. 
Mar  tig  thu  fhathast  na  cbaramh, 

Gu'm  beil  mo  bharail-sa  meall'. 
""S  toigh  linti  drama^  ^c. 

Na'm  b'e  duine  dha  nach  b'èol  thu, 
Dhearia'  fòirneart  ort  le  cainnt, 

Cha  bhidheamaid  fein  dha  leanmhuinn, 
Chionn  's  gu'm  biudh  do  shealbh  air  gann, 
';S'  toigh  linn  drama^  6^-c. 

Ach  fear  a  blia  greis  na  d'  cbumunn, 

Cha  b'e  cbomain-s'  a  bb'ann 
Bhi  cuir  mi-chliu  air  do  nadur, 

Gur  an  dha-sa  bhios  a  chall, 
'jS  toigh  linn  draiua,  S^c. 

Co  dh'àoireadh  fear  do  bheusan  ? 

Ge  do  bheirt'  e  fein  sa'n  Flivning, 
No  dhi-mholadh  stuth  na  Tòiseaclid  ? 

Ach  trudar  nach  ùladh  dram. 

''S  toigh  linn  drama,  ^c. 

Stuth  glan  na  Toiseadh  gun  truailleadh, 

An  ioc-shlaint  is  uaisle  t'  aim, 
S  fearr  gu  leigheas  na  gach  lighich, 

iiha  no  bhitheas  a  measg  Gliall. 
'*S'  tuigh  linn  drama^  ^c. 

Cia  mar  a  dheanamaid  banais  ? 

Cunihnarita,  no  ccaiigal  teaiin  ? 
Mar  bi  dram  againn  do'n  Chleircach, 

Bu  leibeideach  feum  a  pheann. 

'/S  toigh  linn  drama,  <5''"- 


»  Wlirn  our  author's  celebrated  prccecditiR  song  in 
prnise  of  whisky  became  generally  known,  Mr  John  IMac- 
Dor.ald,  the  author  of  the  excellent  lovc-ditty,  the  sec  nd 
set  of  Mairi  Lag/iacft,  invoked  his  muse  and  composed  a 
parody  on  it  fystenialieally  overthrowing  every  thing  Uo>$ 
had  said  in  its  praise.  Our  author  having  heard  oftiiis.again 
tuned  his  lyre— sustained  the  positioi.s  he  fornierly  as- 
sumed— castigated  the  vilifier  of  aqua  vitce  and  at  still 
greater  length  celebrated  the  in$]>iting  qualities  of  it. 
T 
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Thii  liu'.hil  (-I'ubtiH'Kih  (liiii  du  (Ihituiulh, 
liH  cùl-cliaìiit  u'!i  bi'iodal  tr.ill, 

Gc  iV  iiiu'li  aidici)  iud  Ir'in  bcoil  thii, 
Olaidh  iad  thii  iiiar  an  t-:illt. 
'0'  toii/k  linn  draiud,  i^c. 

A  Chl6ir  feiii,  ge  seiittt'  an  còta, 
Tha'ii  si;()riiaiiaii  (tit  an  gfall, 

Tha  cuiii  ac'  a  gliabtias  fraoileadli, 
Cho  math  ri  Kaighdcar  sa'  champ, 

'6'  tuii/h  linn  draniu,  <^c\ 

An  t-()Li,A  Mao  Iain*  le  Bhonrla, 
I^e  'Laideann  a's  'Ghreugais-chuinnt, 

Gu'ri  dh-fhag  stuth  uaibhreach  nun  Gaul, 
Teang'  a  chànanaìcii  ud  mall. 

''S  toljh  linn  drama,  ^c. 

'N  uair  thug  e  ruaig  air  feadh  na  h-Alba, 
'S  air  feadh  nan  garbh-chrioch  ud  thall 

Dh-fhag  Mac-na-brach'  e  gun  lide 
Na  amadan  liotuch,  dall. 
''S  toigh  liiin  drama,  ^c. 

Gu'm  b'ait  leam  fein,  fhir  mo  chridhe, 
13hi  mar  ri  d'  bhuidhean  's  gach  am, 

'S  trie  a  bha  sinn  ar  dithis 

Gun  phiob,  gun  fhidheil,  a  damhs! 
''S  toigh  litin  drama,  ^c. 


MOLADH  NA  H-OIGHE  GAELICH. 


Air  fonn — '*Mount  your  baggage.'^ 

A  Nighean  bhòidheach 

An  òr-fhuilt  bhachalaich, 

Kan  gorra-shùl  mìogach, 

'S  nam  min  bhas  sneachda-gheal, 

Gu'n  siubhlain  reidhleach 

A'a  sleibhtean  Bhreatuinn  Icat, 

Fo  earradh  sgaoilte 

De  dh'aodach  breacain  orm, 

'S  e  sud  an  t-eideadh 
Hi  'n  eireadh  m'aigne-sa, 
'S  mo  nighean  Ghàelach, 
Aluinn  agam  ann  ; 
O  bheul  na  h-òidhche 
Gu  soills'  na  madainne, 
Gu'm  b'ait  n-ar  sùgradh 
Gun  dùsal  cadail  oirn. 

♦  Dr  Samuel  Johnson. 


Ge  d'  tha  nn  bain-tighearniia 
Gallda,  futtanta, 
'Jhug  òigh  na  (jàiilig, 
Jiarr  am  nlai^'  orra, 
Gur  annir  Hheùighn  i 
Gun  Hgòid  ri  dearc'  oirre, 
Na  lj-earra(ili  glc'-miiath 
De  dh'eudadi)  broacanach. 


Gur  foinnidh,  mlleanta 
Direach,  dreachmh«>r,  i, 
Cha  lùb  am  feoirnean 
Fo  bròig  'nuair  shallras  i  ; 
Tha  deirge  a's  gile 
0>mhire  gleachdanaich, 
Na  gnùìs  giiil,  oibtiinn, 
liiun  ceudan  alrtneulach. 


Reidh  dheud  chomhnard 
An  ordugh  innealta, 
Fo  bhilibh  sar-dhaitht". 
Air  blàth  hhermillian  ; 
Tha  h-aghaidh  nàrach 
Cho  h'ln  de  chinealtachd, 
'S  gun  tug  a  h-aogas, 
Gach  aon  an  ciomachas. 


Gur  binne  comhradh 
Na  òraid  fhileanta, 
Tha  guth  ni's  ceòlmhoir', 
Na  i)igh-cheol  binn-fhaclach, 
Cha  laidheadh  bròn  oirn, 
No  leon,  no  iomadan, 
Ri  faighinn  sgeul  duinn 
O  bheul  na  finne  sin. 


'Nuair  thig  a  Bhealltainn, 
'S  an  Samhradh  lusanach, 
Bi'dh  sinn  air  airidh, 
Air  àrd  nan  uchdanan, 
Bi'dh  cruit  nan  gleanntan 
Gu  canntair,  cuirteasach, 
Gu  trie  gar  dùsgadh 
Le  surd  gu  moeh-eiridh. 

'S  bi'dh  'n  crodh,  's  na  caoirich, 
'S  an  fhraoeh  ag  inealtradh, 
'S  na  gobh'raibh  bailg-fhionn, 
Gu  ball-bhreae,  bior-shuileach, 
Bi'dh  'n  t-àl  's  an  leimnich 
Gun  cheill,  gun  chion  orra, 
Ri  gleachd  's  ri  còmhrag 
'S  a  snòtach  bhileagan. 
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BTdh  mise,  a's  INIàiii 
Gach  la  's  iia  ^lacai^an, 
No'ii  doire  geuj;uch 
Nan  euiian  brwxc-iteacli, 
Bi'dh  ciiach,  a's  smcòrach, 
Hi  ceòl  's  ri  caiseaiuuchd, 
'S  a  gabhail  òrain 
Le  sgòrnain  bhhisda  dliuinn. 


Note.—"  Wm.mam  Koss  chiefly  delinhted  in  pastoral 
poetry,  of  which  he  seized  the  true  and  genuine  spirit — 
*  Moladh  na  h-dgfie  Gaelich'  or  his  'Praise  of  the  High, 
land  Maid'  is  a  masterpiece  in  this  species  of  composition. 
It  embraces  every  thing  that  Is  lovely  in  a  rural  scene  ;  and 
the  dk'scription  is  couched  in  the  most  appropriate  lan- 
guage " — BiBLIOTtltCA  yCOTO-CULTlCA. 


AN    LADIE   DUIUI. 


LUINNEAG. 

Hi)  ro  ladie  dhui\ 

HÒ  ro  eile. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhui\ 

Ho  ro  eile. 
Hi)  ro  ladie  dhui\ 

Ho  ro  eile. 
Gum  Vèibìiinn  le  m'aigneadh 
An   ladie  namfeududh. 

Nach  mireagach  Cupid, 

'S  e  sùgradh  ri  mhatliair, 
Dia  brionnach  gun  suileaii, 

An  duil  gur  cebl-gàir'  e, 
A'  tilgeadh  air  thuaiream, 

Mu'n  cuairt  arms  gach  àite, 
A  shaighd«an  beag,  guineach, 

Mar's  urrainn  e'n  sàthadh. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhui,'  c^c. 

Bha  sagart  's  na  criochan, 

'S  bu  diaghaidh  'm  fear-leughaidh, 
Ail"  diinadh  le  cieideamh, 

'S  le  eagnachd  clio  eudinhor  ; 
'S  b'ann  a  cheann-eagair, 

A  theagasg  bhi  beusach 
Gun  ofrail  a  nasgadh 

Aig  altairean  Bliennis. 
Ho  ro  iadie  dhui\  ^c. 


'Nu'iir  a  chunnaic  a  bhan-<ria; 

Fear-tcainpuill  cho  diiire, 
Gun  urrain  dh'a  niaildt-aciid, 

Gun  inhi;igh  air  a  si'igradh, 
Chuir  i  'n  dia  <lalldach, 

iieag,  feallsach,  gun  sùilean, 
'Dh-fheuc.hain  am  feudadh  e, 

A  ghlèusadh  gii  h-ùrlaim. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhiti\  ^c. 

'Nuair  dhiuttltd  an  dia  baothar, 

Beag,  faoilteach,  inu'n  cuairt  da, 
Gun  thilg  e  air  saighead, 

()  chailin  na  bCiaile 
Ciiaidh  'n  sagart  na  lasair, 

S  cha  chuirt  as  gu  là-luain  e, 
IMar  bhitheadh  gun  gheill  e, 

Do  Bfienus  san  uair  sin. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhui\  ^-c. 

S  b'e  aidmhcil  an  Lihhit, 

'Nuair  a  b'  eigin  da  ùinhlachd, 
Gu  'm  b'  fheairrde  gach  buachaille 

Gruagach  a  phùsadh, 
'S  bha  cailin  na  buaile, 

Cho  buan  aim  a  shuilean, 
'S  gun  robh  i  na  aigneadh, 
Ka  chadal  's  na  dhùsgadh. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhui\  4'f. 

'S  e  fàth  ghabh  an  sagart, 

Air  caidridh  na  h-òighe, 
Air  dha  bhi  air  madainn, 

Ga  h-aidmheil  na  sheònnar, 
A  glacadh  'sa  leagadh, 

Air  leabaidh  bhig  chòmhnaird, 
'S  inu's  maitheadh  e  peacadh, 

Bhi  taran  ga  pògadh. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhui\  ^c. 

Ach  tilgidh  na  Cinnich, 

Mar  ilisgean  oirnne, 
Mar  tha  sinn  cho  deidheil, 

Air  eibhneas  na  h-òige 
Luchd-creideimh  a's  cràbhaidh, 

Toirt  stràcan  gu  gòraich, 
'S  a  bristcadh  nan  aintean 

J^e  barr  am  buill-dòchais  ! 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhiii\  <^c. 


Note.— The  foregoing  cvnical  song  was  composed  on  a 
rigidly  righteous  Highland  School-master,  who,  fancying 
that  his  ferula  and  cassock  were  sufficient  to  sustain  him 
in  his  self- lauded  inn'  cence,  was  notorious  in  the  country- 
side for  his  scorching  tirades  against  all  delmqucnts— 
especially  such  as  had  incurred  the  rebuke  of  the  kirk- 
nesslon — Our  bard,  although  free  from  the  grosser  immo- 
ralities, being  a  little  amorous  in  his  disposition,  came  once 
or  twice  under  the  lash  of  this  censor. — Rut  alas !  the 
instability  of  human    virtues — "holy   Willie",    himself 
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got  nn   lHcKÌtimnto  rhlld !    'Iho  fama  of  the  Saint'*  tin 

'S  jrtir  gilc  mo  l<*arifiiin 

r«n  from  ono  coriuT  of  tlic  P.n  i»li  to  llw  <illi<.r  l»y  KtUnig 
his   servBiil    iiiaiil  in  the  /<inii/i/  tviti/. —  1  tii-    pot'l  readily 

Nan  eal'  air  an  t  Hiiiinili, 
Gui'  binn'  i  na'n  Hineòrach, 

■vaiUul  himself  of  tlie  oppoitunity  to  retaliate  upon  the 

Dominie,  and  applied  the  lash  with  great  skill,— Nothing 

Am  liiinaibh  rò-cliiann  sa  mnàigh, 

f  Kcelstiie  irony  and  iiircakmof  our  bar<lin  thn  jirnduetion  ; 
If  lie  doe«  not  exult  a  little  too  loudly  over  a  fallen  enemy. 

Gur  e  geaniira<-h(l  a  lii'tisan, 
*S  i  gun  eacoir  na  cail, 

A  liib  mise  gu  geilleadh 
Air  biieag  eigin  na  gradb. 
Seinn  cibhijin,  <5'C, 

Gu'm  b«'il  m^ise  na  h-eudann, 

Nach  feudainn-s'  a  liiaidh, 

CUMHADH  A  BIIAIKU 

Tha  i  j)ailt  ann  an  ceutaidh, 
^S  an  ceill  a  tlioirt  buaidh, 

AIR  SON  A  LEAN.NAIN. 

Gun  a  coiincas  ri  featainn 

Ann  an  speis,  san  taobh-tuath, 
M'  (>g  mhin  mhala  bbaindidb. 

Air  Fonn— "  Farewell  to  Lochuber." 

Tiiogadh  m'  inntinn  o  gbruaim, 
Seinn  eibhinu,  4c. 

Gkd'  is  socrach  mo  leabaidh, 

'S  ge  do  bhithinn  an  eugail, 

j              Cha'n  e'n  cadal  mo  mliiatin, 

Agus  leigh  air  toirt  diiii, 

j         Leis  an  luasgans'  th'air  m'aigrieadl), 

Nach  biodh  furtachd  an  dan  domh, 

O  dieanii  fad'  agus  cian, 

Ach  am  bàs  an  gearr  ùin', 

i          Gu  'in  beil  teitie  iia  lasair, 

Chuireadh  eugas  mo  mliin-mhal'. 

Gun  dol  as  na  mo  chliabh, 

Mo  mhi-ghean  air  chùl, 

Tabhairt  brosnachadh  gènr  dhomh, 

Ghlacainn  binneas  na  smcòraich 

Gu  bhi  'g  eiidh  'sa  tiiall. 

A's  gheibhinn  solas  as  ùr, 

Seinn  eibhinn,  ^c. 

CO'-SHEIRM. 

Ge  binn  cuach  's  ge  binn  smeòrach. 

Seinn  cibhtrin,  scÌ7in  èihhinn. 

'S  ge  binn  coisir  's  gach  cranti, 

Seinn  èibìiinn  an  dàil, 
,               Seinn  èihhinn  bJiinn  eibhinUy 

Seinn  eibhinn  gach  /a, 
Seinn  eibhinn,  binn  eatrom^ 

Seinn  eibhinn,  do  ghnà 
Seinn  eibhinn,  seinn  eibhinn, 

0iuireadh  ni  easlain  gu  làr. 

Seinn  citiil  dhomh  'n  coill  smiidain, 
Theich  mo  shùgradh-s'  air  chall — 

Tha  mi  daonnan  a  smaointeach,        / 
Air  mo  ghaol  ann  sa'  ghleanii 

'S  mi  air  tuiteatn  am  mi-ghean, 
Gun  a  briodal  bhi  ann. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  c^c. 

Tlia  mi  còrr  a's  tri  bliadhna, 

'Nuair  a  bhithinn-*s  's  mo  mhin-mhar 

Air  mo  lionadh  ]e  gaol, 

An  gleannan  rimheach  na  cuaicli, 

'S  gach  aon  la  dhiu  stiulreadh, 

No  'n  doire  fasgach  na  smebraich, 

Saighead  ùr  ann  mo  thaobh  ; 

Gabhaii  sùlaìs  air  chuairt; 

Cia  mar  's  leir  dhomh  ni  taitneach, 

Cha  mhalairtin  m'  eibhneas 

Dh'aindeoin  pailteas  mo  mhaoiii  ? 

O  bhi  ga  h-eugmhais  car  uair, 

'S  mi  as  eugmhais  do  mhiirain, 

Air  son  stòras  fhir-stàta, 

Bhiodh  gun  ardan  rium  saor, 

Dh'  aìndeoin  airdead  an  uaill. 

Seinn  eibhinn,  <^c. 

Seinn  eibhinn,  ^c. 

'S  e  do  mhàran  bu  mhiann  leam, 

Ge  bu  righ  mi  air  Albainn, 

'S  e  tigh'n'  gun  fhiabhras  gun  gbruaim, 

Le  cuid  airgeid  a's  spreidh 

Mar  ri  blasdachd  na  h-òraid, 

B'e  mo  raghainn  mo  mhìn-mhal', 

i 

'S  e  bu  cheòl-bhinne  fuaira  ; 

Thar  gach  ribhinn  dhomh  fein, 

1 

Dh'eireadh  m'  inntinn  gu  h-àbhachd, 

Clia  bu  shuaimhneas  gu  bàs  domh 

1 

Ri  linn  bhi  'g  aireamh  gach  buaidh. 

'N  aon  kite  i'o  'n  ghrein, 

1 

A  bha  co'-streup  ri  mo  leannan 

'S  mi  as  eugmhais  do  mhàrain, 

^ 

Baindidh,  farasda,  suairc'. 

Gus  mo  thearnadh  o  bheud. 

■ 

Seinn  eibhinn,  <^c. 

Seinn  eibhinn^  4*c. 

1 

I 
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Ach  mosg'leam  tharais  a  ini-glieuii, 

*S  cuireain  dlth  air  mo  ghruaim, 
i3eò  Ill's  t'aidu  cha  blii  mi 

Gun  mo  mhiii-inliala  slilialrc! 
0\g  mhin  beir  ino  slioraidh 

Li'at  iia  clioirean  so  shiia-^', 
Seiiiii  mo  ruin  aim  sti'  glilcaiinan. 

'S  tuigidh  'ii  cailiii  e  bliuat. 
Seinn  eibìnnn^  ^c. 


CUACIIAG  NAN   CIlAOini.* 

Chuachag  nancraobh,nach  truaMeat  mr  chaòi' 

'G  usiiaich  ri  òidhch"'  cheòthar — 
Shiubhlaiiiii  le'rn''  ghaol,  fo  dhubhar  nan  craobh, 

Gu'ii  duiir  ait*  an  t-saoghal  l'heùraich, 
'Ihogairiti  ri  gaoith  am  inonadh  an  i'hraoich, 

Mo  leabaidl)  ri  taobli  dòrain — 
Do  chrutha  geal  caomh  siiite  ri  m'  thaobh, 

'S  mise  ga'd  chaoin  phògadh. 

Chunna'  mi  fèin  aisling,  's  cVia  bhreng, 

Dh-fhag  sin  mo  chr6  brònach, 
Fear  mar  ri  tè,  a  pò^h  a  beul, 

A  briodal  an  deigh  pùsaidh, 
Dh'ùraich  mo  mhiann,  dh'ath'rich  mo  chiall, 

Ghul  mi  gu  dian,  duimeach, 
Gach  cuisle  agus  feith,  o  iochdar  mo  chleibh 

Thug  iad  gu  leuin  co'-lath  ! 

Ort  tha  mo  gheall,  chaill  mi  mo  choiin, 

Tha  mi  fo  throm  chreuchdan, 
Dh'aisigeadh  t-fhonn  slainte  do'm  chom, 

Dhiuchdadh  air  lorn  m'  eibhiieas, 
Thiginn  ad  dhàil,  chuiririn  ort  fàilt', 

Bhithiiin  a  ghraidh  reidh  riut — 
M'ulaidh  's  mo  mhiaiiii,  m'  aighear  's  mo  chiall, 

*S  ainiiir  air  tìamh  grein'  thu! 


*  The  poet,  crossed  in  love,  suffered  such  poignancy  of 
grief  that  it  ultimately  brought  on  a  consumption  and 
he  was  for  sometime  bcd-riddcn.  On  a  fine  evening  in 
May,  he  rose  and  walked  out  through  the  woods  to  indulge 
his  melancholy  alone.— Arriving  at  a  large  tree,  he  threw 
himself  on  the  green  sward  beneath  its  branches,  and  was 
not  long  in  his  sequestered  sylvan  situation  ere  the  cuckoo 
began  tocarol above  him — **  1  he  son  of  song  and  sorrow" 
immediately  tunes  his  lyre,  and  sings  an  address  to  the 
feathered  vocalist.— He  pours  out  his  complaints  before 
the  shy  bird,  and  solicits  its  sympathies. — Had  Hums  | 
been  a  Gaelic  Scholar,  we  should  have  no  hesitation  in 
accusing  him  of  plagiarism  when  he  sung: — 

"How  can  ye  chauut,  ye  litlle  birjs 
While  I'm  so  wae  an'  fu'  o'  care  ?" 

But  Ross  embodies  liner  feelings  and  sentiments  into  his 
fugitive  pieces  than  even  the  bard  of  Coila. 


Thuit  mi  le  d'ghath,  mhill  tliu  inu  luth, 

Striociid  mi  le  iieart  dòralii 
Saigbdean  do  ghaoii  siiit'  anus  gai;ii  taobh, 

"i'liug  dhioin  gach  caniii  co'-iuth, 
Mhill  thu  mo  mhais,  ghoid  thu  mo  dhreach, 

'S  mheudaich  thu  gal  bruin  domh  ; 
'8  mar  t'uasgail  thu  trù,  le  t-t'huran  's  le  t-fhiiilt' 

'S  cuideachd  am  bus  dhomh-sa! 

'S  cama-Iiibach  t-fhalt,  faiiria-bhui'  nan  cleachd 

'S  fabhrad    nan  rosg  àluinii  ; 
Gruaidhean  mar  chaur,  broilleach  mar  aol, 

A  nail  mar  ghaoth  gùraidh— 
Gus  an  cuir  iad  mi  steach,  an  caol-taigh  nan  leac 

Bidh  mi  fo  ncart  crùìdh  dheth, 
Le  smaointinn  do  chlea:s,'sdoshùgradh  ma  seach, 

Fo  dhuilleach  nam  preas  blàth'or. 

^S  mills  do  bheul,  's  comhnard  do  dhuud, 

Suilean  air  lidh  uirneig, 
'Ghiùlaineadh  brèid,  uallach  gu  feill, 

'S  uasal  an  reuU  ùluitin— 
'Strua'  gun  an  t-eiid  tha'n  uachdar  mo  chleibh, 

Gad  bhualadh-s'  an  ceud  àite — 
Na  faighinn  thu  reidh  pùsd'  on  a  cMelr 

B'fhasa  dhomh-fein  tearnadh. 


(t 


K 


'S  tu  'n  ainnir  tha  grinn,  mileanta,  binn, 

Le  d'  cheileir  a^inn  òran, 
'S  e  bbi  na  do  dhàil  a  dh'òidhche  sa  la, 

Thoilicheadh  call  m'  òige  : 
Gur  gile  do  bhian    na  sneachd  air  an  fhiar, 

'S  na  canach  air  sliabh  mointich, 
Nan  deanadh  tu  ruin  tarruinn  rium  dlù* 

Dheanainn  gach  tùrs'  fhògar. 

Càrair  gu  reidh  clach  agi;s  ere 

Ma'm  loabaidh-s'  a  bhri  t-uaisle— 
'S  fada  mi  'n  eis  a  feitheamh  ort  feia 

'S  nach  togair  thu  gheug  suas  learn, 
Na  b'thus  a  bhiodh  tinn,  dheanainn-sa  luim, 

Mas  biodh  tu  fo  chuing  truaighe, 
Ach  's  goirid  an  dàil  gu'in  faicear  an  la, 

'M  hi  prasgan  a'  trà'l  m'uaigh-sa  ! 

Mallachd  an  tùs,  aig  a  mhnaoi-ghlùin', 

Nach  d'  adhlaic  sa  chùil  beò  mi  ! 
Mu'n  d'  fhuair  mi  ort  iùil  ainnir  dheas  ur, 

'S  nach  dùirig  thu  fìù  pòg  dhomh, 
Tinn  gu'n  bhi  slàn,  dùisgt'  as  mo  phràmh, 

Cuimhneachach  dun  pòsaidh 
Mo  bheannachd  ad  dheigli,  cheannaich  thu-fein, 

Le  d'  leannanachd  gle  ug  mi. 


A-jUU^, 


w\ 


SAlt-OHAIR  NAM   liAliD  GAKLACII. 


OIIAN   EADAR   A  AI  HARD, 


AGUS  CAlM,KA(MI-MIIII.I,K.\l)ll-NA>'-nAN. 


/,  M    IIAUI). 

Am  iJtU'  mis(»  th:i  diiilicli, 

'8  mi  ^n  nmladacli  trnagli, 
Chu'n  una'  mi  ain-amh 

Mar  a  tlia  mi  's  gnch  uair, 
Gu'm  beil  dòraiii  mo  chiidhe, 

l)ha  mo  niifjhinii  cho  criiaidh, 
Leis  a'  chion  'tliug  mi'n  libhiiiu, 

O  iiach  duiclj  mi  siias. 

a'    CllAILLEACH. 

Tosd  a  sliladai',  's  deaM  lirinn, 

'S  iia  bi  'g  iiiiisea'  nam  bieutf, 
Cha  chreid  mi  bhuat  fathasd, 

Nacb   eil  daMch  do  sgcul, 
Ma  tha  i  cho  maiseacJj, 

'S  ciio  pailt  aim  an  ceill, 
'S  nach  urra'  mi  t-aicheadh, 

Blieir  mi  ban-  dh'i  thar  cheiid. 

Ma's  i  ribhinn  do  leannan, 

Faiie  !   taire  !  brahlioe  ! 
Cha  bhi  t-onoir  gun  anabJiarr  ; 

Your  servant,  my  Lord^ 
Mar  a  foghainn  leat  gruagacli, 

Ach  te  uasal  le  srM, 
Gus  am  f'aic  mi  do  bhanais, 

Cha  chan  mi  ni's  mo. 

AM    BARD. 

Tha  mo  leannan  ni's  àilte, 
Na  tha  sa'n  Roinn-eòrp, 

Gur  gile,  a's  gur  glain'  i 
ISJa  canach  an  fheòir 


*  The  woman  here  introduced  as  a  hypercritic  in  song 
was  a  particular  friend  of  the  poet.— Ross  began,  in  her 
presence,  to  sing  the  praises  of  "  the  girl  of  his  affections" 
and  his  own  certainty  of  a  premature  grave  in  consequence 
of  her  refusal  of  him  —The  old  wife  lieard  t!ie  first  stanza, 
and  by  way  of  episode  or  running  commentary,  endeavours 
to  cure  him  of  his  passion.— She  thus  continues  her  inter- 
vening remarks  to  the  end  of  his  ditty  —The  poet  was  so 
struck  with  the  shrewdness  and  point  of  her  episodes  that 
he  immediately  versified  them— The  song,  therefore, 
comes  before  us  in  the  shape  of  a  duet— the  woman,  how- 
ever,  singing  two  stanzas  for  the  poet's  one.— Ross  does 
every  thing  as  he  should— he  well  knew  the  garrulousness 
of  women,  and  their  privilege  to  have  the  last  word  in  every 
coniioversy  ! 


Gur  binni-  na  ctihtiHacli 

I^cam  abhaclid  a  henil, 
Aig  a  mhiud  h'  thug  mi  gluuil  d'i, 

Cha  'n  f'haod  mi  bhi  bcò  ! 


A    (  iiaii,i,i;a(  II. 

'S  tu  d'  fhosgail  thar  cbùir  e, 

*S  nnch  sùradh  u  bhreiig, 
'S  a  liugliad  giiùis  rò-ghhm 

'S  an  Roinn-eorpa  gu  h'ir, 
Ma's  a  samhhidh  dh'i  'n  canach, 

Cha'n'  aithne  diiomh  theum  ; 
Ma's  e  'gaol  a  biieir  triall  ort, 

J.)eagh  bhliadhn'  as  do  dheigli. 

Ma's  a  binne  na  chlàrsach 

Leat  abhachd  a  beoil, 
Giir  neònach  nach  cuala'  sinn 

Luaidh  air  a  ceòl  ; 
Mar  a  h-ealaidh  os  'n  iosal 

Ann  an  diomhaireachd  mhcr, 
Ris  an  eireadh  a  chridhe, 

Gun  ach  tri-'ear  ma  coir. 


AM    BAKD. 

'S  i  mo  Leannan  an  ""eucng 

Air  na  ceudan  thug  barr, 
Gnuis  shoillear,  caol-mhala', 

Suil  thairis,  ghorm>  thlà, 
Beul  min  mar  an  t-shirist 

()'  mills  thig  fàilt', 
Gruaidh  dhearg  mar  na  caoran, 

Sud  aogais  mo  ghraidh. 

a'  chailleach.      ' 

Mar  b'e  j teach  na  Pecaiy, 

Clia  bhiod  speis  dh'i  no  diu 
Cha'n  'eil  math  innt'  no  dolaiilh 

Mar  a  toillich  i  'n  t-sùil 
Chuir  a  h-ionan,  sa  casan, 

Mi-dhreach  air  a  mùirn, 
Ge  d'  tha  spailp  as  a  h-eideadh, 

Gur  eun  i  nach  fiù. 


Gnuis  shoillear,  caol-mhala, 

Suil  thairis,  ghorm,  thlà, 
Ge  d'  tha  taitneachdain  seal  annt, 

Cha  mhair  lad  ach  gearr, 
lathaidh  bilibh  dearg,  daite, 

Teangaidh  sgaiteach,  lorn,  ghearrt', 
'S  mar  tha  seirce  nan  gruaidhean, 

Cha  bhuain'  iad  na  each  ' 
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BllUGHAICHEAN  Gil  LINN'- 13  KAON. 


LUINNEAO. 

Beir  mo  shoraidh  h  dtirai'hd^ 
Do  rìhhiìm  nan  dlu-chkibh. 
Ris  an  trie  bha  mi  su(/radh, 
Ann  am  Drughaicliean  Ghlinne-Braon. 

Cjiir  e  mis'  tha  gu  cianail, 
'S  mi  cho  fad  bhuat  am  bliadhna, 
Iha  liuiiii-dubh  air  mo  shianadh, 
'S  mi  ri  iargain  do  ghaoil. 

Beir  mo  shoraidh^  ^c. 

Cha  'n  fheud  mi  bhi  subhach, 
Our  he  's  beus  domli  bhi  dubhach, 
Cha  dirich  mi  biughach, 

Chaidh  mo  shiubhal  an  laoid 

Beir  mo  shoraidh^  ^-c. 

Chaidh  m'  astar  a  maillead, 
O  nach  faic  mi  mo  leaiinan, 
'S  anil  a  chleachd  mi  bhi  mar  riut, 
Ann  an  gleannan  a  chaoil. 

Beir  mo  shoraidh,  4"c. 

Anns  achoiir  am  bi  smùdan 
'S  e  gu  binn  a  seinn  ciùil  duinn, 
Cuach  a's  smeòiach  'g  ar  dusgadh, 
A  cuir  na  smùid  diù  le  faoilt'. 
Beir  mo  shoraidh,  ^c. 

'S  trie  a  bha  mi  's  tu  mireadh, 
Agus  each  ga  n-ar  sireadh, 
Gu  's  bu  deònach  linn  pilleadh, 
Gu  Innis  nan  laogh, 

Beir  mo  shoraidh,  ^-c. 

Sinn  air  fàireadh  na  tulaich, 
'S  mo  lamh  thar  do  mhuineal, 
Sinn  ag  eisdeachd  nan  luinneag, 
Bhiodh  a'  muUach  nan  craobh. 

Beir  mo  shoraidh,  ^c. 

Tha  mise  'ga  ràite, 
'S  cha  'n  urra  mi  aicheadh, — 
Gur  iomadach  sàr 
Thig  air  airidh  nach  saol. 
Beir  mo  shoraidh,  ^-c. 

Gur  mis'  tha  sa'  champar, 
S  mi  lo  chis  anus  an  am  so, 
Ann  am  priosan  na    Frainge, 
Fo  ain-neart  gach  aon. 
Beir  mo  shoraidh,  (^c. 


Ann  an  seòmraichean  glaiste, 
Gun  cheòl,  no  gun  mhacnas, 
Gun  ordugh  a  Sanuinn, 
Mo  thoirt  dhathuigh  gu  saor. 
Beir  mo  shoraidh,  ^c. 

Cha  b'ionnan  sud  agus  m'  àl)haist. 
A  siubhal  nam  fàsach, 
'S  a  direadh  nan  àrd-bheann, 
Gabliail  fàth  air  na  laoich. 
Beir  mo  sitoraidh,  S[C. 

A  siubhal  nan  stùc-bheann, 
Le  njo  ghunna  nach  diultadh  ; 
'S  le  mo  phlasgaichean  fùdair, 
Air  mo  ghlùn  anns  an  fhraocb 

Beir  mo  sitoraidh,  S^c. 


ORAN  CUMHAIDH. 


[A  rin  am  bard  an  'nuair  a  chiial  e  gu'n  pliòs  a  Icannan 
(Mor  Kos)  air  dh'i  dliol  dliachaigh  do  Sliasuinu  inaille 
ri  còmpanach.] 


Air  fonn— "i?oiai  dona  gbrach.' 

Ge  fada  na  mo  thamh  mi 

Tha  'n  damhair  dhoinh  dusgadh, 
Cia  fath  ma'n  thriall  mo  mhàran, 

'S  gum  b'àbhaist  dhomh  sùgradh  ? 
Carson  a  bhithinn  bronach  ? 

Ma'n  òigh  's  gun  a  diù  dhomh, 
Ge'd  ghlac  i  'n  luib  a  gràidh  mi, 

Le  amhailtean  Chupid. 

Gach  fear  a  bhios  a  feoraich, 

Mar  Icon  ad  h  le  gaol  mi, 
Tha  raghainn  sud  do'n  tuathdaidh, 

On  's  dual  da  bhi  smaointinn  : 
Cha  'n  aidich  mi  ach  foil  e, 

'S  cha  mho  ni  mi  saoradh 
Thig  m'  ùr-sgeul  bho  Apollo^ 

Mar  sheolas  na  Naoinear. 

Ach  sud  mar  shcinneadh  Cormaic,* 
'S  e  dearmad  a  cheud  ghaoil, 


»  Tradition  says  that  this  Cormac,  whom  the  Bard 
mentions  so  often  in  the  above  song,  was  an  Irish  Harper, 
who  came  to  Scotland  and  visited  several  of  the  Highland 
t:hicfs.  He  at  length  went  to  the  family  of  Macleod  of 
Lewis,  and  served  him  for  several  years  as  a  Harper. 
Having  fallen  in  love  with  Macleod's  eldest  daughter,  he 
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'S  e  gulihiiil  cntit  da  iiuiiisaidh 

Ll>   illllfill    CÌÙÌl    (la   ^llMIMKÌll, 

Oil  chiiii*  Hunt'  'ii  diù-cliall, 

IMo  MÌiii^rad)!    H  iiM)  blioiisan, 
Gtrin  bath  iiii'ii  gutli  an  òit^iiuiii, 

Le  turui;liaii  mo  spcis  dh'i. 

'Niiair  (Ih'firiih  Cailraii  ('onriaic 

Air  churra-jililcus  gn  fàrsan, 
Gu'ii  drhfiiiait'h  am  fear  òj^ 

An  e  gornic.h  a  dii'thas  nun, 
'S  a  liui^had  cailin  beul-dht-arg, 

Cbo  bcMisach  's  cho  nàracl), 
A'^  tiiiiie  a  th'air  an  t'beill, 

A  tha  feuniacli  air  niiiraii. 

'Nuair  chual'  am  ÌMacati-baolh  sin, 

'S  a  ghaol  bhi  do-mhuchte. 
'S  e  smaointich  e  gu  tliearbadh, 

lihi  talbli  as  a  dbiUhaich 
Ach  nochdadair  na  h-aobhair, 

'S  e  'n  caoin  ruith  le  tùrsa, 
Gun  ghlac  e  cruit  a's  sheiiin  e, 

Le  binn-cheòl  as  ùr  e. 

Bha  f'eiteach  air  an  an  òrghan, 

Aig  Cormaic  ri  ard-cheol, 
Mas  biodh  an  t'biniie  'n  uachdar, 

Air  duan  na  fuaim  clarsaidi, 
Ach  cha  d'  fhuair  mise  sgeul 

Ann  am  Beurla  no  Gà'èlig, 
A  dh'innseadh  dhomh  mar  d'fbaodainn 

An  gaol  ud  a  smàladh. 

O  !  teirmeasg  air  a  ghaol  sin, 

Nach  faodainn  a  tbreigsinn, 
A'.s  gur  h-e  chuir  a  laoid  mi 

Bhi  smaointinn  bean  t-eugais, 

resolved,  on  the  first  opportunity,  to  fi  y  with  herto  Ireland. 
One  night,  after  supper,  Corinac  tuned  his  harp,  and 
played  a  tune  of  the  n-Jime  oi  ^^  Deucliain.phleust'  Mfiic- 
O'.C/iorrnaic,"  which  had  the  power  to  lull  all  to  sleep 
who  were  within  hearing  of  it.  By  this  magic  music  the 
whole  of  Macleod's  household  fell  into  a  deep  slumber. 
Cormac  then  drew  a  large  dagger,  which  he  used  to  carry 
about  him,  called  Madag-achlais,  to  cut  Macleod's  throat. 
As  he  was  drawing  near  the  chief  with  his  knife,  Mac- 
leod's eldest  son  came  in,  after  returning  from  his  daily 
mountain  sports,  and  seeing  Cormac  approaching  his 
father  with  such  a  dreadful  weapon,  exclaimed — "Cormac  I 
Cormac!  what  do  you  intend  to  do — are  you  mad?" 
Cormac  replied,  "  JIad,  my  young  man!  think  you  so? 
1  am  not  ;  but  I  ha%'e  a  regard  for  your  fair  sister,  whom 
I  am  resolved  to  take  with  me  to  Ireland  ;  and  as  your 
aged  father  will  not  gratify  my  desire,  I  must  sever  his 
head  from  his  body  and  clear  my  way."  On  hearing  this, 
the  youth  replied,  "  You  had  better  not,  as  you  may  get 
your  choice  of  a  thousand  virgins  in  Scotland,  much 
fairer  than  my  sister,  without  committing  so  cruel  a  deed." 
Cormac  said,  "  You  speak  truly,  my  young  man  ;  hand 
me  my  lyre,  that  I  may  banish  the  virgin's  love  with  the 
sound  of  my  harp  "  'J  he  Bard  uses  this  history  as  a  text 
to  the  above  song,  wheie  he  complains  that  Cormac,  with 
the  melody  of  his  harp,  had  cured  his  love,  while  a  remedy 
for  his  own  was  never  to  be  found. 


'S  'n  t«'ir(;  a  bha  'n  ad  ghiiùis  ghil, 

A  Inb  mi  i;ii  eti^ail, 
\S  iia(!h  deaiin  LiKliith'  slàn  mi, 

Gch  !   b'lliearr  gum  b'e   n  t  oug  e. 

Is  ciomach  aim  do  gliaol  mi 

Ki  smadintinn  b«*an  t-aiitcachd, 
Cha  chadai  aims  an  òidhcir  dhomh, 

'S  cha  'n  fhois  anus  'an  la  dhomh, 
Cha  n'  i'liacas  ri  mo  re, 

\S  cha  'n  I'liaigh  mi  Hgeul  gu  bràth  air 
Ni  b^lnIl^Ja'  na  bhi  reilli  '»  tii, 

A  ghuug  nam  has  bàna. 

Gur  binne  leam  do  chòmhradh 

Na  smeorach  nan  g»'Ugan, 
Na  cuach  sa  mhadainn  Mhàighe, 

'S  na  clàrsach  na'ii  teudan, 
Na'n  t-Easpuig  air  la  Dòinhnaich         ^ 

\S  a  mòr-sbluagli  'ga  eisdeachd, 
Na  ge  do  chuiinte  stòras 

Na  h-£orpa  gu  leir  dhomh. 

Carson  nach  d'  rugadh  dall  mi, 

Gun  chainnt  no  gun  leirsinn  ? 
3Iasfacas  t-aghaidh  bhaindidh, 

Ilinn  aimhleas  nan  ceudan,  '^ 

O'n  chunna'  mi  air  thus  thu, 

Bu  chliùteach  do  bheusan, 
Cha  n'  fhasa'  leam  nam  bi'is 

A  bhi  lathair  as  t-eugmbais! 

Ach  's  truagli !  gu'm  beil  do  rùn-sa, 

Cho  dùr  dha  mo  leanmhuinn, 
'S  mo  chrtdhe  steach  'ga  ghiulan, 

A  h-uile  taubh  dha  f'albh  mi, 
An  cadal  domh  no  dùsgadh 

A  sùgradh  no  seanachas, 
Tha  sud  da  m'  ruagadh  daonnan, 

'S  mi  sgaoilte  gun  tearmunn  ! 

Ach  fasgaidh  mi  mo  dhuthaich 

Gu  'n  diùch'naich  mi  pairt  dheth, 
lio-mheud  sa  thug  mi  run 

Dha  do  chul  buidhe,  faineach, 
Air  triail  dhomh  thar  m'  eolas 

A  dh'ain-deoin  mo  chàirdean 
Tha  saighead  air  mo  ghiulan, 

A  lubas  gu  làr  mi  I 

'S  a  nise  bho'n  a  thriall  thu, 

'S  nach  b'  fhiach  leat  mo  mhàran, 
A  chionn  's  nach  robh  mi  stòrasach, 

iNJòr  ann  an  stàta, 
Ach  sud  ge  d'robh  da  'm  dhi'-sa, 

Cha  'n  islich  mi  pairtean  , 
Tha  m'  aigne  torrach,  tìor-ghlan, 

Nach  diobair  gu  bràth  mi. 
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Atli  mu's  a  triall  gun  dail  diit, 

Gu  aite  nain  irior-sh«ol, 
Gun  thuireach  li  (1(»  chairdeaii, 

Do  dhàimh,  no  luchd  t-t'òlai;^, 
Biodh  soirion  air  na  s])t'uran, 

Gun  ciridh  air  inui-tiionn, 
A  dh'  aiseageas  lu  reidli  ghauitii 

Gun  bheud  tliu  gu  seul-ait. 

Mar  sud  bha  ur-sgeul  Choimaic 

Cho  dearbhta  sa'  shoinn  e, 
£-fein  sa'  cliomunn  òg 

'8  iad  gle  bhionac-li  ina  thiiiidic 
£  gabhail  cead  le  pòig  db'ì, 

Gu'n  chùmhradli  gun  imp'uUi 
*S  e  dioladli  guth  an  codhail, 

Na  h-òigbe  gu  'in  pill  e. 


ill, 


OIIAN  EILE, 

AIU  AN  AODHAR  CHEUDNA. 


Tha  mise  fo'  inhulad  sa'n  am 

Cha'n  òlar  learn  dram  le  sunnt, 
Tha  durrag  air  ghur  ann  mo  chàil 

A  dh-fhiosraich  do  chach  mo  ruin, 
Cha  'n  faic  mi  'dol  seachad  air  sraid 

An  cailin  bu  tlùithe  sìiii  ; 
'S  e  sin  a  leag  m'aigneadli  gu  làr 

Mar  dhuilleach  bho  bharr  nan  craobh. 

A  ghruagacli  is  bach'liche  ciil 

Tba  mise  ga  t-inndran  mòr. 
Ma  thagli  thu  deagh  aite  dhut  fein 

Mo  bheannachd  gach  re  ga  'd'  choir: 


1  ha  mise  ri  osnaich  'na  d'  dheigii, 

Mar  f^haisgCMch  an  dels  a  le  n  ; 
Na  laidhe  san  àiaicli  gun  t'iieum 

'S  nach  teid  anns  an  t-sreup  ni's  mo  I 

'S  d'  Ihag  mi  mar  iudmhail  air  Ireud, 

Mar  thear  nach  toir  speis  do  mhnàoi, 
Do  thuras  thar  chuan  lo'  bhreid, 

Thug  bras  ahileadh  dheur  om  shùil— 
BThearr  nach  mothaichinn  Jein 

Uo  mhaise,  do  cheill,  's  do  chliCi, 
No  suairceas  milis  do  bheil 

'6  binne  no  seis  gach  ciCiii. 

Gach  anduin'  a  chlulnneas  mo  chi:3 

A  cuir  air  mo  nadur  fiamh  ; — 
A  cantain  nach  eil  mi  ach  bard 

'S  nach  cinnich  learn  dan  is  fiach — 
Mo  sheanair  ri  pàigheadh  a  mhàil, 

'S  m'athair  ri  màlaid  riamh 
Chuireadh  iad  gearainn  an  crann. 

As  ghearaia-SH  rann  ro'  chiad. 

'S  fad  a  tha  m'  aigiie  fo  ghruaim 

Cha'  mhosgail  mo  chluain  ri  ceòl, 
'M  breislich  mar  ànrach  a  chuan 

Air  bharraibh  nan  stuadh  ri  ceo. 
'S  e  iunndaran  t-àbhachd  bhuam 

A  chaochail  air  snùadh  mo  neòil, 
Gun  sùgradh,  gun  mhire,  gun  uaill, 

Gun  chaithreara,  gun  bhuadh,  gun  treòir! 

Cha  duisgear  leam  ealaidh  air  .'lill*, 

Cha  chuirear  leam  dan  air  dòigh, 
Cha  togar  kam  fonn  air  clar 

Cha  chluinnear  leam  gàir  nan  bg. 
Cha  dirich  mi  bealach  nan  àrd 

Le  suigeart  mar  bha  mi'n  tòs, 
Ach  triallam  a  chadal  gu  bràth 

Do  thalla  nam  bard  nach  beò  I 
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AILEAN  DALL. 

Allan  M'Dougall,  better  known  by  tlic  soubriquet  of  Aiiean  Dall,  or  blind  Allan,  was 
a  native  of  Glencoe,  in  the  county  ol"  Arirylc.  He  was  born  about  the  year  1750,  of 
poor  but  honest  and  industrious  parents.  When  a  young  man,  he  was  bound  appren- 
tice to  a  tailor,  who,  in  conformity  with  the  custom  of  the  time  and  country,  itinerated 
from  farm  to  farm,  "plying  his  needle"  in  every  house  where  his  services  were  required. 
The  excursive  nature  of  this  occupation,  accorded  well  with  Allan's  disposition — the 
house  in  which  they  wrought,  was  literally  crammed  every  night  with  young  and  old, 
who  passed  the  time  in  reciting  old  legends — tales  of  love,  of  war,  of  the  chase — inter- 
mingled occasionally  with  songs  and  recitations  of  ancient  poetry.  Thus  nurtured,  Allan 
soon  became  famed  for  his  fund  of  legendary  lore.  His  mind  became  imbued  with  the 
yet  lingering  spirit  of  chivalry,  which  characterized  his  countrymen  in  former  times.  He 
heard  the  encomiums  bestowed  upon  the  bards,  and  his  youthful  breast  felt  the  ardent 
flame  of  emulation.  From  the  first  stages  of  puerility,  he  was  remarkable  for  his 
sallies  of  wit,  and  quickness  of  repartee — there  was  an  archness  about  him,  which  indi- 
cated future  eminence.  It  is  said  that  as  he  was  sitting  one  day  cross-legged,  sewing 
away  at  his  seam,  he  retorted  so  keenly  and  waggishly  on  a  fellow-apprentice,  that  the 
other,  wincing  under  the  lash,  thrust  his  needle  into  Allan's  eye  ; — in  consequence  of  this, 
the  assailed  organ  gradually  melted  away,  and  the  other,  as  if  by  sympathy,  wore  off  in 
the  course  of  time.  Thus,  like  Mcenides  and  Milton  "wisdom  at  one  entrance  was  clean 
shut  out,"  from  poor  Allan.  Nature,  however,  is  an  excellent  compensator' — we  seldom 
find  a  man  deprived  of  one  faculty,  who  does  not  acquire  others,  in  a  pre-eminent 
degree.  Such  was  the  case  with  Aiiean  DalL  He  possessed  a  lively  imagination,  an 
excursive  fancy,  and  a  retentive  memory. 

Incapacitated  from  pursuing  his  trade,  he  turned  his  attention  to  music,  and  soon  acquir- 
ed a  tolerable  knowledge  of  that  science  as  a  fiddler.  But  he  never  became  eminent  as  a 
musician,  and  was  chiefly  employed  at  country  weddings  and  raffles,  and  so  earned  a 
miserable  pittance.  About  the  year  1790,  he  removed  with  his  family  to  Inverlochy, 
near  I^ort-WiHiam,  where  he  was  accommodated  with  a  hovel  and  a  small  pendicle  of  land 
by  Mr  Stewart,  who  then  held  the  salmon-fishing  on  the  river  Lochy,  and  the  occupancy 
of  an  extensive  farm.  The  change  had  materially  bettered  our  bard's  circumstances — his 
family  did  all  necessary  agricultural  operations,  and  Allan's  fiddle  and  muse  were  in 
ceaseless  demand,  and  were  occasionally  successful  in  the  realization  of  some  little  cash, 
or  other  remuneration. 


A I  LEAN  DALL.  2i)'J 


We  utterly  repudiate  the  doctrine  that  hardships  and  indigence  are,  or  can  be  fertile 
in  the  productions  of  genius  ; — difficulties  may  spur  to  invention,  but  it  is  ease  and  com- 
fort that  can  yield  time  and  temper  to  give  a  polish  to  literary  or  poetic  productions. 
The  former  may  let  off  the  whizzing  squib  of  momentary  excitation — it  is  tlie  latter  that 
can  light  up  the  bright-burning  and  pellucid  torch  of  genius.  During  his  stay  at  Inver- 
lochy,  he  composed  the  most  of  his  songs — his  fame  spread,  and  his  reputation  as  a  j«oet 
became  ultimately  stamped.  His  style  is  fine — his  manner  taking — his  subject  popular 
— and  his  selection  of  airs  exceedingly  liap[)y.  But  while  we  are  prepared  to  give  our 
author  a  respectable  position  among  the  minstrels  of  our  country,  we  are  by  no  means 
disposed  to  place  him  in  the  first  class. 

Induced  by  the  popularity  his  poems  had  acquired,  Allan  bethought  him  of  preparing 
them  for  publication  ; — and  with  this  view,  he  consulted  the  late  Mr  Ewan  M'Lachlan, 
of  the  Grammar  School,  Aberdeen,  who  was  then  employed  as  a  tutor  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Mr  M'Lachlan,  himself  an  assiduous  votary  of  the  muse,  entered  with  his 
characteristic  zeal  and  enthusiasm  into  the  poet's  prospects.  He  took  down  our  author's 
compositions  in  manuscript,  and  as  they  would  not  of  themselves  swell  even  into  a 
respectably  sized  volume,  the  amanuensis  added  a  few  of  his  own  productions,  together 
with  several  ®ther  select  pieces.  The  volume  thus  "  got  up"  soon  became  exceedingly 
popular — especially  in  that  part  of  the  country  :  to  say  that  it  possessed  merit,  is  say- 
ing too  httle — but  there  were  one  or  two  obscene  pieces  which  we  would  like,  for  the 
sake  of  moral  purity,  had  been  omitted. 

Shortly  after  the  appearance  of  his  poems  in  a  collected  form,  the  far-famed  Colonel 
Ronaldson  M*  Donald  of  Glengary,  took  Allan  under  his  patronage,  and  gave  him  a 
comfortable  cottage  and  croft  near  his  own  residence.  And  now  might  the  palmy  days 
of  our  minstrel  be  said  to  have  commenced — he  occupied  the  proud  and  enviable  position 
of  family-bard  to  the  most  famed  Ceann-taighe  in  the  Highlands.  He  laid  aside  his  blue, 
home-made  great-coat,  and  hat,  and  was  equipped  in  habiliments  suited  to  his  newly 
acquired  rank.  Never  was  there  a  more  marvellous  transition  outwardly  ;  and  we  ven- 
ture to  presume  that  the  buoyancy  of  his  feelings  kept  pace  with  his  improved  exterior. 
Allan  now  appeared  in  Glengary's  retinue,  clad  in  tartan  trews,  plaid,  belt  and  bonnet, 
on  all  festival  days  and  occasions  of  public  demonstration.  His  minstrelsy  tended  to  en- 
liven the  scene,  and  to  inspire  the  party  with  the  almost  dormant  chivalric  spirit  of  their 
country.  His  panegyrics  on  Glengary  were  elaborate  and  incessant ;  and,  as  poets  like 
other  mortals,  must  have  some  shght  ingredient  of  selfishness  about  them,  if  our 
author  stepped  beyond  the  bounds  of  propriety  or  truth  in  this  respect,  he  has  his  equal 
in  Robert  Southey,  the  poet-laureate — and  this  we  should  think  sufficient  apology  !  He 
annually  accompanied  his  patron  to  the  gymnastic  games  at  P'ort- William  ;  and  various 
anecdotes  of  his  ready  wit  are  related  by  the  people  of  that  place.  He  previously  com- 
posed appropriate  songs  for  these  exhibitions,  and  sung  them  at  the  games,  as  if  they  had 
been  strung  together  on  the  spur  of  the  moment — always  making  sure  of  having  his  lyre 
tuned  by  two  or  three  copious  draughts,  not  of  Helicon,  but  of  Benevis  !  On  one  occa- 
sion, after  the  sports  of  the  day  were  over,  Glengary  having  seen  Allan  quaff  his  third 
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shell,  stepped  forward  and  said — •'  Now,  Allan,  1  will  give  you  the  best  cow  on  my 
estate,  if  you  sing  the  j)roccc'(lings  of  this  day,  without  mentioning,'  my  name!"  The 
bard  adroitly  and  at  once  replied  :  — 

"  Dhcanaiiiu  latlia  gun  glirian, 
A's  muir  blian  gun  *bhi  sailt, 
^  Mu'n  gabliainn  do  na  Gà'oil  din, 

Gun  fliearnio  glirùidirn  aird  nio  rainn  '." 

i.  e.  1  would  sooner  create  daylight  without  a  sun,  and  call  into  being  a  sea  of  fresh  water, 
before  1  would  celebrate  a  gathering  of  Highlanders,  without  Glengarry  figuring  the  first 
in  my  verse. 

But  although  Allan  became  Glengarry's  family  bard,  he  did  not  give  up  composing 
pieces  of  general  interest — and  quite  detached  from  the  connexions  of  his  proper  calling. 
Indeed  many  of  his  productions  while  with  the  *'  proud  chieftain,"  are,  if  any  thing,  better 
and  more  popular  than  his  first.  In  the  year  1828,  he  travelled  the  counties  of  Argyle, 
Ross,  and  Inverness,  taking  subscriptions  for  a  new  and  enlarged  edition  of  his  works  ; 
and  on  procuring  1000  names,  he  went  to  press  in  1829.  But  alas  !  the  book  was  only 
in  progress,  when  the  cold  finger  of  death  silenced  his  harp  for  ever.  He  died  much 
regretted,  and  was  interred  in  the  burying-ground  of  Kilfianan. 

In  personal  appearance,  Allan  M'Dougall  was  thin  and  slender,  and  somewhat  diminutive 
in  size.  He  commonly  wore  a  black  fillet  over  his  eyes.  He  was  seldom  out  of  humour, 
and  very  rarely  nursed  his  wrath  so  long  as  to  lead  him  to  indulge  in  satire.  He  was 
amongst  the  family  bards  what  Ossian  was  among  the  Fingahans  —  '*  the  last  of  the  race." 


ORAN  DO  MHAC-'IC-ALASDAIR  GHLINNE-GARAIDH. 

AiR  FONN — *^Cuir  a  null  duinn  am  botal." 


LUINNEAG. 

Faigh  a  nuas  dhuinn  am  botid^ 

'5  theid  ail  deoch  so  mu  'n  cuairt^ 
Lion  barrack  an  copan^ 

Cum  socrach  a  chuach ; 
Tosda  Choirneil  nafeile 

Leis  an  eireadh  gach  buaidh^ 
Oighre  CJinoideart  a  bharraich, 

'aS  GMinn-garaidh  bho  tJiuath, 

Thig  ort  measair  a's  adharc, 

Agus  taghadh  nan  aim, 
Le  d'  mbiol-choin  air  lombainn, 

'S  iad  rombad  a'  falbh : 


'Nuair  theid  thu  do  'n  mbonadb, 
Bidh  fuil  air  damb  dearg ; 

Cas  a  sbiubbal  an  t'birich, 
Leat  'chiniifadb  an  t-sealg. 
Faigh  a  nuas,  S[C. 

'S  tu  marbbaicb'  a  cboilich, 

'S  mocb  a  gboireas  air  cbrann, 
Bbuic  bhioraicb  an  t-seilich 

Agus  eilid  nam  beann  : 
'S  trie  a  leag  tbu  na  luath's 

A  cbaol-ruagbag  's  a  mbang, 
Nuair  a  ruigeadb  do  luaidbe 

Cba  gbluaiseadh  iad  eang. 
Faigh  a  mias,  ^c. 
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'S  tu  iiainhaid  na  h-eala, 

l.Hiiih  H  inliealladh  a  glu-oldh  ; 
13'  Iheari-  leat   lliaiciiiii   s  iHi  aiihar, 

Na  na  laidhe  air  Ion, 
Air  iteig  ga  chaitht'aiiih, 

'S  luaidlie  iieiiiih'  air  a  thoir 
Bhu  ghuiina  beoil  chumpaicli. 

'S  cha  bhiodh  ùin'  aige  beò. 
FaiyU  a  nuas,  ^c. 

Lean  do  chruadal,  's  do  ghaisge, 

'S  am  fasaii  bu  dual 
A  bhi  colgarra,  cosaiit' 

Gu  brosiiachadh  sluaigh  : 
(ju  h-armailteach,  treubhach, 

Gu  geur  larinach,  cruaidh  ;      >> 
'S  tu  shlioclid  nam  fear  treuna, 

Nac-h  geilleadh  's  an  ruaig, 
Faiyh  a  iuias,  ifc. 

Tha  'n  naidheachd  so  fior 

Aig  lucbd  intise  nan  duan, 
Gur  sgeul  e  ro  chinnteach, 

Air  do  shiiinsir  bha  buaidh  ; 
Kach  do  dhibir  an  deas-lamh, 

Ach  seasamh  's  gach  uair, 
'S  i  bhuidhneadh  a  cbis 

Ki  uchd  strhhe  le  fuaim. 
Faiyh  a  nuas,  ^c. 

Ghabh  thu  tlachd  a's  deagh-cheutaidh, 

Do  'n  bheus  a  bh'  aig  each, 
Luchd  bhreacan  an  fheilidii 

A  dh'  eireadli  a'  d  phairt : 
Toirm  Hieadan  ga  'n  gleusadh, 

Leat  is  eibhinn  an  gàir\ 
jNlar  ri  binneas  nan  teud, 

'S  a  bhi  g'  eisdeachd  nam  bard. 
Faiyh  a  nttas,  ^c. 

Tog  suas  an  crann  di reach, 

'S  brat  rimheach  gun  sgàth, 
Le  cvluraibh  rioghail 

A  dli'  imiseas  co  iad  ; 
'S  clia  'n  6b  do  chuid  gillean 

Dol  an  iomairt  na  spàirn, 
'S  tu  fein  air  an  toiseach 

A  toirt  mosglaidh  da  ^i  càil. 
Faiyh  a  nuas,  Sj-c. 

Tog  colg  ort,  fhir  ghasta, 

Bi  gaisgeil  's  gu  'm  faod  ; 
Thig  marcaich,  a's  coisiclican 

Ort  as  gach  taobh  ; 
A  sheasamh  do  ch orach, 

Clann-Domhnuill  an  fhraoich  ; 


'i'iiii,'  do  chinneadh  a  d'  chomhnadh, 
A  chraobh  chùmhraig  nan  lauch  ! 

Faiyh  a  nuas,  l^'c. 

Tha  fir  chalma  ro  fiiearai), 

Ann  a  M  fhearannaibh  fein, 
Eadar  C^noideart  's  Gieann-Garadh, 

'  Theid  bajiaiciit'  air  ghleus  : 
'Chuireas  cul  air  an  naimJidean  ; 

Tha  'n  ceannard  ga  'n  reir  : 
'S  ciia  ghabh  thu  blii  ceannsaicht' 

Lc  Ghranndaich  Shrath-Spe. 
Faiyh  a  nuas,  ^c. 

'S  leat  cairdeas,  le  diirachd 

p'ir  ùr  Innse-Gall, 
Nach  gabh  giorag  na  mùiseag, 

'N  am  rusgadh  nan  lann  ; 
Na  'n  cluinneadh  iad  stri  riut, 

Bhiodh  iniltean  diubh  'nail  ; 
Mu  'n  leigeadh  iad  cùs  ort 

'S  iad  a  dhubhladh  do  rànc. 
Faiyh  a  nuas,  ^c. 

'J'hig  a  d'  choinneamh  le  farum 

Buidhean  bhras  nan  arm  cruaidh 
A  bhuaileadh  na  buillean 

'S  a  chuireadh  an  ruaig 
'Bha  gu  h-ardanach,reachdmhor, 

Gu  feachd  a  dol  suas 
Bho  Cheapaich  nan  craobh, 

'Dh-fhag  na  glaoidh  's  a  Mhaol-ruaidh. 
Faiyh  a  iiuas,  ^x'. 

Bho  Chomhann  nam  bradan, 

Is  gasd'  thig  fo  thriall, 
Clann  Iain  gun  ghealltachd, 

Bha  'neart-san  leat  riamh, 
Le  'n  airm  an  deagh  ordugh, 

Luchd  a  leonadh  nam  fiadh, 
'S  a  dheanadh  an  tolladh 

Mu  'n  cromadh  a  ghrain. 
Faiyh  a  nuas,  t^c, 

Co  'thiiirneadh  riut  riobadh 

Nuair  'thig  nam  beil  bhuat? 
larl'  Aiitjuni  a  Eirinn 

Leis  an  eireadh  na  sluaigh  ; 
Mac-'Ic- Ailein  nan  geur  lann, 

Dheanadh  euohd  air  a  chuan, 
Aig  am  beil  na  fir  ghleusda 

'Dhol  a  reubadh  nan  stuadh. 
Faiyh  a  nuas,  ^c. 

Thig  iad  sid  ort  le  dùtluhas 

Bho  thur  nan  dach  reidh, 
Braithrean  Dliomhnuill,  ('loinn-l)hùghaill, 

Marciiich  shunntach  nan  steud  : 
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CIhiiii  an  t-Shaoir  bho  thaobh  Cbruncliainn, 

l^lia  ci'iukIhIucI)  trcuii  ; 
Co  <1  cliaill  "lad  a  eliòir 

'IÌW  aif^uii  avovH  aim  an  SlLÌblit'. 
Faiyk  a  iiiiaSy  §•0. 


OIIAN   DO  NA   CIOBAIUEAN 

GALLDA. 

Thainig  oirnn  do  dli-Alhaiiin  crois, 

Tba  daoine  bochd  iioc.hdte  ris, 
Gun  bhiadh,  gun  aodacb,  gun  cbluain  ; 

Tba  'n  Airde-tuatb  an  deigb'  a  sgrios : 
Cba  'n  fhaicear  ach  caoiricb  a's  uain, 

Goill  mu  'n  cuairt  dbaibh  air  gach  slios  ; 
Tba  gacb  fearann  air  dol  fas, 

Na  Gà'eil  's  an  cinn  to  fbliodh, 

Cha  'n  fhaicear  crodb-laoigh  air  gleann, 

No  eich,  ach  gann,  a'  dol  an  eill ; 
'S  ann  do  'n  fhaisinneacbd  a  bii'  ann 

Gun  reacbadh  an  crann  bho  fheum  : 
Chaidh  na  sealgairean  fo  gheall, 

'S  tba  gacb  cuilbheir  cam,  gun  ghleus  : 
Cba  mbarbbar  inaoiseacb  no  meann, 

'S  dh-fhuadaich  sgriacbail  Gball  na  feidb. 

Cha  'n  'eil  àbhacbd  feadh  nam  beann, 

Chaidh  giomanaich  teann  fo  smacbd  : 
Tba  fear  na  cròice  air  cball, 

Chaidh  gach  eilid  a's  mang  as  : 
Cba  'n  fbaighear  ruagh-bhoc  nan  allt, 

Le  CÙ  seang  ga  chur  gu  srath  ; 
An  eirig  gach  cuis  a  bh'  ann, 

Feadaireacbd  nan  Gall  's  gach  glaic. 

Cha  cbluinnear  geum  ann  am  buaile, 

Chaidh  an  crodb-guaillionn  a  suim  ; 
Cba  'n  eisdear  luinneag  no  duanag, 

Bleodban  mairt  aig  gruagaicb  dhuinn  :^ 
Bho  'n  chaidh  ar  cuallach  an  tainead, 

'S  trie  a  tba  padbadh  g  ar  claoidb, 
N  àite  nan  cairdean  a  bh'  againn, 

Linnseach  gblas  am  bun  gach  tuim  ! 

Mar  gun  tuiteadh  iad  fo  'n  chraoidh, 

Cnnomhancaoich  'dol  aog  sa  bharracb  ; 
'S  ann  mar  sid  a  tba  seann  daoine, 

'S  clann  bbeagah-aogaisbainne  ; 
Tbilgeadb  iad  gn  iomall  cuirte, 

Bho  'n  dùthcbas  a  bh'  aig  an  seanair  ; 
B'  fbearr  leinn  gun  tigeadb  na  Frangaich 

A  tboirt  nan  ceann  detb  na  Gallaibb. 


l)b  fhnlbb  gach  pi  Kadb,  thn-ig  >jnch  banals- 

Sgiiir  an  lucbd-eabiidb  bbi  h(;inn  ; 
Cbuala  NÌhbN(;  trie  ga  aitbri.t, 

"  Cai(ls«ir«'an  a  tt-acbd  air  irb'-ibb  ;" 
*S  ionnan  sid  's  mar  thachair  dboinli-sa, 

Cba  dean  iad  m    nn-òiaicb  air  frill, 
Far  am  b'  àhhai.st  dhonib  bbi  imiii  iieacb, 

'S  fearr  \vo  cù  ga  chuir  ri  »pr(''idb. 

Gach  non  fbear  '  fbuair  lamh-an-uacbdHr, 

Db-fbogair  iad  uatlia  gacb  neach 
A  rea(-hadh  ri  a^jbaidb  cruadail, 

Na  'n  tigeadii  an  ruaig  k*  ncart  : 
Na  'n  cireadb  rogadb  'san  riogbacbd, 

Bbiodlj  na  ciobairean  na  'n  aire  ; 
*S  c  sid  an  sgeula  bu  bbinn  linn, 

Bbi  ga  'n  cuir  gu  dith  air  fad  !  ! 

Eiridh  iad  moch  la  Si:baid, 

'S  tacbraidb  iad  ri  cacb-a-cbeil', 
'S  nuair  a  sbineas  iad  air  sthri, 

*S  ann  g'  an  combradb,  tigb'n'  air  feur, 
Gacb  fear  a  faoigbneachd  ri  n<ibuidh, 

'•  Cia  mar  sin  a  dli'  fbag  thu  'n  trend  ? 
Ciod  i  phris  a  rinn  na  muilt? 

No  'n  do  cbuir  thu  iad  gu  fcill?" 

**  Cha  'n  aobbar  talaich  am  bliadbn'  e, 

Rinn  iad  a  sia-diag  a's  clrr  ; 
Ma  tba  thus'  ag  iarraidb  fìos  air, 

Cheann^,h  mi  'mbin  leis  a  cbloimh  ; 
Db-fhalbb  na  crogaicbean  air  dàil  ; 

'S  ma  gbleidbeas  mi  'n  t-àlach  òg, 
Ge  do  gbeibb  an  trian  diù  'm  has, 

Ni  mi  'màl  air  na  bbios  beo. " 

'Nuair  dbireas  fear  dhiù  ri  beinn, 

An  am  dba  eiridh  gu  moch, 
Bi'db  sgread  Ghallda  'm  beul  a  chleibh, 

'G  eigbeacbd  na  deigb  a  chuid  con  ; 
Ceol  nach  b'  eibhinn  linn,  a  sgairt ; 

Bracsi  na  shae  air  a  chorp  • 
E  suainte  na  bhreacan  glas; 

Ua'  -mhialan  na  fbalt  's  na  dhos. 

'Nuair  thig  e  oirnn  sa  ghaoth, 

'S  mairg  a  bbios  air  taobb-an-fbasga, 
Cha  'n  fhaod  fhaileadb  a  bbi  caoin, 

'S  e  giulan  nam  maodal  dbacbaigh  ; 
'S  trie  e  ga  fhoileadb  'sa  gbaorr, 

Sios  bho  chaol-druim  gu  cbasan, 
'S  ge  be  reacbadh  leis  a  db'  61, 

'S  feudar  dbaibh  an  sròn  a  chasadh. 

Nuair  shuidheas  ditbis  no  triuir 
'S  an  taigb-òsd'  an  cuis  'bbi  reidh, 

Cbitear  aig  toiseacb  a  bhuird, 
Ciobair  agus  cù  na  dheidh  ; 
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13u  choir  a  thilgeadh  an  cùil, 

'S  glùii  a  chur  am  beiil  a  chleibh, 

loinain  a  inach  thun  an  diiin, 
'S  gabhadh  e  gu  smiiiradh  fciii. 

S  olc  a  cliuidoachd  do  cliach, 

Keaoli  nach  àbliaìst  a  bhi  glaii  ; 
Cha  cboinpanach  dhaoine  'is  tiach 
Fear  le  fbiaclati  a  sputli  ciilacti, 
Aii!i  ail  garrabhuic  air  a  ghluineaii, 
Le  chraos  ga  'n  sùghadh  a  injicli  ; 
'S  ma  leigeas  tu  'n  deoch  ri  biieul, 
Na  dheaghaidh  na  fiach  a  bias, 

Ainach  luchd  chràgairt  na  h-òluirin, 

Ma  's  a  h-àiU  leibh  coinunn  ceart ! 
Druidibh  orra  suas  a  chòrnhla, 

'S  na  leigibii  a  sròii  a  stcach  : 
Blio  nach  cluinnear  aca  'sthri, 

Ach  craicinn  agus  clòiinli  ga  rcicr, 
Cunntadh  na  h-aimsir,  's  gach  uair 

^Ceannach  uan  mu  'n  teid  am  breith. 

Suidhidh  sinn  mu  bhòrd  gu  h-eibhinn, 

Gu  ceolach,  teudach,  gun  smalan, 
Caoimhneil,  carrantach,  ri  cheile, 

'S  na  biodh  aon  do  'n  treud  n'  ar  carabh  ; 
Olaibh  deoch-slainte  Mhic-Choiniiich, 

'S  Chòirineil  Ghlinne-Garaidh, 
Chionn  gur  beag  orra  na  caoirich, 

*S  luchd  dhaorachaidh  an  fhearuinn. 
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Nam  faighinn  gille  r'a  cheannach, 

A  bheireadh  beannachd  gu  Màiri, 
'S  mo  shoraidh  Ic  caoimhneas 

A  dh-fhios  na  maighdinn'  a  chraidh  mi  ; 
Ga  nach  a  tug  mi  dhut  faoidhrean, 

Ann  am  foill  dhut  cha  d'  fhàs  mi : 
'S  mar  a  math  learn  thu  fallain, 

Nar  a  mheal  mi  mo  shlainte  ! 

Nar  a  mheal  mi  mo  chòta, 

Mar  b'e  mo  dheoin  a  bhi  lamh  riut, 
'S  a  bhi  briodal  ri  'm  leannan, 

An  seomar  daingeann  nan  clàraidh, 
An  iuchair  fhautainn  am'  phòca, 

S  gun  an  toir  a  bhi  laimh  ruinn, 
'S  mi  gun  deanadh  do  phògadh, 

Gun  t'heùraich  de  m'  chairdean. 


Gun  fheòraich  do  m'  chairdean, 

'S  fada  a  dh^l'liaibhuinn  a  d'  choinnidh 
Far  an  deanaitin  rint  còdhail, 

Cha  biiidhinn  beo  gun  a  ciimaii  : 
Tha  mo  dhuil  arm  an  mhaigiidein 

Nach  treig  do  cliaoirnhneas  mi  uile  ; 
'S  m;ir  do  chaochail  tliu  àlihaist, 

Gheibhinn  t-t'hàilt'  agus  t-1'huran. 

'S  e  t-Hiuran  a  leon  mi 

A  dir  f'liag  am  i)ron  so  air  m'  aigneadh, 
A  thromaich  m'  inntinn  fo'  cisleiu, 

Cha  dean  mi  eiridh  le  graide : 
Tha  mo  chridhe  neo-shunntach, 

Tha  mi  bruite  fo'm  aisnean, 
Aig  a  mheud  's  thug  mi  'ghaol  dut, 

'S  nach  fliaod  sinn  '  bhi  tachairt. 

Nach  f'aod  sinn  'bhi  tachairt 

An  hite  falaich  no  'n  uaigneas, 
Far  an  deanainn  riut  beadradh, 

A  's  tacan  cleasachd  air  uairean  ; 
Ach  se  lagaich  mo  mhisneach, 

Nach  faod  mi  trie  'bhi  mu  'n  cuairt  dhut : 
B'  fhearr  a  phog  na  'bhi  lalamh, 

Mar  a  faigh  mi  do  bhuannachd, 

Cha  'n  'eil  m'  cibhneas  air  thalamh, 

Mar  a  faigh  mi  thu  'i\Jhàiii ! 
Cha  dual  domh  bhi  fallain 

Ma  bhios  mi  fada  mar  tha  mi : 
Cha  ghuidhinn  mo  ghalar 

Do  m'  charaid  no  'm  nàmhaid  ; 
Chaidh  acaid  am  chridhe, 

'S  cha  dean  lighichean  stà  dhomh  ! 

Beul  milis,  dearg,  daite, 

Deud  snaighte  mar  dhisnean, 
Sail  ghorm  is  glan  sealladh 

Fo  'n  chaol  mhal'  aig  an  ribhinu 
Tha  cul  buidhe  mar  or  ort, 

Is  boidhche  nan  dithcan  ; 
Bias  na  meal'  air  do  phògan, 

'S  be  mo  dheoin  bhi  riut  sinnte. 

Ge  d'  chum  mi  falach  an  sgeula 

Tha  mi  'n  deigh  bho  cheann  greis  ort ; 
Aig  a  mhiad  's  thug  mi  ghaol  dut 

Tha  m'  aodunn  air  preasadh  : 
Dh-flias  glaise  'nam  gliriiaidhcati, 

'S  bochd  a  bhuaidh  th'  air  an  t-shoirc  sin, 
A  chaochail  mo  shnuagh  dhiom. 

Mar  dhuine  truagh  'thig  a  teasaich. 

]\Iar  dhuine  truagh  thig  a  teasaich, 

A  bhiodh  fad  ann  am  fiabhras, 
'S  ann  a  dh-flias  mi  mar  iTiuathaich', 

Cho  cruaidh  ris  an  iaruun  ; 
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A«  )i  hlio  tlioisciK-li  ar  NÌiiiiKritlli, 
"*8  tii  ni  tliit;  ^liii  iari'uidli, 

All  ^aol  n^iis  ca^al, 
'«S  gun  Icilh-sgcul  an  t-ia«lach." 


DUANAG   DO    N  UISGE-BIIEATII A. 


FoNN. — *•  J'han  oidhche  tiyhinii  as  miselcamfin." 


Tha  f'hileadh  gun  fhutas 
l^ho  'chiicas  IMIiic-aii-Toisirh, 
Chuirt'adh  blàths'  aim  am  pòraìbh, 
Là  reòt  a'u  gaoth  tuath. 

O  !  sid  i  V  deoch  mhilis 
Nach  pilleaniaid  uainn^ 
Chuircadh  hlàths  air  gach  cridke, 
Oe  do  hhithcadh  iad  fuar  : 
O  !  sid  i  'ra  deoch  mhilis 
Nach  pilleamaid  uainn. 

13u  taitneach  an  ceòl 
A  bhi  g'  eisdeachd  a  chrònain, 
Ga  leigcadh  a  stop, 
A'  cuir  cròic  air  a  ctiuaich. 

O  !  sid  i  ''n  deoch,  ^c. 

'S  e  gogail  a  choilich, 
Ga  ghocadh  li  gloine, 
Ceol  iiintinneach,  loinneil, 
A  thoilieadh  an  duals; 
O  !  sid  i  '«  deoch,  6^c. 

Ma  chreidear  mo  sheaiiachas, 
Bu  mhath  leinn  'bhi  sealg  ort, 
Le  h-urchair  gun  dearmad, 
Fras  airgeid  mu  d'  chluais. 

O  !  sid  i  "n  deoch,  ^-c. 

'Nuair  chluinnte  do  ghlugan 
Ga  thariuinn  a  buideal, 
Bu  mhath  le     ar  slugain 
Am  fliuchadh  gu  luath. 

O  !  sid  i  'n  deoch,  ^-c. 

'S  tu  culaidh  an  damhsa 
Nuair  tliigeaiih  an  geamhradh, 
A  bheireadh  air  seann-duine 
'Cheann'  thogail  suas. 
O  !  sid  i  'w  deoch,  ^c. 


Bu  mliatli  tliu  air  banaÌM, 
(>u  'r  cuinail  nn  'r  caitbri-^, 
Nuair  bhitlu-adh  liichd-i'alaidh 
Ki  CHÌtiireain  na  'r  clitaiti. 
i)  !  sid  i  'a  deoch,  i^c. 

ÌU-  sid  an  sluth  neartmlior, 
I)h-l'has  inÌMicachail,  rca'bd-irihiu', 
Ni  Maighdt-ar  do  'ii  ghealltHÌr, 
Gu  Kpealtadh  nan  cnuac. 

O  !  sid  i  Vi  deoch,  cjj  c. 

SCigh  biigheil  na  tbirnne, 
bbo  fhcadan  na  ])ràìhe  ; 
'i'ba  si)i«>radail,  laidir, 

An  caih'acbd  's  an     snuagh. 

O  !  sid  i  'n  deoch,  ^t. 

Ann  an  coinnidh,  's  an  codhail, 
JJbeir  daoine  gu  còinbradh, 
'S  binn  luinneagan  orain 
Mu  bliord  ga  'n  cuir  suas. 

0  !  sid  i  'k  deoch,  4"c, 

Tha  ihu  cleachdta  's  gach  dùthaic.b, 
N  am  reiteachadh  cùmhant, 
Ma  bbios  sinn  as  t-iunnais, 
Bi'dh  sùgradh  fad  bhuain. 

0 1  sid  i '«  deoch,  ^c. 

Tha  thu  d'  lighich'  neo-thuisleach, 
A  dh'  fhiaciias  gach  cuisle, 
Gun  iarmailt  no  duslach, 
Air  nach  cuir  thu  ruaig. 

O  !  sid  i  'n  deoch,  <5't'. 

Gun  eugail  na  fail  inn 
Tha  *n  clannaibh  nan  Gà'èl, 
Nach  toir  thu  gu  slain t', 

Agiis  phaighear  dbut  dhuais. 
O  !  sid  i  'w  deoch,  Sfc. 

Nuair  'shiiidheamaid  socrach, 
'S  e  'ghlaodhte  na  bodaich, 
Cha  b'  ionnan  's  am  bi'ochan, 
Thoir  boslach  dheth*  nuas. 

O  !  sid  i  '«  deoch,  mhilis 
Nach  pilleamaid  uahin, 
Chuireadh  hlciihs  air  gach  cridhe, 
Ge  do  hhitheadh  iad  fuar  : 
O  !  sid  t  'n  deoch  mhilis 
Nach  pilleamaid  uainn. 


Kote. — We  have  printed  this  song  as  we  took  it  down 
from  the  poet's  own  recitation  in  18J8, 
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ORAN  DO  'N  MIIISG. 


Air  roNN^"^4u  urn  dvl  sios  hhi  dehiiach.'^ 

An  ùm  dhomh  gluasad  aims  a  inhadaiiin, 

Cha  ^n  'eil  ux"  aigneadh  suiintach, 
'S  e  Mac-iia-bracha  'riiiii  nio  leagadh 

Anil  an  leabaidli  dhiiiiite  ; 
Mo  chliabh  na  lasair,  air  a  chasadh, 

S  airtneuhich  mo  dhùsgadh, 
'k)  e  sud  an  gleachdaii*  ftiuair  i'o  sinachd  mi, 

'S  dh'  fhag  e  uf  aisncan  bruite. 

Nuair  a  shuidh  sinn  san  taigh-òsda, 

Chaidh  na  stoip  thai*  cliunntas, 
Gu  trie  a  tighinn,  cha  bu  ruighinn, 

lad  na  'ii  ruith  a  m'  ionnsuidh, 
Gun  iarraidh  dàlach  a  sior  phaigheadh 

'G  ÒI  deoch-slainte  'Phrionnsa  ; 
'S  cha  'n  iarrainn  fein  a  dh'  aobliar  ghàir', 

Acli  liàunuU  a  tuirt  cliù  dhumh. 

Nuair  a  ghluais  mi  gu  tigh'nn  dachaigh, 

Lagadh  a  chion  liiis  mi, 
Gun  d'  fhalbh  mo  neart  gun  leirsinn  cheart, 

Gun  chain  mi  'm  beachd  bha  m'  shuilean  ; 
Feadh  na  h-oidhche  's  mi  gun  soillseinu 

Air  mo  shlaoic  'san  dùnan  ; 
Cha  robh  air  chomas  domh  ach  arusg, 

'S  bha  mo  chairdeau  diùmbach. 

'S  leir  dhomh  'n  diugh  gur  mor  an  tùmailt 

Ckch  a  bhi  ga  m'  ghiulan, 
'S  mi  i'ein  an  duil  gun  robh  mi  laidir 

Gus  an  d'  ihag  mo  thtir  mi  ; 
Ge  do  chuir  i  'n  eis  mo  cholunn, 

'S  e  mo  sporan  Mhiubhail 
Air  gniomh  na  misge  'shlaid  gun  fhios  mi, 

Mar  tig  gliocas  ùr  dhomh. 

^S  olc  an  ealaidh  bhi  ga  leanailt, 

'S  aimideach  an  turn  'bhi 
'Suidh'  air  bhord  a  ghiodhaich  oil, 

'6  mo  phòcannan  ga  'n  tionndadh, 
A'  sgiipadh  stòrais  le  meud-mhoir, 

Ag  iarraidh  ])hòg  's  na  ciiiltean  ; 
*S  fad  sa  mhaireadh  mo  chuid  ùir, 

Cha  chuireadh  òsdair  cùl  rium. 

'S  coir  dhomh  nise  thoirt  lbs'  near 

An  t-aithreachiis  a  dbiibladh, 
]\Io  bboid  gu  gramail  ihoirt  a'n  Eala, 

Dh'  ihcuch  an  lean  mo  chliCi  rium  ; 


Cha  teid  deur  a  staigh  fo  m'  dheudaich, 

'S  (eudar  tigh'n  hh  iùnais  ; 
Cha  'n  fhaigh  lear  falanih  seol  air  aran 

Acii  le  tallas>  gnui»e. 

Labhair  Uaonull — "  Na  biodh  8[>r(>chd  ort, 

'S  iheid  mi  nochd  air  t-ionrisuidb, 
Gleidhidh  mi  dhut  bean  a's  tochradii, 

Cho  coltach  's  tl)a  's  dùthaich  ; 
Ge  do  bhiodh  tu  gann  de  stoc, 

Na  faicear  bochd  do  ghiulan  ; 
'S  c'arson  nach  glaudhamaid  a'r  botul 

Ann  an  toiseach  ciimhnant  ?" 


SMEOIIACII  CIlLOlNN-DUGIIAiLL. 


M'INNEAG. 

I/o-i,  ri  na^  Jio-iy,  hu-o, 

Ilo-iib  ho-i  na,  i-ri,  ii-o ; 

*S  smeurach  mise  le  Cloinn-Dvr/haill 

A  seirm  ciuil^  an  dluths'  yach  gCiye. 

Cha  dean  mi  brbn  an  cos  falairh, 
'Iha  seileir  mo  loin  gun  aiiinis: 
Gheibh  gach  seursa  seol  air  aran, 
'S  cha  churani  dhomhsa  'bhi  lulamh. 
Jlo-i,  ri  iia,  ^c. 

Nuair  a  dh'eireas  grian  an  earralch, 
Diridh  an  ianlaith  's  na  crannaibli  ; 
Tha  'm  beatha-san  dianl'  air  thalamh 
13ho  'n  laimh  gus  am  bial,  's  i  ro  mhath. 

Ifo-i,  ri  7ia,  <^c. 

Gur  a  mise  a  smeùrach  gbleannach, 
Sheinninn  ceol  air  bhàrr  gach  meangain  ; 
Uibheid  ùr  an  siunnsair  fallain, 
'S  math  mo  chàil,  gun  sàs  air  m'  anail. 
Jlo-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 

Madainn  cheitein,  'n  am  dhomh  dCisgadh, 
'Seinn  gu  h-eibhinn,  eutrom,  siubhlach  ; 
Dealt  nan  speur  air  gheugan  ciiraidh, 
Grian  ag  eiridh,  's  teur  a'  bruchdadh. 
//o-i,  ri  na,  4c. 

Ghineadh  mi  's  an  tir  nach  coimheach, 

'S  cbaisginn  m'  iotadh  le  brigh  Cbomhainn  ; 

Tobar  ioc-shlainte  nach  reodhadh, 

'G  eiridh  'nios  bho  'u  dilinn  dhomhaiu. 
Ilo-i,  ri  w«,  4c. 

u 
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Air  tnobJi  >;r»'im*,  jjlfami  iii<»  cliiidlic, 
Fitr  ail  rolili  (-i)ihiicas  ino  dliibliu  ; 
(Jo  do  bliiodit  an  t-cii^  a  ligliinri, 
Bheireadh  slaiiuit'do 'm  clireubhsa  litliist. 
Jlo-i,  ri  iiu,  i^r. 

'S  an  tir  àigh  do  *n  pn;i  'l)lii  riidln-il, 
Chaidh  in'  àrac.it  gnu  t'liaillinn  itidlic, 
Air  neud  siibhailte  gun  8iiithe  ; 

S  f;heibhinii  blaths'  air  syii  Ciilolnn  Iain. 

//()-/,  /■/  /at,  t^r. 

Tlia  mi  nise  measg  Chloinn-Cbam'ioin, 
Cinneadh  inùr  bha  'n  scòrs  ud  ainmeil  ; 
'N  cath  's  an  cùinhail,  seòlta,  calnia  ; 
'Dol  gu  còinhrag,  stroiceach,  marbhtach. 
Ho-i^  ri-iitty  S^c. 

'S  piudliar  mi  do  'n  cliuthaig  shamhiaidh, 
Le  'm  dheoin  cha  teid  mi  gu  Galltachd  ; 
Bho  'n  is  i  Gliàelìg  is  cainnt  domh, 
'Measg  mo  chàii'deau  talar  anti  mi, 
//o-^,  ri  na,  ^r. 

Nuair  theid  fianlach  feadh  na  coille, 
Ciuiniiichidh  ianlaith  gach  doiie  ; 
Thig  gach  ian  gu  nead  le  coilleig. 

Sràbh  ga  shniomh  am  bial  gadi  coilich. 
Ho'i,  ri  na^  <^c. 

'S  ionnan  sid  's  mar  dh'eireas  domhsa  ; 
JNIa  phiocas  each  mi  le  dòruirm, 
Falbhaidh  mis'  "  an  liochd  na  smeòraicli," 
'S  theid  mi  'm  gheaian  far  an  cor  dhomh. 

Ho-i^  ri  na^  ^c 

Gu  Diin  nan  Cliar  thriallainn  dàna, 
'Dhol  fo  sgiathaibh  nan  triath  stàtail  ; 
Ged  nach   eil  Eoin  Ciar  a  lathair, 
'S  maireann  am  fear  Hath  a's  Pàdruig. 
Ho-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 

Dùn-olla  nan  tuireid  arda, 
Nam  fear  fuileach,  builleach,  stràcach, 
'Sheasadh  duineil  luchd  an  cairdeis, 
'Choisneadh  urram  ri  uchd  namhaid. 
Ho-i,  ri  na.,  4'C. 

'S  smeorach  mi  bho  chaisteal  uaibhrcach, 
Nan  steud  priseil,  rioghail,  suairce, 
Dream  gun  spid,  bha  'n  sinnsir  uasal, 
Bu  mhor  pris  ri  linn  Raon-Iluairidh. 

Ho-i,  ri  na,  c^c. 

Dughallaich  nan  geur-lann  aisneacl), 
Guineach,  beiimach,  speiceach,  sgaiteach, 
Dol  ri  fcum  le  treundas  gaisgidh, 
Garii  's  a  streup,  's  bha  'n  leus  ri  fhaicinn. 
Jlo-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 


(!ha  robh  'ni   HniHai-li  na  chiiÌH  Iharitiaid, 
Hi  fbuil  cha  cliuiiiadh  ia<l  «'ai-lisa, 
iMu    11  lio  sgitir  sibh,  blia  i*  M-arldi  dim, 
'S  bu  bheag  IuIh  a  chuid  de  <Jii'  Alb.i, 
llu-i,  ri  iia,  S^c. 

Chnir  siiih,  Uoibcart  an  cull  clMiiiihainn, 
Ghitbh  c  gu  r(i<:radb  car  HÌubhaii  ; 
Cha  robh  dhaoine  Naor  bho  phuthar, 
Fad  's  a  bha  bbur  taobh-sa  'buidhinn. 
llo-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 

Cha  ir  iongnadh  o  'gliabhail  grain  diu, 
'8  trie  a  cliuir  iad  cunnart  bais  air  ; 
Thug  sibh  uaithe  'srùl  's  am  brai^de, 
'S  tha  sid  an  Dun-olla  'latiiair. 
Jlo-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 

'S  i  'n  t-sheann  sCori  tha  mi  gluasad, 

'S  naidheachd  ùr  do  'n  fhear  nach  cual  i, 

Sgeula  fior,  ge  fada  bhuaitlie, 

Gun  do  sheas  an  linn  ud  cruadal. 
Ilo-i,  ri  na,  <^"c. 

Huidheann  gun  fhiamh,  nach  d'  iarr  socair, 
Uinn  iad  aon  blar-diag  a  chosnadh  ; 
Gus  an  tainig  sgriob  na  dosgainn, 
Latha  Dail-righ  a  mhi-fhortain. 
Ilo-i,  ri  na,  Sfc. 

'S  e  bu  mhiannach  leis  a  bhuidheatin, 
Bhi  cur  ard-raimh'chean  Ìo  'n  uidheam, 
Seoladh  ard  air  bharr  nan  sruithean, 
Sgoltadh  nam  bare  le  car  sliiubhal. 
Jlo-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 

Luchd  a  cliaitheamh  nan  cuan  borba, 
'S  muir  a  gairich  ri  h-aird  stoirme  ; 
Bheireadh  iad  gu  aite  soirbh  i, 

Dh'  aindeoin  barr  nan  sràc-thonn  gorina. 
Ho-i,  ri  na,  4'C. 

Fir  mo  ghaoil  bho  tbaobh  na  tràghad, 
Nach  robh  claon  ri  h-aodann  gabhaidh, 
Nach  meataicheadh  gaoir  an  t-sàile, 
'Nuair  a  sgaoileadh  iad  a  h-àlach. 

Ho-i,  ri  na,  ^c. 

Cha  d'  innis  mi  trian  da  'r  n'  àbhaist, 
'S  tha  mo  mhuineal  tioram  tràisgte  ; 
'S  olaidh  mi  nis'  bur  deoch-slaiiite, 

A  shliochd  a  Cholla-Chathaich  Spaintich. 
Ho-i,  ri  na,  §t. 
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TUOI3  MNA-AN-'l'AIGIli:  RI   FKAU, 


AIR  SON  A  lilU  'G  OL  AN  DHAMA. 


Lath  A  f1honi)i  's  mi  'tj  òl  an  drama, 
Còiiihlath  ri  oigf-arari  glaiia, 
Ge  do  blia  mo  bhcan-sa  banail, 
'S  sgainiiealuch  a  trud  i  riuin. 

"  O  !  teann  a  null,  's  nu  tionndaidli  rènm^ 
JJho  'n  's  e  mo  dhiiuub  a  choisinn  thi ; 
Fuirich  sàmhach  air  mo  chd-thaobh. 
SUgradh  cha  bid  nochd  a(/ainti." 

Labhait'  ise  'sin  iia  biiathran  :  — 
"  Fasaidh  tu  d'  shi'nthuire  briagach, 
S  eagal  leain  nach  paidh  thii  t-fhiachati, 
'S  e  do  ghniomh  tha  coltach  ris. 
O  !  teann  a  mdl,  ^c. 

'•  Cha  'n  fhuilig  mi  bonn  a  d'  blipadradh 
Ail*  moch,  no  anamoch,  no  feasgar  ; 
'S  learr  leat  comunn  nan  slbp  beaga, 
'S  thoill  tliu  leasan  goirt'  thoirt  dhut. 
0  !  teann  a  nidi,  <^c. 

**  Thug  thu  òg  do  chcaiinas-cinnidh 
Do  JMhac  an-Tùisich  an  gille  ; 
'S  bho  na  liiin  an  t-òl  do  mhilleadh, 
A  d'  mhire  cha  'n  'cil  toirt  agam. 
O  !  teann  a  null,  ^-c. 

*'  Cha  'n  fharraid'  thu  'm  bithinn  bf!0, 
Nam  faigheadh  tu  tombac'  a's  pòit, 
131ii  sgapadh  airgoid  air  gach  bòrd, 
'S  cha  'n  'cil  an  seol  ud  f'urtanach. 
O  !  teann  a  null,  c^t. 

**  'S  olc  an  an  obair  dhut  bhi  daonnan 
A  tighinn  dachaigh  air  an  daoraich  ; 
Cuiridh  tu  mise  gu  caoineadh, 
'S  <lh'  aognaich  fear  do  choltais  mi. 

O  !  tea  nil  a  null,  i^c. 

"  Tha  thu  gun  Icine,  gun  chota, 
'S  cha  dean  mise  suailhn'  ri  d'  bhco  dhut  ; 
Bho  na  dh'  t'has  thu  d'  dhuine  gvrach, 
Chuir  an  t-bl  bho  chosnadh  tliu. 
O  !  teann  a  null,  <5"C. 

"  Tha  thu  gun  bhiiogiiis,  gun  Iheileadh, 
'S  e  air  tolladh  air  do  shleisnean  ; 
'S  cia  mar  a  ni  mi  dhut  eidcadh  ? 
Chuir  tliu  fcin  gu  bochdainn  mi. 
O  !  teann  a  null,  4"C. 


♦*  VWuS  mi  thu  dl«*  aindeoiri  mo  chairdean, 
Gun  toil  ui'  atliar  no  ino  mhàt}iHr  ; 
'6  blio  na  ghabli  mi  nise  grain  dhiot, 
Falbli  as  fag  a's  droch-uair  mi. 
O  !  teann  a  null,  <5r. 

"  I'iiijs  mi  thu  ie  dooin  gun  aindeoin, 
'S  bha  thu  seolt'  air  thi  mo  mlieallaidh  ; 
lilio  na  bha  mi  òg  am  amaid, 
Kinn  mi  ct'angal  do-ctiarach. 
O .'  teann  a  null,  S^c. 

"  Ge  do  bhfirinn  Kpi-cidh  a's  earras 
Do  dir  fliear  t-:<bhaist  agus  t-eahiiri, 
Chosgadh  tu  c  Itis  na  galain  ; 
Ailein  !  chaidh  an  rosad  ort ! 
O  !  teann  a  null,  ^  c. 

"  Ge  nach  robh  jno  chrodh  air  buaile, 
Bhuininn  do  dli-fhior  Ihuil  gun  truailluadh  ; 
'S  na  sealiainn  beagan  mu  'n  cuaiit  dhomb, 
Cha  d'  fhuair  thu  mi  socliarach." 
0  !  teann  a  null,  §c. 


E-SAN  A'  LA  BHA  I  RT 


AIR  A  6HOX  FEIN 


Kisn!  a  bhean.  do  d'  ghoaran  uaibhreach, 
'h  fuirich  siobhalt  aim  a  d'  ghluasad, 
S  lut  bi  maoidheadij  ormsa  t-uaisle, 
Bho  nach  d'  fhuair  mi  tochradh  leat. 

0  tionndaidli  rium,  a's  deasaicJi  rium, 
'aS'  a  ruin  !  na  bi  ri  vioit  orm  , 
'iS  tcannaidh  mise  riut  a  null, 
Le  sttyradh  mar  bu  choltach  dhuinn, 

'N  cluinn  thu  mis',  a  bhean  an  taiglie  ? 
Kirich,  's  theid  mi  leat  a  laidhe  ; 
Smaoinich  fcin  gun  geill  na  mnathan, 
'S  gabliaidh  iad  le  choiteach  rud. 
O  tionndaidli  rium,  <5r. 

A  blii  trod  rium  cha  'n  'cil  fcum  arm, 
Cha  diuis  àbhachd  dhuinn  le  cheil  e  :  — 
"Air  beul  duinntp  cha  teid  fcichoan." 
'S  e  bhi  roitli  is  doi-ha  leinn. 
O  tionndaidli  rium,  c^c. 
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SAR-OBAIll  NAM   HARD  (JAKLACH. 


'S  g«  do  dheanainn  stop  u  thrà).'hHdh, 
IVlHÌlle  I'i  cuid«-ncli(la  chainlcil, 
'S  inairg  tliu  'inliaoidln-adh  orin  jjii  Lr.'icli  c, 
Gi>(l  do  i>liàìdhìiin  iiota;;  lis. 
O  tionndaidh  riuiii,  i^c. 

Ge  do  dh'  òlaiiiii  làii  an  taoniain, 
Thijjiiiii  dachai^li  critllicil,  f;a»»Ia(li  ; 
'S  cha  bu  chùi.s  gu  taii;l»  a  Hgaoih-adh, 
Ge  do  ghlaodiiaiiin  botul  dheth. 

O  tioiììidaidh  riiim^  ^c. 

Ge  do  labljair  thu  's  gach  doigh  rliim, 
Dh'  a'mdcon  aoii  ni  riamh  a  dhòl  mi, 
'S  geal  do  chunachd,  's  dubh  do  bhrogaii, 
'S  dionach,  comhnard,  socracb,  iad. 
O  tionndaidh  rinin^  S^c. 

Ge  do  dli'  fhanadh  tu  air  t-eolas, 
Gun  tigh'nii  riamh  a  nail  a  Cnùidcart, 
Gheibhinn  te  le  beagan  stòrais, 
Bhiodh  cho  boidheach  coltas  riut. 
O  tionndaidh  riuin^  ^c. 

Ach  sin  'nuair  a  labhair  ise  :  — 
*'  Sinitiiich  togail  dhoit  a  nis', 
Chain  thu  thu  fein,  's  dhit  thu  mise  ; 
'S  misd  thu  nach  'eil  fosadh  oit." 
O  tiontidaidh  riuniy  ^c. 


GEARAN  NA  MNATHA  AN 


AGHAIDH  A'  FIR,  AGUS  IAD  A  FREAGAIRT  A  CHEILE. 


FONN — "  ' S  mnladach  mi pthi^s  mo  DithrnhnulV 

A'  Bhean, 

'S  cia  mar  dh-fhaodas  mi  bhi  beo, 

'S  an  duine  breoite,  truagh  agam  ? 
Tha  e-san  sean,  figus  mis'  òg, 

'S  ann  aig'  tha  'n  corr  mar  chuala  mi : 
Ge  do  laidheas  mi  'ga  choir 

Tha  bhial  'sa  shroin  air  fuarachadh, 
'S  gur  mor  a  chulaidh  ghrain  a  phog, 

Le  fhiasaig  mhoir  'g  a  suathadh  rium. 

AM  FEAR. 

O  !  bhean,  cha  'n  'eil  do  labhairt  ceart, 
Bha  neart  annam  'n  uair  fhuair  thu  mi  ; 

Uheanaiiin  mire,  mùirn,  a's  macnus, 
A's  ghleachdainn  ris  na  gruagaichean  : 


Sean-fhacal  h  dh-fhaodar  iniise, 

S^fula  iior  a  chuahiH  e  : — 
"  Cha  lean  an  HÌonnach  air  a  shior-ruith, 

*S  bitiiidh  e  Hgitli  dheth  uair-eigin." 


\S  dona  ghreÌMa  niliair  tlui  dhiniihsa, 

A's  cha  b'e  'm  pòsadh  buadhail  e  ; 
Dh-fhallih  do  inhisncac.h,  'n  do  thre'tir 

An  iiair  bu  choir  dhtit  cruadhacliailh  ; 
Ged  bhiodh  tu  da-fhichead  \  corr, 

Cha  b'  aois  ro  iiihor  an  tuairmcaclid  sin  ; 
'S  gur  lionmlior  fear  nach  'eil  cho  òg  riut, 

Chuireas  pòr  mar  thuathanach. 

AM   TEAR. 

Dheanainn  cliathadh,  's  cliuirinn  (-rann, 

Na'  faighinn  earlaid  luathaireach, 
Agus  cuideachadh  ri  bantraich, 

'S  gheibhinn  taing,  a's  tuarasdal ; 
Ge  do  chaidh  mi  nis  a  pris, 

Bho  'n  tha  mi  tinn  air  uaireanan  ; 
Gu  'n  robh  mi  roimhe  'm  sgalaig  ghiiun, 

'S  bu  mhor  'ga  d'  dhi  na  fhuair  thu  dhiom. 

a'  bheak. 

'S  a  h-uilc  cas  an  robh  thu  riamh, 

Bha  teang'  ad  bhial  a  dh'fhuasgladh  ort  ; 
Na'n  creideadh  gach  neach  do  sgiala, 

Dhianadh  tu  na  cruachan  domh  : 
Ach  caite  faca  sinn  do  ghnigmh, 

Nam  fiachta  ris  an  riimhar  thu  ? 
Bha  do  dhruim  's  do  lamh  cho  diomhainn, 

Sid  an  giomh  a  fhuair  mi  dhut. 

AM  fear. 

O  !  bhean,  nach  labliair  ihu  gu  foil, 

Cha  'n  'eil  do  chomhradh  buannachdach  : 
'S  ma  thionndas  tu  rium  a  choir, 

Bheir  mise  'n  corr  nach  fhuair  thu  dhut  ; 
Glacaidh  mi  sùiste  'ann  am  dhòrn, 

'S  air  ùrlar  comhnard  buailidh  mi, 
Bho  airde  na  sparra  nuas  gu  làr, 

'S  cha  'n  fliag  mi  grainn  air  tguaib  agad. 


'S  na  'n  togadh  tu  ort  a  chroit  sin, 

Choisneadh  tu  do  dhuais  orm  : 
Cha  chluinnte  gu  bràch  mis'  'g  osnaich, 

A's  nochdainnse  mo  shuairceas  dhut ; 
Chuirinn  an  t-im  ann  sa  bhrochan, 

A's  chumainn  deoch  an  uachdar  riut  ; 
'S  chaidlcamaid  gu  sàmhach  socrach 

'S  cha  bhiodh  sprochd  no  gruaim  orm. 


AILKAN  DMA.. 
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AM  KEAIl. 

Sliiioil  mi  bhean  gii  'ii  robii  thii  bàiiidi, 

A's  iiach  biotlh  samit  gu  tuasaid  ort : 
Ge  do  dli-thasaitinsu  cho  i'anri, 

'S  nach  tionndaitin  air  do  chluasaig  riut; 
Air  learn  fein  iiach  eil  tliu  'n  call, 

'S  do  chlaiii)  a  chuir  ri  ghuaillibli  dhtit  ; 
'S  ina  dh-fhas  thii  guiiiideach  iiad'  chHann, 

Gur  bean  tlia  'u  ircali  air  buaireadh  thu. 


'S  ann  agam-sa  bba'nceaniifath, 

Muair  cliithiiin  each  a'  cluaineis  riut ; 
Chaidh  a'  chuis  bho  fhaladhà, 

A's  cha  robh  stà  bhi  d'  bhuachailleachd  ; 
Ged  a's  mis'  a  ghlac  do  lamli, 

Bha  te  no  dha  nacij  b'  t'huathach  leat  : 
'S  ina  chosg  thu  riutha  do  liuiiii-tàtli, 

Tha  nis'  am  t'àilt  air  i'uarachadh. 

AM   FEAR.. 

Dh-aithnich  thiisa  sin  ort  fein, 

A  bheudag  dh-fhas  thu  suarach  orm  : 
Chain  thu  nise  dhiom  do  spois, 

'S  cha  'n  'eil  do  reite  buan  agam  : 
I3ho  'n  a  chaidh  mise  nis*  bho  fheuni, 

'S  e  'n  t-eud  a  rinn  do  bhualadh-sa  : 
'S  moch  'sa  mhadaiiin  chuir  thu  'n  ceill  domh, 

Nach  robh  m'  eiridh  suas  agam. 

a'    BlIEAN. 

Is  fhir  gun  sta,  gun  rath,  gun  direadh, 

Na  bi  'g  iiinse  tuaileas  orm  : 
Num.  bidh  tusa  dhomhsa  dlleas, 

Cha  robh  m'  inntinu  bruailleanach  : 
Ach  's  e  bu  mhiann  leat  a  bhi  brlodal, 

His  gach  ribhinn  chuaileaiiaich  : 
'S  iomadh  ribein  agus  cir, 

A's  deise  chinn  a  fhuair  iad  bhual\ 

AM   FEAR. 

Ach  c'aite  'n  fhuair  thu  mi  'sa  sgath, 

Nd'm  faca  tu  'g  an  tuairgneadh  mi, 
Cha  robh  mi  m'  mheirleach  cho  math, 

'S  nach  glaca'  tu  mi  uair-eigin  : 
'S  ma  fhuair  thu  taisgeuladh  no  brath, 

'S  e  's  fhasa  chuir  a  suas  orm, 
S  na  càraich  air  a  mliuin  do  chas, 

Ach  lelg  a  mach  na  chuala  tu. 

a'  bhean. 

'S  ma  chuireas  tu  mi  gu  m'  diiùbhlan, 
Bithidh  a  chuis  na  's  cruaidhe  dhut  : 

Gheibh  a'  ministeir  an  t-umhladh, 
A's  theid  an  liiireach  shuaicheant  orl; 


Linnseach,  mhaslach  air  a  dùbladh, 
Leis  gach  dunadh  tuai.sgearra  : 

'S  ge  do  bhithinns'  air  do  chul-thanbli, 
Air  son  crùn  cha  'n  fiiuasglainn  i. 

AM   Ft  All. 

Aih  gu8  an  càirear  mi  's  an  ùir, 

Cha  'n  fhaic  do  shuil  uiu  m'  ghuaillean  i, 
S  ma  thig  do  naidheachd  os  ceann  bùird, 

Cha  chliù  dliut  a  bhi  luaidh  sin  rium  ; 
A's  ge  do  lasadh  t-fhearg  le  diumb, 

Cho  ghrad  ri  fudar  buaireasach, 
Cha  chomhdaichear  leat  orm-sa  chuis, 

Nach  iunnsaich  mi  le  h-uaibhreachas. 

a'  bhean. 

'S  cha  mhor  nach  coma  leam  co  dhiù, 

Cha  robh  do  thùrn  ach  suarach  leam  : 
'S  an  a'r  a  b'  fhearr  a  bha  do  shùgradh, 

Chunntainnse  na  h-uaireannan  ; 
Chaidleadh  tu  cho  trom  gun  dùsgadh. 

Air  mo  chul  le  smuaisirein  : 
'S  ge  do  bhiodh  mo  thaigh  'ga  rùsgadh, 

Cha  robh  curam  glua^aid  ort. 

AM  fear. 

'S  bheirinn  comhairle  gu  h-eolach, 

Air  gill'  og  tha  fuasgailteach  ; 
E  bhi  glic  ri  am  a  phòsaidh, 

'S  laidhe  seolta  suas  rithe  : 
'S  gun  droch  cleachdadh  thoirt  'g  a  dheoin, 

Do  ghùraig  nach  biodh  stuaim  innte, 
'S  gun  fhios  nan  lagaicheadh  a  threùir, 

Nach  ordaicheadh  1  bhuaithe  e. 

a'  bhean. 

Am  fear  nach  dean  a  threabhadh  truth, 

'S  a  mhairt  ged  bhiodh  e  fuar  aige, 
S  culaidh  mhagaidh  e  chion  sta, 

'S  ri  latha  bhàth  cha  bhuain  e  dias ; 
Bithidh  am  fearann  aige  l?i.s, 

Na  stiallan  bana,  's  luachair  air, 
A's  e  san  broinein!  a'  dol  b;\s, 

'S  na  saibhlean  Ian  aig  tuathanaich. 

A  51    fear. 

'S  cha  'n  fheud  mo  threabhadhsa  bhi  mall, 

S  do  chall  ri  dheanadh  suas  agam  ; 
Bheir  mi  oigeich  as  a'  glileann, 

'S  theid  cuing  gu  teann  mu  'n  guailleannsa 
A'  Dun-cideann  gheibh  mi  crann, 

'S  e  fasan  gallda  's  usaile  leinn  ; 
Ccltar,  stailinn,  soc,  a's   bann, 

'S  gach  ball  bhos  ann  theid  cruaidh  orra. 
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iiAR-OiiAlil  NAM  liAHU   GALLACII. 


Hi  clio  ninth  's  <!(>  glu'iilljulli  dliomhsu, 

'S  còrtiaìillt  sinii  guii  (liiatiialas  : 
Blio  *ii  tliH  sitiii  clio  fadn  coinhla, 

*S  aiii  p'isadli  mar  cliniaiilh  sliiiniin  oìrnii  ; 
'S  inor  giir  rcarr  lcain  an  t  olc  colacli, 

Na  Cogaiarli  liiasgaiiacli  ; 
A's  cuiiiilh  ^iIMl  ai-  tiois  an  ordiigli, 

A's  mar  u  '»  cuir  dluiinn  ghiaisidli  sinn. 

AM    FEAR. 

Is  tliMÌi  t  an  sean-flu'ar,  's  ciia  b'i  bhriag, 

Ge  (l'  eireadli  sian  nati  ciiai'tagan  : — 
"  Nach  i'olih  soirblifas  laidir  dian, 

(nui  l'hiath  bhi  goii  id  uaitlie  sin  :" 
'S  an  cogadh  bu  chruaidh  bh'  ann  rìaiiilj, 

Chaidli  ciioch  le  rian  air  nair-eigin  ; 
'S  tuiir  tliiisa,  bhean,  li  d'  theangaidh  sriari, 

'S  bithidh  sìth  'ga  dianamh  suas  againu. 


Oil  AN  NA  C  AIL  Lie  H. 


Air  fonn — "i/o  /ù  ho  ha  moluadhmo  hnììnmh.'' 

Mx  theid  mi  gu  feill,  gu  feisd,  no  banais, 
Bi'dh  ise  Ian  eud,  's  i  fein  aig  baile 
'S  ma  bheirmi  le  sùgiadh  sail  air  caileig, 
Gur  diurnb  a's  l'àlachd  sid  dhomhsa. 

O  hi  o  ha,  gur  criiaidh  a  chailleach, 
O  hi,  0  ha,  gurfuar  a  chailleach. 
Ho  re,  ho  rà,  's  i  ghrai/i  a  chailleach, 
Dhyhàg  inise  ''nam  amadan  gorach. 

IVIa  ni  mi  'n  taigh-òsda  stop  a  cheannacb, 
No  suidhe  ail"  bòrd  \  gun  61  mi  drama, 
Theid  faileadh  'na  sròin  's  a  dorn  an  tarruinn, 
'S  bi'dh  muinntir  a  bhaile  vi  mod  oiriin, 
0  hi,  0  ha^  (^c. 


IMar  ccannaich  mi  ti  cha'ii  fhiacli  mi  in'  iiiaraid 
A  icighras  a  cinn,  'a  i  tiiin  a  gearan  ; 
Cha  (Iran  i  riiim  si(h,  a(  h  stri  a's  carraid, 
'S  ri  càran  lealiaich  an  comltuuidh. 
O  hi,  o  ha,  i^c. 

IMiithinn  gn  h-c'-ibhinn,  i-atrom,  nig)iearach, 
Aigioniiacii,  gieusda,  a'  Icum  's  an  Karrarhd, 
Na  'n  (it-anadh  an  t-fiig  bho  chuiT  ar  Rgaradh, 
'S  g(i  'n  c.';rainn  am  t'alach  io  'n  fhòd  i. 
()  hi,  o  lid,  <5'''' 

Cha'n  airgead,  clia  'n  or,  cha  stòr,  cha  thrnsgan, 
'Chuir  mise  air  a  t'  ir  ri  muran  cùirtcis— 
Ach  dalladh  to  sgleò  le  seùrsa  buidseachd  — 
'8  ann  agamaa  tha  'n  t-uirsgeul  air  Seòtiaid. 
O  hi,  0  ha,  ^c. 

Niiair  tliig  mi  bho  'n  chrann  an  am  an  eurraich, 
Le  fuachd  air  mo  chall,  's  mi  'n  geallmogharaidh, 
Cha  'n  thaod  mi  na  taingdolteann  air  an  tealluch 
Mu  'm  buail  i  gu  h-ealamh  le  bròig  ini. 
O  hi,  0  ha,  ^c. 

Cha  dian  i  dhomh  feum,  's  cha  ghreidh  i  aran, 

Cha  'n  àraich  i  feudail,  spreidh,  no  leanamh, 

A'  laidhc  'sH  g  eiridh  'g  eigheach  's  a'  gcaian, 

'S  gu  'n  rt'icinn  gu  deimhinn  air  ghròt  i. 

O  hi,  o  ha,  4t*. 

Tha  cnaimhean  cho  chruaidh  ri  cuaille  daraich, 
A  craiceann,  's  a  tuar  cho  fiiar  ris  a  ghaillionu; 
Cha  dean  baraile  guail  aon  uair  a  garradh, 
Gun  dusan  sa<;  gearrain  de  mhoine. 
0  hi,  0  ha,  <^c. 

Gun  fhaicaill  'na  ceann,  's  car  cam  'na  poirceal, 
Nuair  thogadh  i  greann  an  am  an  fheasgair 
Gu'n  teiche'  gach  clann,  gach  crann,  's  seisrcach, 
Aig  miad  an  eagail  romh  '  gròigeis  !! 

O  hi,  0  ha,  gur  cruaidh  a  chailleach, 
O  hi,  o  ha,  gurfiuir  a  chailleach^ 
Ho  7'è,  ho  rà,  's  i  ghrain  a  ehailleaeh, 
Dhyhàg  mise  "'nam  amadan  ghrach. 


WARD  LOCH-NAN-EALA. 
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BARD  LOCII-NAN-EALA. 

James  Shaw,  or  Bard  Loch- nan- Eala,  was  a  native  of  the  Island  of  Mull,  where  he  was 
born  about  the  year  1758.  He  latterly  resided  in  the  parish  of  Ardchattan,  Arj^yleshire, 
where  he  was  commonly  called  the  Lochnell  poet.  Being  partly  supported  by  the  late 
General  Campbell  and  his  lady  ;  she,  it  is  said,  encouraged  him  to  publish  some  of  his  works, 
for  which  purpose  he  went  to  Glasgow  to  get  them  printed.  Whether  he  got  a  printer 
to  undertake  the  work  or  failed  in  the  attempt  is  not  known ;  for,  on  his  return 
home,  he  died  suddenly  on  board  a  Steamboat  on  his  passage  to  Oban  :  this  happened 
about  the  year  1828.  He  lived  in  a  state  of  idleness  and  dissipation  ;  praising  those  who 
paid  him  well  for  it,  and  composing  satires  on  those  who  refused  him  money  or  liquor, 
A  few  of  his  poems  were  printed  in  Turner's  Collection,  and  many  others  are  preserved 
in  manuscri{)t,  but  they  are  chiefly  local  satires  of  little  merit.  **  Bidh  Fonn  oirre 
Ddomiait'  is  his  chef  d'cBuvre  and  the  only  popular  piece  of  all  his  compositions,  except 
in  his  own  country. 


ORAN  DO  DH'  FHIONNLA  MARSANTA. 


[|  Air  son  e  chuir  as  a  clicile  seanna  chiiirn  agus  dachan  iobairt,  a  bh'aig  na  Draoidhean  bho  shean  3 


Am  FONN. — '*  Atasdair  a  Gleanna- Garadh.'* 


Chonna'  mi  bruadar  air  Fionnla, 
'S  chuir  e  ionghnadli  orin  r\'v  fhaicinn, 
'S  gliabh  mi  iongandas  ro  mhor  dheth, 
Gu  soiiraicht  o  'n  bha  mi  'm  chadal  ; 
Thuirt  an  guth  rium  dul  da  ionnsaidh, 
Dh'  innse  nach  e  cùis  a  b'  fliasa, 
Do!  a  rusgadh  earn  nan  Druidhneach, 
Na  'a  car  a  thoirt  a  muiuntir  Ghlasclio. 

Acb  dh'  fharraid  mi  co  as  a  dlì^  fhalbh  e? 
'S  fhreagair  e  le  seanachas  grad  mi, 


]      Thuirt  e  gu  'n  robh  a  chairdean  dllen^;, 
I       Eadar  a  Chill  's  Allt-ua-dacha  ; 
j       Bha  cuid  air  an  Dun  so  shuas  din, 

^S  bha  uair  a  bha  iad  na  Itu  i»h.iilt,'  aim  ; 
I      'S  cha  'n  cil  mi  buid beach  a  dh'    I'liioiwila, 

Dhol  ga  'n  dùsgadh  as  an  cadal. 

'S  chi  thusa  fliathasd  le  d'  shuilean, 
]Ma  bhios  tu  *s  duthaicli  ri  fhaicinn, 
I        Gu'n  teid  ail  giiothach  so  dhiohidli, 
1       Cho  chiunteach  *sa  bha  'n  cvCm  an  Sasunn. 
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SAlt-OIJAIll  NAM    HAIU)  (lAKLACII. 


'S  Koilt  e  *n  8t«'ij;h  bh'  nun  an  nacltdar 
Clil:iilhai(-h  t>  'n  iiai^li  to  iia  It'acait  ; 
10  f;un  t'hios  co  <lliiù  l>ha  innt«>, 
ISIac  an  rigl)  na  slioclid  a  hliaigeir. 

'N  saoil  till!  flicin  nacli  robh  e  »làn:i, 
IMarsanta  niailcid  no  para, 
Dlidl  a  rusgadh  an  àit-ìobairt, 
'S  ioina  linn  a  rhuir  e  scachad  ; 
'N  t-ait«  'n  robh  cnaiinliean  an  t-soann-duin, 
'N  tiolaiccadh  ann  o  cheann  fada  ; 
INIu  'n  tL'id  an  gnotlmcdi  gu  crich, 
Gur  duili^he  dlia  na  liacli  a  bhlastidk. 

Ma  dh'  elreas  inise  's  mo  luclid  Icainnlininii, 
Gu  'in  bi  gnothach  garbh  a's  dùthaich, 
Tbeid  Mac-'llle-dhuibh  a  mbarbhadh, 
'S  cba  dion  a  c.huid  airjjeid  Kionnia, 
Leai^ar  an  taii>h  air  sa  'n  sabhal, 
Sjjriosar  am  batbar  'sa  bhiith  air, 
'S  theid  Gilleaspuig  ri  posta, 
Agus  crochar  mac  a  chubair. 

Eiri<lh  an  tubaist  do  'n  chìobaìr, 
'S  laidhe  binn  air  Mac-na-Ceairde, 
'S  ma  dh'  òrdaicbeas  e  gu  h-olc  e, 
'S  gnothach  neo-chiontach  sad  dàsan, 
E  na  sheirbheiseach  aig  Fionnla, 
Tuilleadh  a  null  gu  Feill-Màrtuinn, 
'S  ma  chuireas  e  nail  na  leacan, 
Ma  bhios  meachainn  ann  sann  dùsan. 

Bhi  cuir  fudair  anns  na  creagan, 
Chuireadh  e  eagal  air  bòcain, 
Bhi  ga  'n  tolladh  leis  an  tora, 
'S  bhi  ga  'n  sparradh  leis  na  h-ordan, 
Daoine  marbha  bhi  ga  'n  gluasad, 
'S  gnothach  uamhraidh  gu  leoir  e, 
'S  na  'n  leanainn  e  gu  grunnd  an  t-seanchais, 
B'  ainmeil  e  na  arm  righ  Deòrsa. 

'S  cha  teid  a  chorp  fhein  gu  dilinn, 
Thiolaiceadh  an  aite  gràsmhor, 
'S  ann  theid  a  losgadh  mar  iobairt, 
Air  a  dhiteadh  leis  na  fàidhean, 
Theid  a  luath  a  chuir  le  abhuinn, 
'N  aite  nach  fhaighear  gu  brath  i, 
'S  cha  'n  faigh  e  ach  rud  a  thoill  e, 
Chionn  gu  'n  d'  rinn  e  gnothach  graineil. 

Ach  dh'  fhalbh  an  guth  *s  thug  e  chul  rium, 
Agus  thionndaidh  e  gu  h-ealamh, 
Thuirt  e  rium  gu  'n  d'  rinn  e  diochuimhn, 
'S  e  ga  innse  dhomh  mur  charaid, 
Fios  a  thoirt  dh'  ionnsaidh  Dhùghaill, 
Gu  'n  robh  a  ghual  a's  uird  ro  ealamh, 
Dheanadh  toracban  do  dh-  Fhlonnla, 
Chuir  fudair  an  Dail-a-charra. 


Smaointich  ml  so  ann  am  inntlrm, 
Nach  bithinn  a  ditt'adh    Dtiiii^baill, 
Thuirt  mi  ris  gur  diiiiie  gritiri  i>, 
Uo  dh'  fhuil  Higlin-an  n;in  Slinbhitrf, 
Tha  i\  fhriii  na  dbuine  toileil, 
Dlicaiiadb  ^tio'liarh  do  dh'  fhear  dùthcha  ; 
'S  on  blia   Fioniila  na  chabhaig, 
Cha  bu  mhiith  leis  bhi  ga  dhiuitadh. 

'Nuair  a  dhuisg  mi  gliabh  mi  eagal, 
'S  e  na  sheasamh  air  an  ùrlnr, 
Dh'  fhcnch  am  Caighiiin  reidii  air  falbh  e, 
]>os  nach  coisninn  na  lurg  diùmba  ; 
Tha  Dùghall  trom  a»r  an  tombaca, 
'S  tha  pailteas  deth  sin  aig  Fionnla  ; 
'S  o  'n  a  labhair  mi  cho  deas  ris, 
Ghabh  e  pairt  de  leith-sgeul  Dhughaill. 

'S  ann  a  tha  'n  naidheachd  so  cinnteach, 
Ged  shaoileadh  sibhse  gur  bi  sd  e, 
Cha  'n  innis  mi  a  neach  gu  brath  e, 
Ach  do  chuideachd  araid  eolach  ; 
Cha  robh  a  leithid  riamh  ri  innse, 
Kadar  an  Sithean  's  Lag-Chòthain 
Co  dhiù  th'  ann  breug  no  firinn, 
Sin  agaibh  mur  dh'  innseadh  dhomhs  e. 


BI'DH  FONN  OIRRE  DAONNAN 

LUINNEAG. 

BCdhfonn  oirre  daonnan^ 

'(S  htdh  aoidh  oirr'  an  conatdk, 
^S  die  J  hagadh  m  inntinn  aobkach 

Bhifaicinn  t-aodainn  bhoidJieach, 
Le  mhiad  s'a  thug  mi  ghaol  dut, 

A^s  aotromas  na  h-òige^ 
Mar  a  dean  mi  t-fhaotainn, 

Chan f had'  a ghaoil  is  heò  mi! 

Chunna'  mise  bruadar, 

Dh'  tliag  luaineach  an  raoir  mi* 
Bhi'  faicinn  bean  mo  ghaoil 

III  mo  thaobh  fad'  na  h-oidhche. 
Mi  thunnda'  le  sMas, 

Gu  pòg  thoirt  do  'n  mhaighdinn 
An  duil  gu'n  robh  i  lamb  rium, 

Ged'  bha  mi  na'm'  aonar. 
Bi'dhfonn,  4'C. 

Ged'  do  bha  mi'  m'  shuain, 

Gu'm  bu  luath  rinn  mi  dusgadh 

An  duil  gu'n  robh  mo  thasgaidh, 
An  cadal  air  mo  chul-thaobh. 


" 
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'Niiair  shin  mi  ino  lamh, 

(Ju  mo  ^hradli  thai  rtiiiiti  dlii  ritim, 

Cha  I'ohli  iinri  ach  sj^aih', 

Rinri  m'  fhagail  'iiuair  dhuisg  mi. 

OR  AN  DO   iniOlNIPARr. 

BCdhfonn^  S^c. 

LLINNEAO. 

Mo  dhùrachd  do'ii  rihhiim, 

Dh'  t'haij  vcC  iiiiitiiin-sa  craiteach 

A  ri  !  gur  h-anlrom  leinn  an  t-asdar, 

Bean  t-aogais  cha  Uiir  diiomh, 

Biodkmaid  sunntach  air  bhcag  airtueil. 

La-feille  iia  sàhaid. 

Dhol  an  còdhail  Bhoiniparti, 

Do  bhtnisan  tha  ceutach, 

Chionn  bhi  bugairt  air  righ  Deors. 

As  t-cudaiiiii  ro  iiàiach, 

Ach  's  truagh  mi  tliug  gaol  diit, 

'Ili.ean  cridhe  biodhmaid  sunntach. 

'S  nach  faod  mi  bhi  himh  riut. 

Seasamaid  oiiair  ar  diithcha, 

Bl\lh/o7in,  c^x'. 

Fhad  sa  mhaireas  luaidh'  a's  fùdar, 
Ciod  a  chuireas  cCiram  oinm. 

O  furtaich  air  mo  chàs-sa, 

A  ri!  gur  aotrorn,  c^-c. 

A  ghraidh  bhari  an  t-shaoghail, 

Tiiig  mar  tha  mo  iiàdur 

Thoisich  thu  oirnn  o  cheanii  fada, 

An  sas  aig  do  uhaol-sa. 

Le  bosd,  le  bòilich,  's  ie  bagradh, 

Na  lag  mi  mar  tha  mi 

'S  ma  thig  thu  air  tir  an  Sasunn, 

Dol  has  leis  an  fhaoiiieachd, 

Cha  teid  thu  dhachaigh  ri  d'  bheò. 

'S  gur  tii  stagh  mo  riaghailt. 

A  ri!  gur  aotrorn,  ^c. 

Mo  bhiadh  agus  m'  aodach. 

o 

Ged  theannadh  tu  fhein  's  na  Frkngaich, 

Bidhfonn^  ^c. 

Ri  tigh'n  a  Bhreatuinn  le  d'  chabhlach, 
Cuiridh  siiin  a  null  gun  taing  thu, 

'S  mtiladach  mi  daonnan, 

'S  b'  thearr  dhutfuireach  thall  led'  dheoin 

1 

Do  ghaol  riiin  mo  leùnadh, 

A  ri !  gur  aotrom^  ^c. 

Dh'  fhalbh  mo  dhreach  as  m'aogais, 

A's  chaochail  mo  shòlas. 

'Nuair  chuir  thu  'n  Fhràing  thair  a  cheile, 

Cha'n  'eil  ait'  an  teid  mi 

Dh'  fhalbh  thu  mur  shlaoighteardo'n  Eiph 

Bit, 

Nach  saoil  mi  le  guraich, 

'Nuair  a  chaill  thu  'n  coig-ciad-deug, 

Gum  beil  mi  faicinn  t-aodanii, 

Gun  theich  thu  fhein  air  eigin  beò. 

A's  aoidh  oirr'  an  conaidh. 

A  ri  !  gur  aotrorn,  4*c. 

Bidhfonn^  S^c. 

Bha  luchd  nan  adaichean  croma, 

Chiialadh  tu  mar  tha  mi, 

Na  'n  laidhe  air  blàr  g'a  'n  lomairt, 

Gur  has  domli  as  t-aogmhals, 

'S  e  mo  dhiùbhail  bh'  anns  a  choinneamh, 

Tiondadh  ami  am  blkth's  rium 

Nach  d'  fhan  Abercrombi  beo. 

'S  na  fag  aig  an  aog  mi. 

xi  ri!  gur  aotrorn,  S^c. 

Thig  a's  thoir  do  laimh  dhomh 

An  t-seann  reisimeid  dubh  mheasail, 

Do  ghradh,  a's  do  chaoiinhneas, 

An  dara  te  sa  'n  da-fhichead, 

S  cha  'n  iarr  mi  tiull'  a  chàirdeas, 

Nuair  fhuair  i  suas  riut  a  chlisgeadh, 

No  dli'  ailleas  an  t-shaoghail. 

Chuir  i  bristeadh  ann  ad  chrò. 

A  ri !  gur  aotrorn,  S;c. 

• 

Bidhfonn  oirre  daonnan. 

^S  bidh  aoidh  oirr''  an  conaidh, 

Nis  dh'  eirich  na  Volunteers^ 

-f 

'6'  dh' /hagadk  m"  inntinn  aobhack 

'N  onair  an  righ  's  mhorair  Iain, 

Bhi  faicinn  t-aodainn  bhoidheach^ 

Chur  nam  Frangach  gu  'n  cridlie, 

Le  inhiad  sa  thug  mi  ghaol  duf, 

Chionn  bhi  bruidhinn  tigh'u  d'  ar  coir. 

A''s  aotromas  na  h-oige^ 

A  ri !  gur  aotrorn,  4'C. 

Mar  a  dean  mi  t-fhaotainn^ 

Chan /had"  a  ghaoil  is  beb  mi. 

O  'n  fhuair  sinn  deise  nan  Gael, 
Boiiieidean  's  cotaichean  sghrlaid, 
Sualthcheantas  an  righ  mar  fhabhar, 
Le  coc-ard  de  dh'  ite  'n  coin. 

A  ri !  gur  aotrorn,  i|c. 

vu 
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'S  iia  *in  Inodli  ai;aliiii  iniir  l)ii  diiiil  diiiiin, 
Liiiiii  i'liiiiii-HicIt  air  ai*  i-i  iiachaiiiii, 
A*  sgoltadli  iiaii  ctaiiii  ^'a  'n  ^iiaillcnn, 
Cjii  'in  bualatlli  le  siiiiiaÌH  luiit  doriu 
A  ri !  (/Ill-  aolroiii^  .^c. 

(iiiin  bcil  Albaiiiii  ai^iis  Sasiuin, 

All  guailleHii  a  clieill'  hii  ccart-uair, 

Tlia  lad  uig  iiiaiiii  an  aoti  liiacail, 

Mar  slirad  eadar  ciac.li  a'a  òrd. 

A  ri!  (fiir  uotroin^  (^c. 

l)!r  flialbh  tliu  mar  slila()i;4lit<'ur  air  chiian, 
I\(ii  'ii  d'  aiiiliain;  siiine  nut    n  cnairt  oinin, 
\S  ged  tliu^  tliu  Ilanobhar  Ithuainn, 
Ge  b'  oil  leat  cha  d'  I'iiuair  tliu  'n  t-òr. 
A  ri  !  (jur  aotrom^  (^-c. 

Ach  ma  gheibh  sinn  ann  an  »às  tbu, 
'N  dearbh  clia  'ii  fhaigh  thu  inoran  dfilach, 
Do  chrochadh  an  la-'r-na-mhàireach, 
•    Le  tiach  cota-bhàin  a  ròp. 
A  ri !  yar  aotrom,  cj^r. 

Ged  thig  thu  air  tir  an  Albainn, 
'N  dòchas  losgaidh  jvgus  marbhaidh, 
Tha  againne  suas  de  dh'  annailt, 
Na  shracas  t  eanchainn  agus  t-fheuil. 
A  ri .'  gur  aotroìiì,  ^c. 

Tha^saighdeirean  Earraghàeil, 
Fearacliail,  foghainteach,  daicheil, 
'S  chuireadh  iad  eagal  a  bhais, 
Air  h-uille  nàmhaid  a  ta  beò. 
A  ri  !  gur  aotrom^  ^c. 


D  U  A  N  A  G 

DO  MAC-AX  T-SAOIR  GHLIXNE-XOGHA. 

LUINXEAG. 

Fear-dubh^fear-duhli,fear-dnhh,fear-d;il>h 
Fear-dubh^fear-didjh^  's  e  liaih-ghlas, 
Fear-dubh^/ear-dubh,  's  a  diridhe  ghecd^ 
Le  Spiorad  glan  gun  iargain. 

Tnora  beannachdan  le  dùraclid  uam, 
Gabh  c;,ram,  's  na  dean  dìoclmimhn', 
A's  giulain  iad  a  dh'ionnsaidh  'ii  fhir, 
A's  deise,  grinne  briatharan. 

Fear-duhh^  /ear-dubh,  ^  c 


N.rtn  b'aitlini*  dh(Mnli-<4a  Hcariacha<t  ort, 
Na  Icanainbainn  air  <io  lliriatnliaicb, 
Gn  niolaiiiii  tint  l-ii  dichcullacli, 
'S  air  in'rhacal  i)'rhiat;li  dbouih  dbianamli. 

Ffttr-dnhli^fcdr-diihli^  .^  r. 

'S  til  (•••aim  na  tcaglilaicli  onaric.h, 
A  bba'ii  Gleann-nogba  riainh  sibli, 
'S  gu'in  meal  tbu  (Viii  an  stoilc  sin, 
'S  do  dlifa<;b  niba(;  oi:;br(*  '  liatbadh. 
Fcar-dtib/i,  fear-dubk^  ^c, 

Cha'ii  aitline  diiomh  's  na  criorhan  so, 
('S  dia  mhis'  a  tbeid  ga  t-rbiac.liaiii) 

Aon  duiue  a  chninas  soanadias  riut, 
'S  gun  chcarb  bhi  tighinn  o  d'  bhial  air. 

Fea  r-dubli ,  fca  r-dubh^  <^  c, 

Cha  smaoinich  iad,  's  cha'n  urrainn  ami 

Aon  duine  chunnaic  riatnli  thu, 

Cho  deis  's  a  thig  na  facail  ort, 

'S  nach  fhad'  theid  thu  ga'u  iarraidh. 

Fear-dubh^fear-dubh^  S^c, 

'Nuair  a  thain'  an  t-OUa  Sasunnach, 
Thoirt  inaslaidh  'n  aird  an  lar  so, 
Gur  tusa  phill  gu  h-ullamli  e, 
'S  tu  b'urrainn  dhol  g'a  dhianamh. 
Fear-dubh^J'ear-dubh,  S[C» 

Gur  luinneagach  am  bail'  agad 
Le  ath-ghairm  nan  liath-ohreag, 

A'  IVeagairtt  do  na  sineòralchean 
Gu  mills,  ceolar,  tiamhaidh. 
Fear-duòh,/eur-di(bh,  ^c, 

Gu  siubhlach,  aghar,  freagarach. 
Gun  stad,  gun  sgread,  gun  sgriachan, 
'Sa  mhoch-thra',  'nuair  a  dhùisgeas  tu, 
Air  madainn  cliiuin,  ^sa  ghrian  aim. 

Fear-dubh^/ecir-dubh,  §t. 

'Nuair  dhireadh  tu  na  Lairigean 

Led'  ghunn'  ad'  laimh,  's  le  d'  mhiol-choln, 

Gu'n  leigte    feidh  san  fhireach  leat, 

'S  do  ghillean  bhi  toirt  bhian  diu. 

Fear-dubh.  /ear-dubJi,  8fc. 

Ach  's  eigin  domh  so  innseadh  dhut, 
'S  o  's  fior  e,  na  gabh  miotlachd, 
O'n  t-shin  thu  ris  a  chiobaireachd 
Gun  leig  thucheaird  s'  air  diochuimhn. 

Fea  r-diibli ,  /ea  r-dioli^  8fc. 

Nam  bithinns'  ann  sa  chùìrt  a  nig, 
'S  gach  ciais  a  bhi  gum'  riaghladh, 
Bhiodh  Cruachan  le  chuid  leitirchean 
A'  tighinn  a  staigh  fo  d'  chriochan. 

Fear-dubh,/ear-dfubh,  <^c. 
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lie  sud  an  rud  bha  nudura, 
'y  ilia  <;iiititc  aii^  each  gu'ni  h'fhior  e, 
S  o'ri  leig  sibh  uaibh  le  gòraich  e, 
13u  ubuit'  diiiit  bhi  ga  iairuidh. 

Fcav-dubh^  fear-dnbh^  ^r. 


Ach  sguiridh  mÌ8'  dhe'n  ionriarbbaidh, 
'S  iia<;h  biiiii  dlioinh  blii  ga  diaiiaiiili 
Giiii  fhioN  ii:ic,h  gjiltb  \,u\  ai'tlan  lium 
Am  fìiitie^  dtraraich  riaiiih  mi. 
Fcar-dublt^fea r-dubh ,  <^c. 


SEUMAS  MxVC-GIIRIOGAIR. 


The  Rev.  James  M'Gregor,  D.D.,  was  born  at  a  small  farm-house  near  Comrie, 
Perthshire,  in  the  year  1762.  His  parents  were  not  affluent,  but  they  were  in  circum- 
stances which  enabled  them  to  give  the  benefits  of  such  education  as  the  country  afforded, 
to  their  son.  Young  M'Gregor,  nurtured  amid  the  sublime  and  romantic  scenery 
of  Lochearn-side,  had  his  mind  early  imbued  with  the  feelings  of  poesy  ;  but  it  does  not 
appear  that  he  produced  any  thing  worthy  of  preservation  until  an  advanced  period  of 
his  existence.  While  yet  a  young  man,  he  studied  the  Gaelic  language  with  considera- 
ble assiduity  and  success,  and  could  write  it — a  very  rare  attainment  in  his  younger  days. 

Being  of  a  sedate  and  serious  turn  of  mind,  he  was  early  designed  for  the  ministry  ; 
and  after  going  through  the  various  seminaries  and  halls  of  learning,  he  was  licensed  to 
preach  the  gospel  when  about  twenty-one  years  of  age.  Mr  McGregor  was  conscien- 
tiously a  dissenter  from  the  Church  of  Scotland.  He  belonged  to  the  Anabaptist  branch  of 
the  Secession- Church,  and  studied  divinity  under  the  tuition  of  the  Rev.  W.  Moncrieff, 
of  Alloa.  Shortly  after  he  was  licensed  to  preach,  some  colonists  in  Nova  Scotia  sent  an 
earnest  entreaty  to  this  country,  for  a  person  of  acknowledged  abilities  and  evangelical 
piety  to  preach  the  gospel  to  them.  After  due  consideration  had  been  given  to  this  requi- 
sition, Mr  M'Gregor  was  fixed  upon  as  an  individual  well  qualified  to  discharge  the  ardu- 
ous duties  of  such  a  situation,  both  from  his  mental  qualifications  and  robust  physical 
constitution.  He  readily  agreed  to  this  proposal ;  and,  although  he  had  the  prospects  of 
an  advantageous  settlement  in  his  native  country  he  hesitated  not  to  go  to  a  strange  land 
to  proclaim  the  gospel  of  peace. 

In  Nova  Scotia  he  entered  on  a  field  boundless  in  extent  as  in  difficulties.  The  inha- 
bitants were  far  apart ;  there  were  no  roads  in  the  country  ;  and  when  we  say  that  the 
sphere  of  his  operations  included  the  eastern  part  of  Nova  Scotia,  and  the  adjacent  islands 
of  Cape  Breton  and  Prince  Edward,  the  reader  may  form  some  idea  of  the  Herculean 
task  he  had  undertaken  to  discharge.  He  was,  we  believe,  the  first  missionary  to  that 
country.     While  traversing  from  place  to  })lace,  he  encountered  difficulties,  perils,  and 
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sar-()i;aiil  naai  hard  gaklacii. 


Imrdsliips,  wliicli  few  moti  would  have  undcrgono,  nndaimtcd.  Tim  site  of  Pictou  rontalnrd 
only  one  or  two  houses — it  was  no  easy  matter  to  travel  to  tliencxthandet  tliroiigli  the 
density  of  woods  and  unbri(l()ed  rivulets:  marked  trees,  a  i)ocketcompass,  or  an  iniin- 
telligible  and  unintelligent  Indian,  were  liis  only  guides  through  the  solitary  and  dreary 
wilderness — sleep  was  frequently  a  stranger  to  him  for  .sev(.'ral  nights, — a  plank  was  his 
bed, — a  jiotato  his  fare  ;  yet  the  expatriated  Highlanders  around  him  were  in  need  of  the 
gospel  ;  and  that,  to  Mr  M'Grcgor,  was  enough. 

Towards  the  close  of  this  excellent  man's  life,  he  conceived  the  idea  of  clothing  the 
doctrines  of  the  gospel  in  versification,  that  he  might  unite  the  best  and  most  wholesome 
instructions  with  the  sweetest  and  most  fascinating  melodies.  When  entering  upon  the  task, 
he  wrote  to  a  friend  of  his  at  Lochearn-side  for  a  copy  of  Duncan  M'Intyre'sand  M' Donald's 
Poems.  His  mind  had  been  so  occupied  with  the  various  studies  necessary  to  the  full 
and  efficient  discharge  of  his  ministerial  duties,  that  tlie  airs,  to  which  he  wished  to  sing 
his  contemplated  hymns  or  songs,  had  escaped  his  memory.  The  desiderated  volumes 
were  sent ;  but,  through  the  officiousness  of  some  of  his  domestics,  the  fact  of  their  being 
in  the  minister's  possession  became  known,  and  a  most  unwarrantable,  unjust  and  un- 
generous construction  was  put  upon  the  circumstance.  How  short-sighted,  illiberal,  and 
fanatical  it  was,  to  edge  out  insinuations  against  the  genuineness  of  Mr  M'Gregor's  religious 
principles,  simply  because  the  productions  of  the  two  most  brilliant  stars  of  his  native 
country  were  on  the  table  of  his  study  in  a  foreign  land  !  How  pitiful,  that  fanaticism 
which  shrouds  itself  under  the  garb  of  piery — broad,  expansive,  benevolent  piety!  We  blush 
for  the  moral  perceptions  and  enlightenment  of  our  expatriated  countrymen,  and  notice 
these  things  simply  in  justice  to  departed  worth. 

Taking  advantage  of  this  state  of  public  feeling,  almost  verging  on  what  is  understood 
in  ecclesiastical  language,  as  a  schism,  a  stranger  intruded  himself  about  this  period  on 
his  labours  ;  and  to  the  disgrace  of  many  of  McGregor's  flock,  they  forsook  the  ministry 
of  their  long-tried  friend,  and  followed  the  intrusionist.  The  desertion  thus  occasioned 
must  no  doubt  have  very  much  imbittered  his  cup  ;  but  his  expansive  philosophy — his 
warm  philanthrophy — and  above  all,  his  genuine  religious  views,  enabled  him  to  bear  it 
without  a  murmur.  He  proceeded  cheerfully  with  his  metrical  effusions,  until  he  com- 
posed as  many  as  swelled  into  a  respectable  18mo  volume,  which  has  now  reached  its  third 
edition. 

Mr  M'Gregor's  Poems  are  smooth  in  versification — pleasant  in  their  garb  and  evan- 
gelical in  their  doctrines.  They  are  almost  all  composed  after  the  model  of  hi&  country- 
man, Duncan  M'Intyre,  from  whom  he  borrowed  many  of  his  ideas,  using  sometimes  not 
only  distichs  and  couplets, but  entire  stanzas  with  some  slight  alterations.  We  do  not  mean, 
however,  to  insinuate  that  our  author  trafficked  wholesale  in  plagiarism,  with  the  intention 
of  '*  decking  himself  in  another's  feathers."  No !  his  poems  are  but  parodies  in  many 
instances,  and  as  such  they  are  respectable  and  entitled  to  favourable  consideration. 

When  M'Gregor's  character  and  claims  were  notified  to  the  INIembers  of  the  University 
of  Glasgow,  the  senate  unanimously  agreed  to  confer  upon  him  the  title  of  D.D.,  an  honour 
which  he  amply  merited  by  his  services  and  attainments,  and  which,  coming  unsolicited 
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from  his  native  country,  and  from  so  respectable  a  literary  quarter,  must  have  been  sootliinjj 
to  his  feelinj^s,  and  have  gilded  the  horizon  of  the  eveninjj  shades  of  his  life. 

In  the  spring  of  1828,  Dr  M'Gregor  was  seized  with  a  fit  of  apoplexy  ;  and  at  Pictou, 
on  the  first  of  March,  1830,  at  the  age  of  G8,  he  experienced  a  return  which  terminated  in 
his  death  on  the  third  day  of  that  month.  Ilis  funeral  was  attended  by  an  immense 
assemblage  ofdeploring  friends,  who  showed  their  estimate  of  his  character,  worth  and  talents, 
by  unfeigned  expressions  of  regret. 


AN  SOISGEUL. 


Air  fonn — *'  Coirc-  Chealhaich' 


*Se 'n  Soisgeul  gradhach  thugDia  nangràsduinn 

A  chum  ar  sabhaladh  dim  rao  ruin  : 
Ach  's  eòhis  àrd  e,  air  cuisibh  àluitin, 

Nach  tuig  an  nàdur  a  tha  gun  iuil. 
Gurinis'an  truaghari  's  n'asleòrmancuairtdomh 

A'  tabhairt  cluais  da,  mar  fhuaim  nach  fiach  ; 
B'  e'li  gnothach  cruaidh  e  nach  tuig  an  sluagh  e, 

An  sgeul  as  uaisle  a  chualas  riamh. 

Tha  clann  nan  daoiiie  gii  tur  fo  dhaorsa, 

Aig  dia  an  t-saoghail-s  ag  aoradh  dl)à  : 
Fo  chois  am  miaiinan,  a  tha  do-riarach  ; 

Gun  fheart,  gun  iarraidh  air  Dia  nan  gras : 
A'  dianamh  tair  air  gach  ni  is  aill  leis.. 

A'  briseadh  hintean  gach  la  gun  sgius ; 
E  fad  o'n  smuaintibh,  's  iad  riuth  gu  luath  uaith  ; 

Chum  na  truaighe  ta  buan  gun  chrich, 

Ge  mor  an  ciiram  tb'aig  Dia  nan  dùl  diubh, 
Cha  tig  iad  dlii  diia  le  iirnaigh  chaoin  ; 

Bu  mhòr  a'  ghrain  leo  bhi  uair  'na  lathair, 
An  caidreamh  blath  ris  'na  àros  naoriih  : 

lad  ruith  na  gaoithe,  's  ag  earbsa  daoiiiian, 
Ki  sonas  fhaotainn  am  faoineis  bhreug  ; 

Gun  fhios,  gun  aird  ac'  air  doigli  a's  fearr  dhai 

Na  grcim  an  dràst  air  u  a's  aill  le  'n  cic. 

Tlia  'm  barail  làidir  gur  muiiintir  slilàn  iad, 
'S  nach  'cii  ceann-tath  ac'  air  griisan  De  : 

Tha  'n  Soisgeul  faoin  Ico,  seach  gean  an  t-saoghail, 
Tha  'n  cridhe  aotrom,  gun  ghaol  do'n  Leigh 


Ach  's  ait  an  sgeul  e,  air  leigheas  ceutach 
Do  dhuin'  cuslan,  fo  chreuchdaibh  ciùirt; 

'S  naighoachd  phiiseil,  bho  Dhia  na  firiiin 
Do  neach  fo  dhiteadh,  's  e  dibiidh,  bruit. 

Do  neach  fosmuairean,  le  Dia  bhi  'n  gruaim  ris, 

'S  a  lochdan  uamhar  'g  a  chuartach'  dlù  ; 
Gun  fhios  nach  àite  dha  ifVinn  chràiteach, 

Man  tig  am  màireach,  s'  am  has  'na  shiiil 
Do  neach  a  dh'fhoglum  o'n  Spiorad  Naomha, 

Gur  sonas  baoth  bheir  an  saogli'l  so  uaitli  ; 
Nach  eil  aim  ach  sgàil  deth  'san  am  tha  lathair, 

'S  gu  'm  bac  am  bàs  e  's  nach  fas  e  buan. 

B'e  sgeul  an  àigh  e,  air  beatha  's  slàinte, 
O  los'  a  bhàsaich  'na  ghràdh  do  diiaoin. 

'Si  'fhuil  am  plàsd  anns  am  beil  an  tabhachd, 
'Nuair  theid  a  charadh  gu  baigheil,  caoin, 

Ri  cridhe  leòinte,  gun  ghean,  gun  solas, 
Ach  doilich,  brònach,  gun  seòl  air  silh  ; 

Le  Spiorad  uasal  nam  fearta  buadhar, 
Nuair  thig  e  nuas  air  le  gluasad  niin. 

Sud  sgeul roaoibhneach,  air  maoin' a's  oighrearhd. 

Do  dhuine  daibhir,  gun  sgoinn  do'n  t-saogh'l  ; 
Air  crvm,  's  riogliachd  a  cliaoi  nach  criochtiaich 

Gun  dragh  gun  nihiothlarlid,  ach  sith,  's  gaol. 
Sud  sgeul  ro  àraidh  do  dhuine  tàireil, 

Air  urram  ;ird  ann  am  I'iuras  shuas  ; 
Le  gràdh  gun  aimhieas,  a  measg  nan  ainghloan  : 

'S  cha  teiiig  caiimt  dàibhjtoirt  taingdo'n  Uan. 
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l)i'a|>hs^«>iil  nil'  fuuK^Iiulli,  do  ]>ÌH-a(-a(-)>  truaillidli 

()  «'liii)iita  (liiaiclinidli,  iiach  snail  a  nilx-nd  ; 
Ti'«  'ii  cliiiiuliaclid  blirio^liar  a  la  an  itdiairt 

An  t-Sagairt  riogliail,  tn  siobliailt,  Koanih  : 
*S  air  tVartail>li  ^r;'isii)h()i',  ni  (-()l)hair  tratli  dlia, 

'Nuair  l)irn)s  a  nàinhaid  /411  làidir,  glctisd, 
A'  taniiinn  tcann  air  ciiiini  'earbn  a  tliioiiiuiu 

'I'lir  bun  ubci'ann  da,  It;  ionnsuidb  tbrcin 

Air  j;i'"is,  n's  tròcair,  blioir  neart,  a\s  treJiir  dha, 

Uc  fad  an  ròid  dh'ionnsuidh  glòir  an  Uain  ; 
'Sna  neainhan  iird  farnin  pailt  an  gradh  dhaibh 

'S  cba  tcirig  càil  daibli  gu  briith  g'  a  liiadh. 
'S  e  cliù  an  sgel)il  ud  gur  tiriiin  inhòr  v, 

Gun  fhacal  mòr-uaill,  no  sgleò  gun  bhri  ; 
'S  e  Criosd  an  eirig  as  buaine  eifeachd, 

An  iobairt  rùitich,  sàr  sleigh  na  sith. 

Tliug  an  t-Ard-righ  aon  mbac  a  glirkidh  dhuinn, 

A  gbalih  ar  nùdur,  's  e  bbarr  a  rian  ; 
'S  an  tug  e  'n  ùinhlachd,  ledpòin,  's  Ic  dùrachd, 

'J  bug  coir  as  ùr  dhuinn  teachd  dlii  do  Dliia  : 
Sàr  unihlachd  chiatach  do  lagh  na  Trianaid, 

Leis  an  duin'  is  Dia  ann  bha  riamh  ri  leurn  ; 
An  coslas  truaghain  de  dhnine  truaillidh, 

Achab'l'hearr,  'sab'  uaisle  na'n  sluagh  gu  leir, 

An  caraid  gaolach  a  choisinn  saorsadh 

Do'n  clunneadh  dliaonnalecaonnaig  chruaidh; 
A  dh'fhuilig  tamailt  o  rug  a  mliath'r  e 

Gu  la  a  bhàis  ann  an  ait  an  t-sluaigh. 
Nuair  bu  naoidhean  òg  e,  rinn  Herod  fhogradh 

'S  e  dearc'  an  comhnuL  air  duigh  an  t-shiaigh. 
Bha  'bheatha  brònach,  am  fad  's  bu  bheò  e, 

'S  e  cruaidh  an  tuir  air  gu  bheò  thoirt  uaith. 

Oir  b'  e  bu  gbnà  dhaibh  bhi  deanamh  tair' 

Air  Athair  gràdhach,  's  air  àìntean  naonnh  : 
'S  bhi  deanamh  dearmaid  air  slàint'  an  anma, 

Le  cleachda  garg,  a's  Ic  h-ana-gnath  baoth, 
Nasagairt  uaibhreach,  's  na  h-ard  dhaoiii'  uaisle 

'Nan  naimhdean  buan  da,  le  fuath  gun  chrich  : 
A'  dianamh  dicheill,  le  h-ioniadh  innleachd, 

'Us  mòran  mi-ruin  ga  'shir  chur  sios. 

'Us  air  a  lorg  bha  na  diabhail  bhorba, 

Fo  j)hrionns'  an  dorchadais,  colgail,  cruaidh  : 
Ach  'se  bu  chràitich  an  ceartas  ard  bhi 

Cur  claidhe  'n  sàs  ann,  gun  bhài,  gun  truas 
Rug  mallachd  Dhia  air  air  son  na  fiachan, 

Bhuin  'Athair  fial  ris  gu  fiata  garg; 
Oir  rinn  e  threigsinn  an  am  na  h-eigin, 

'Nuair  chaidh  a  cheusadh  le  eucoir  gharbh. 

Ach  's  gearr  a'  chuairt  a  bha'm  bks  an  uachdar, 
Gu  h-aighearr  fhuair  e  a'  bhuaidh  gu  slan  ; 

Oir  rinn  e  eiridh  'n  treas  latha  'n  dèigh  sud, 
Gu  subhach,  treubhach,  chum  feum  do  chàch  : 


Do  phcaraic.h  dbililidli,  a  bha  fo  dbiteadh, 
Gu'n  dianadh  'fhircHnta<;lid  ditlfan  daibh  ; 

O  chiont  an  naduir,  'n  o'n  lochdaibh  graincil. 
'8  o  churnhachd  Shàtain  bha  ghnk  ri  fuill. 

Nis  arms  na  h-;irdaibh,  tlia  ncart  gu  biàili  aig 

A  rhuin  na's  àill  leis  thoirt  sàbhailt  sua8  ; 
'  Us  chum  a  naimlidcan  a  Ngrios  gun  taiiig  dbailih 

Droch  dbaoin'a'saingh^JuclidainMeart  cliruai. 
Ach  thar  gach  seùrsa  na  pcacaich  mhùra 

Le  'm  fuatha(;h  ♦■òlas  air  dcl)in  an   Triath  : 
Nach  creid  an  fhirinn,  ged  tha  i  cinnteach, 

Nach  gluais  gu  direach,  ach  sir  dhol  fiarr. 

Ged  bliiodh  an  criosduidh  'n  alaidh  atn  ])rii)Han, 

Gu  docrach,  iotmhor,  gun   biiiadh,  t;un  ahiiiit, 
Ni'n  soisgeul  siorruidh,  tre  bheannachd  losa 

A  chridhe  tiorail,  le  fior  ghean  gràidh. 
Ged  dhùisg  a  nàmhaidgeur  Icaiimhuiiin  cràiteach 

Gun  aon  chcann-fàth  air  ach  gradh,  a'.s  ,silh  ; 
Tha  cridhe  aoibhneach,  tha  ghnùis  ro  aoidheil ; 

Tha  dan  'us  laoidh  aig'  gach  oidhcli  gun  dith. 

E  cumail  gU-achdaidh  an  aghaidh  pcacaidh, 

' S a sti ùireadh chleachdaidh,  le beachd air  Criosd 
Tha  gaol  do'n  reachd  thar  gach  ni,'u9  ncach  aig  ; 

'S  cha  ghabh  e  tlachd  ann  an  seachran  fiarr, 
'Se  Dia  na  trocair  a  neai't,  's  a  chòmhnadh, 

A  bhios  an  còmhnuidh  toirt  seòlaidh  dhà, 
Cha  lag  a  dhòchas   cha  bheag  a  sholas, 

Tha  aiteas  mòr  aig'  nach  eùl  do  chAch. 

A  Thighearn,  losa,  gabh  truas  d<''n  chriosdachd, 

Tha'n  t-eòlas  iosal,  's  gach  crioch  rnun  cuairt; 
Is  bras  a  dh'  eireas  gach  mearachd  eitidh 

'S  is  beag  an  t-eud  th'  aig  a  clsJeir  san  uair'. 
Dean  creideamh,  's  eblas,  dean  gaol  na  corach, 

A's  pailteas  sòlais,  a  dhòrtadh  nuas: 
Gu  daoin'  a  j»hill(inn,  o'n  cleac^hdaibh  milltcach, 

'S  gu  naomhachd  inntinn  bhi  ciiuilinn  suas. 

*  *  *  *  # 

*  *  *  * 
***** 

*  *  «  * 

A  Dliè  na  si-chaint,  craobhsgaoil  an  fhirinn, 

Measg  sloijh  nan  tirean,  's  nan  Innsean  cian  : 
Mar  dhaoin'  air  chall,  ann  an  ccò  nam  beann  iad, 

An  oidhche  teann  orr, 's  iad  fann  gun  bhiadh. 
Thoir  solus glèghlan,  thoir  rathad  reidh  dhoibh, 

'Us  cridhe  gleusd  a  thoirt  geill  do  'n  uan  ! 
Thoir  sgeul  doshlainte,  thoir  fios  doghriii  dhaibh. 

Cuir  feart  do  ghràsan  'nan  dàil  le  biiaidh. 
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liììii  amai(lt'i".clid  as  goraich 

A  leantuinn  lium  o  m'  òige, 

AN  GEAR  AX. 

'8  b'  annsa  learn  gu  mòr  iad 
Na  'n  t-eùlris  a's  fearr. 

Nan  deanainn  leth  na  còrach 

AiK,  FoNN — ^' Coire  f/unn  an  fhùsaich". 

Cha  chreidinn  nach  bu  leòir  e, 
S  nach  tearnadh  sud  fa-dheòidh  mi, 

Gun  dòigb  air  tij^h'/i'  goair. 

Is  duilich  Icam  mar  tliii  mi 

Ge  mùr  an  t-aobbar  sòlais 

A'  siubhal  le  mo  namhaid, 

lihi  'n  comunn  High  na  glòire, 

Eas-umhal  do  na  h-aiiitean, 

'S  iad  b'  annsa  leam  na  h-ùrain, 

'S  mo  glnadh  dhaibli  dio  fann. 

'S  bhi  'g  ()1  nan  deoch-sl.'iint. 

**  'S  iomadli  tear  a  bhi'irr  orni" 

I5u  dallag  mi  nach  sùradh, 

Tha  del  a  reir  a  iiaduir  ; 

Bhi  cluich  air  bruaicli  na  dòrainn, 

'S  e  'n  lai^h  tlia  fiihuig  triinailt, 

An  Diabhol  ga  mo  tbreòrach 

'Us  taire  iiacli  gauii. 

Gu  seolta  air  laimh. 

Riamh  o  tliuiteam  Adliaimh, 

'Se  'm  pecadh  'n  iii  a's  fearr  leinn, 

Gur  mòr  a'  cbreach,  's  an  diùbhail, 

'S  mi-clineasd  a  thug  sinn  gràdh  dha. 

Mo  cbridlie  bhi  gun  diiracbd, 

'Ga  tliàlalh  gach  am. 

A  gabhail  Do  nan  dul  domh, 

Cha  d'fhuair  mi  fad  mo  làithean, 

Mar  Ughdar  mo  shlàint: 

Dad  buanuachd,  no  dad  stà  dhetb, 

'S  e  tairgse  dbomli  'na  chùmhnant, 

Ach  daonnaii  tarrainn  sàis  orm, 

A  neart  a  bhi  mar  cbiil  domh, 

'S  'g  am  cliàradb  am  fang. 

'S  a  ghliocas  ard  gu  m'  stiiiireadh, 

'S  e  dh'fhiig  gacli  ni  a  leugh  mi, 

Le  cùram,  's  le  gràdh. 
Tha  druidheachd  air  mo  shùilean, 

Gach  searmoin  riamli  a  dh'  ei.sd  mi, 

'Se  'n  rud  a  ni  mo  chiùi'radij. 

'S  gach  guth  a  labhair  beul  rium 

D'  an  ruith  mo  mhiann  gu  siùbhlach, 

Gun  f ileum  dliomh,  gun  st;i. 

'S  mi  Iiibadh  'na  dbàil. 

'S  e  mhilleas  gealladh  J)he  orm, 

JNIo  shonas  air  mo  chCil-thaobh, 

Nach  earb  mi  ris  ach  euti-om, 

Mar  anabas  nacli  fiù  leam  ; 

S  nach  càraich  mi  rium  fcin  e, 

'S  m'  anam  an  drodi  run  da. 

Gu  h-eifeacbdach,  slàn. 

'Ga  dhiùhadh  le  tàir. 

'S  aim  chuir  e  mi  an  dcis-laimh, 

'G  am  fbàgail  ro  mhi  ghleusda, 

'S  mi  'n  duin'  as  truaigh'  san  t-saogbal, 

Gu  h-obair  uasal,  cuclidach, 

Fo  chis  aig  m'  easgar  daobhaidh, 

'S  gu  treubiiantas  ard  : 

Lan  fuath  do  'n  bheath'  a's  caoine, 

Gu  gleaclidadh  ris  an  eucoir 

'S  an  gaol  air  a'  blias. 

A  bhios  am'  chridhe  'g  eiridh, 

Co  sheallas  rium  a'm'  dhaorsa? 

No  cliithoar  aim  am  biieusaibh, 

Co  thionndas  mi  bho  chlaonadh  ? 

Gu  li-eitich,  's  gu  gràiirid. 

Cha'n-aingil,  no  clann-daoine. 

Och  !  b'  fhaoin  iad  sa'  chas. 

Nam  bithinn  tairis,  dileas, 

Ach  taing  do'n  Athair  naomha, 

A  leantuinn  ris  an  fhiritm, 

A  dh'uilaich  dhomh  an  t-saorsa, 

Bhiodh  ise  dhomli  mar  dliidcan 
Nach  diobradb  gu  bràth. 

Lull  tearnadh  o  gach  baoghal, 
Trid  Aon-ghin  a  ghràidh. 

Ged  chuireadh  daoitio  sios  mi 
Le  casaidean,  's  h;  ditfadh, 

A  Dhe  ta  iochdmhor,  maoineach, 
Cia  fhad  a  bliios  mi  caoinoadii  ! 

Gu'n  togadh  ise  ris  mi, 

'S  dhirinn  an  aird, 
Cha  toilleadh  i  gu  dilinn 

0  greas  le  d'  chobhair  chaomh, 
Agus  saor  mi  gun  dàil ! 

Dad  coire  dhomh  no  mitlilacljd, 

Tha  ceangal  ris  an  t-sith  aic', 

'S  is  dircach  a  gnà  : 

Ach  's  mòr  an  call,  's  an  dith  dhomh. 

Gu'm  beil  i  trie  air  di-chuiinbn, 

*S  nach'  eil  an  crcidoamh  cinntea(;h 

A'm'  inntinn  a  tàmh. 
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AN  AISEIHIGII. 

Air  konn — "  2Vu/  misc  Jo  (jlinKtim.^' 

'Vine,  lira  bàs  oirn  mu'n  <uiaiit, 
'8  roart  gu  'ii  laidhiiiii  's  an  uaigh, 
Av\\  cha  ti'id  mi  lo  gruaiin  'iia  c'oir : 
Oil'  blia  losa  iiio  luiti, 
Greis  'iia  la'ulhc  's  an  ùir, 
'S  riiiii  e'n  loabaidh  ud  ciibhraidh  dhoinhs", 

Thug  e'u  gath  as  a'  bb;\s, 
Uiiiii  e  caraid  de  in'  iiàinh, 

A  shnuil  mo  chuinail  gu  biath  fo  leùn  : 
'IVachdair  m'  Atliar  e  nis, 
Dh'ionnsuidb  lu'ainna  le  fios, 

£  dhul  dhachaigh  a  chlisg  chum  glùir. 

On  a  dirèirich  e  ris 

Sàr  Cheann-fheadhna  mo  shith, 
Gun  e  dh'fhuireach  fad  shios  f'o'a  fhòd  : 

'Us  gu  'n  dcachaidh  e  suas, 

Ghabhail  seilbhe  d'a  shluagh, 
Anus  iia  tìaitheas,  le  luathghair  mhòir. 

Se  mo  chreidimb  gun  bhreig, 
Gu  'n  eiiich  mise,  'na  dhcigh, 

Measg  na  buidhne  gun  bheud,  gun  ghò  : 
'Nuair  a  dh'ihosglar  gacb  uaigh, 
'S  a  theid  beò  anns  gach  sluagh, 

Chum  an  togail  's  an  uair,  gu  mod. 

Sud  an  cuinbachd  tha  treun, 

Sud  am  fradharc  tha  geur, 
Chuireas  rithisd  gach  ci  è  air  dòigh  ; 

Dream  chaidh  itheadh  le  sluagh, 

Dream  chaidh  mheasgadh  'n  aon  uaigh, 
Dream  chaidh  losgadh'nanluath  's  nan  ceo, 

'S  iomadb  colainn  bhios  aim, 

Tha  fad  air  asdar  o  'ceann 
'S  thig  iad  cuideacbd  'san  am,  gu  fbill. 

Thig  iad  uile  'nan  taom. 

As  gach  clagh  tha  's  an  t-saogh'l, 
'S  as  gach  àraich,  's  an  d'  aom  na  stòid. 

Cha'n  'eil  ait  ga'm  beil  corp, 

Air  ard  mhonadh,  no  cnoc, 
Ann  am  fiisach,  no  slochd  no  mjin': 

Ann  an  doimhneachd  a'  chuain, 

No  's  na  h-aibhnaichean  buan, 
As  nach  eirich  iad  suas,  's  iad  beò. 

Eiridh  'n  dìùc,  'us  an  righ, 
Eiridh  'm  bochd  bha  fa  chis, 
Eiridh  gaisgeach  an  strl,  's  an  deòr'. 


Kiridh'  bhaiiilighi-aina  nibaoth, 
i'^ii'idh  'n  t-aniadan  liaoth, 
'S  cha  bhi  dcarniad  air  aohd,  no  ùg. 

Eiriflhcuidac-'  1«;  gruaini, 
Ciii  iad  irarg  air  an  Uan, 

Chuireas  urith  orr*  a's  uumhunn  nihùr. 
J'^iridli  cuid  nc  le  aoidh, 
Huidbcann  uasal  nan  saoidh, 

*G  am  hi  oighreuchd  a  chauidb  an  glùir. 
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FONN — ^' Chunna  mi  'n  diugh  an  DuU'Cidann.^* 


Bha  na  Gàeil  ro  aineolach  dall, 
Bha  ionnsachadh  gann  nam  measg, 
Bha  'n  colas  cho  tana  's  cho  mall, 
'S  nach  b'  aithne  dhaibh  'n  call  a  mheas, 
Cha  chrideadh  iad  buannachd  no  stà, 
Bhi  'n  sgoilearachd  ard  da  'n  cloinn, 
Ged  fJieudadh  fhaicinn  gach  la, 
Gu'r  i  thog  o  'n  làr  na  GoilL 

Theid  aineolas  nis  as  an  tir, 

'S  gach  cleachdadh  ne(»-dhi reach  crom, 

A's  mealaidh  sjinn  sonas  a's  sith, 

Gun  fharmad  no  stri  'n  ar  fonn  ; 

Theid  sgoilean  chuir  suas  aims  gach  cearn, 

Bi'dh  leabhraichean  Gàclig  pailt ; 

Bi'dh  eolas  a's  diadhachd  a  fas, 

Thig  gach  duine  gu  sta  's  gu  rath. 

Nis  "  togaidh  na  Ga'tiil  an  ceann, 
'S  bha  bhi  iad  am  fang  ni's  mo"  ; 
Bi'dh  aca  ard  fhoghlum  nan  Gall, 
A's  tuigse  neo  mhall  na  choir  : 
Theid  iunleachdan  'n  oibribh  air  bono, 
Chuireas  saibhreas  'n  ar  fonn  gu  pailt, 
Bithidh  'n  diblidh  cho  laidir  ri  sonn— . 
'6  am  bochd  cha  bhi  lom  le  aire  i 

Thig  na  linntean  gu  cinnteach  mun  cualrt, 
1  ha  'n  sgriobtur  a  luaidh  thig  oirn  ; 
'S  an  teid  Satan  a  cheangal  gu  cruaidh, 
'S  nach  meall  e  an  sluagh  le  sgleò; 
Bi  dh  firinn  a's  siochaint  a's  gaol, 
A  ceangail  chloinn  daoin'  ri  cheil  ; 
Chan  fhaicear  fear  dona  mi-naomh, 
Theid  olc  a's  an  t-saogh'l  a's  bcud. 
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EwEN  Maclachlan  was  born  at  Torracalltuinn,  on  the  farm  of  Coiruanan,  in  Loch- 
abcr,  in  the  year  1775.  Coiruanan  was  possessed  by  a  family  of  the  name  of  Mac- 
lachlan  for  many  generations.  The  forefathers  of  E.  Maclachlan  came  originally  from 
Morven,  first  to  Ardgoiir  and  thence  to  Lochaber,  and  appear  to  have  been  in  general,  ^ 
men  possessed  of  suj)erior  natural  gifts.  His  great  grandfather  was  Dòmhnull- Ban- Bard 
contemporary  with  Sir  Ewen  Cameron  of  Lochiel.  That  bard's  compositions  are  justly 
admired,  particularly  his  elegy  on  occasion  of  the  death  of  that  chief.  The  mother  of 
E.  Maclachlan  was  a  Mackenzie,  descended  from  a  branch  of  that  clan,  which  had  settled 
in  Lochaber  many  generations  back.  His  father,  Ddmhnull  Mòr,  a  man  of  venerable  pre- 
sence and  patriarchal  bearing,  was  reckoned  one  of  tiie  most  elegant  speakers  of  the 
Gaelic  language  in  his  day.  He  was  distinguished  by  the  extent  and  diversity  of  his 
traditionary  and  legendary  lore,  as  well  as  by  the  appropriate  beauty  and  purity  of  the 
language,  in  which  he  told  his  tale,  or  conveyed  his  sentiments  to  the  admiring  listeners, 
who  delighted  to  resort  to  his  humble  dwelling. 

Though  the  father  was  himself  illiterate,  he  was  keenly  alive  to  the  benefits  of  educa- 
tion. Besides  the  subject  of  our  memoir,  he  had  several  sons  and  daughters.  Two  of 
the  former  were  afterwards  respectable  planters  in  the  Island  of  Jamaica.  In  the  village 
of  Fort- William,  where  his  father  now  resided,  the  parochial  school  of  Killmalie  had  been 
situated  since  the  middle  of  last  century,  and  taught  by  superior  teachers.  At  this  school 
the  brothers  of  Ewen  Maclachlan,  as  well  as  himself,  got  the  rudiments  of  their  educa- 
tion, which,  by  their  natural  abilities  and  laudable  ambition,  all  of  them  afterwards  ex- 
tended. Ewen  was  the  youngest  son  of  the  family,  except  one.  While  he  excelled  his 
very  clever  brothers  in  mental  abilities,  he  was  their  inferior  in  bodily  strength  ;  the 
physical  weakness  of  limb  which  disqualified  him,  in  some  measure,  for  the  playful  exer- 
cises of  his  fellow-scholars,  tended,  among  other  causes,  to  direct  his  views  to  objects 
and  pursuits  of  a  more  exalted  character. 

His  first  teacher  was  the  Rev.  John  Gordon,  afterwards  minister  of  Alvie  ;  after  him, 
Dr  William  Singers  of  Kirkpatrick-Juxta.  He  did  not  remain  long  under  the  tuition  of 
these  gentlemen,  and  on  account  of  his  father's  poverty,  was  but  very  indifferently  sup- 
plied with  books.  His  progress,  notwithstanding,  was  great  for  his  years  ;  it  indeed 
excelled  that  of  all  others  in  the  school,  and  in  general,  his  class-fellows  were  glad  to  >^ 
grant  him  the  perusal  of  their  books,  in  consideration  of  his  very  efficient  help  to  them  ia 
learning  their  lessons. 
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Mr  Mafliulilan,  at  an  early  age,  went  out  as  tutor  into  the  family  of  Mr  Cameron  of 
Camisky,  in  the  parish  of  Rillinonivaijj  ;  then;  liis  desire  for  classical  studies  received  a 
considerable  impulse  from  his  intercourse  with  the  father  of  his  host,  Cameron  of  Lian- 
(ially,  then  an  old  gentleman  confined  to  bed.  Liandally,  like  many  of  the  gentlemen  of 
his  day  in  Lochaber,  had  been  well  instructed  in  the  knowledge  of  the  Latin  tongue,  and 
much  exercised  in  the  colloquial  us(»  of  that  ancient  language  in  the  parochial  school  of 
Killmalie,  taught  by  a  Mr  Mac  Bean.  Mr  Maclachlan  no  doubt  derived  much  benefit 
from  his  "colloquies"  with  the  venerable  classic,  who,  from  his  being  bed-rid,  also 
derived  much  amusement,  as  well  as  pleasure,  from  his  communings  with  liis  young 
companion. 

Mr  Maclachlan's  next  engagement  as  tutor  was,  when  about  fifteen  years  of  age,  in 
the  family  of  Mr  Cameron  of  Chines.  His  pupils  were  Captain  Allan  Cameron,  now  of 
Clunes,  and  his  brother  General  P.  Cameron,  H.E.I.C.S.  Here  Mr  Maclachlan  made 
great  progress  in  the  study  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages.  It  is  said,  that  he  even 
travelled  on  the  vacant  Saturdays,  to  Fort-William,  (whither  his  parents  had  removed,) 
in  order  to  get  from  his  former  teacher,  an  outline  of  his  prospective  studies  for  the  sub- 
sequent week.  Thus  he  soon  became  able  to  translate,  with  fluency,  the  Scriptures  of  the 
New  Testament  from  the  original  Greek  into  his  mother-tongue,  Gaelic  ;  and  frequently 
did  he  astonish,  as  well  as  instruct  and  delight,  the  unsophisticated  rustics  of  the  place, 
by  this  singular  display  of  erudition. 

After  the  lapse  of  two  years,  he  engaged  as  tutor  in  the  family  of  Mr  Mac  Millan  of 
Glenpean,  a  very  remote  and  romantic  situation  at  the  west  end  of  Loch-aircaig.  In 
this  family,  he  resided  for  two  years,  still  devoting  his  spare  hours  to  the  prosecution  of 
his  classical,  and  other  studies.  So  great  indeed  was  his  ardour  in  this  respect,  that  his 
worthy  hostess  often  deemed  it  necessary,  to  insist  on  his  relaxing  his  application  to  his 
books,  in  order  to  take  healthful  exercise  in  the  open  air.  On  such  occasions,  his  favour- 
ite walk  was  along  the  banks  of  the  **  slow-rolling  Pean,"  so  sweetly  celebrated  in  his 
own  ode  to  that  romantic  stream,  and  on  whose  green  borders  were  composed  many  of 
his  finest  juvenile  strains.  At  this  time  also,  our  young  bard  began  to  show  a  penchant 
for  instrumental  music.  He  constructed  a  rude  violin,  on  which  he  took  lessons  from  an 
individual,  by  profession  a  pij)er,  who  lived  in  the  neighbouring  district  or  "  country"  of 
Mòror,  and  came  occasionally  to  Glenpean.  This  rustic  instrument  possessed  but  few, 
if  any,  of  the  qualities  of  a  Cremona.  An  individual,  who  lived  in  the  family  at  this 
period,  describes  it  as  being  no  bigger  than  aladle — "  Cha  bu  mho  i  dhuibh  na  'n  liadh" 
and  he  himself  in  the  ode  to  Pean  calls  it  ^^fidheall  na  rcicail,"  or  "  dissonant  lyre." 
Afterwards,  however,  our  poet  became  a  tolerable  performer  on  the  violin,  as  well  as 
some  other  musical  instruments. 

After  residing  two  years  in  Glenpean,  he  returned  to  Clunes,  and  resumed  his  former 
office  there.  Here  he  remained  for  six  years.  In  1795,  he  fondly  cherished  the  hope  of 
being  enabled  to  enter  College,  could  he  be  so  lucky  as  procure  funds  for  that  pur- 
pose. With  the  view  of  obtaining  aid  from  certain  wealthy  namesakes  of  his,  he  and  his 
father  paid  a  visit  to  those  gentlemen,  and  to  some  humbler  persons,  relations  of  his 
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mother.  The  latter,  *'  were  willin;^  to  contribute  something  ;"  but  the  Jurmer  met  his 
suit  with  a  discouraginj^  refusal,  telling  his  father,  that  "  he  meant  to  ruin  his  son  by 
putting-  such  idle  notions  into  his  head,  and  that  he  ought  rather  to  go  home,  and  forth- 
with bind  the  lad  as  af)j)renticc  to  his  own  trade, — that  of  a  weaver."  With  heavy 
hearts  and  weary  limbs,  they  returned  home.  After  anxious  and  earnest  deliberation  on 
this  important  point,  by  the  poet  and  his  parents  around  their  humble  ingle,  the  idea  of 
going  to  college  was,  for  a  time,  abandoned  ;  and  the  young  man  resolved  to  return  next 
day,  to  the  family  of  Clunes,  where  he  was  assured  that  he  should  be  received  with  open 
arms.  He  accordingly  set  out  for  that  place ;  but  as  he  approached  it,  his  earthly  career 
was  very  nearly  terminated.  In  those  days,  there  was  no  bridge  over  the  river  Ar- 
kaig.  He  found  the  stream  greatly  swoln,  and  hazardous  to  ford.  Night,  however,  was 
approaching,  and  therefore  he  ventured  out.  He  had  not  proceeded  far  in  the  rugged 
channel,  when  he  was  carried  off  his  feet,  and  swept  away  by  the  rapid  current ;  he  now 
thought  with  himself  that  his  golden  dreams  of  literary  and  ))hilosophic  distinction  w  ere 
at  an  end  :  he  committed  himself,  however,  to  the  care  of  him  who  hath  said,  "  when  thou 
passest  through  the  waters,  1  will  be  with  thee  ;  and  through  the  rivers  they  shall  not 
overflow  thee."  On  this  he  was  providentially  thrown  on  a  stone,  a  part  of  which  was 
still  above  the  waters.  After  resting  here  a  brief  space,  he  made  one  desperate  effort  to 
reach  the  wished-for  bank,  and  was  successful.  He  there  poured  out  a  prayer  of  gratitude 
to  the  Most  High  for  his  signal  deliverance  from  so  great  a  danger.  Forthwith  Mr  Mac- 
lachlan  resumed  his  labours  at  Clunes ;  at  the  same  time  prosecuting  his  classical  studies 
with  unremitting  ardour,  as  his  time  permitted.  Here  he  composed  several  pieces  of 
justly  admired  Gaelic  poetry  ;  several  of  these  and  of  his  former  compositions  were  pub- 
lished about  1798,  in  a  volume  printed  in  Edinburgh,  for  Allan  M'Dougall,  alias  ''Dull" 
musician,  then  at  Inverloehy,  afterwards  family-bard  to  the  late  Glengarry.  Among  these 
were  *'  Dàin  nan  Aimsirean,"  a  translation  of  Pope's  Messiah,  "  Dan  nui  Chonaltradh," 
&c.,  and  a  translation  of  part  of  Homer's  Iliad  into  Gaelic  heroic  verse.  During  the 
currency  of  the  year  1796,  our  poet  was  introduced  by  Dr  Ross  of  Killmonivaig  to  the 
late  Glengarry;  and  that  Chief,  ever  after,  continued  his  warm  friend.  He  yielded  him 
the  pecuniary  aid  which  he  had  in  vain  solicited  from  other  sources.  This  kindly  aid, 
together  with  our  jioct's  own  little  savings  out  of  his  salaries,  put  him  in  circumstances 
to  proceed  to  the  University,  whither  he  was  accompanied  by  his  anxious  and  affection- 
ate father.*  Arrived  at  Aberdeen,  he  determined  to  enter  the  lists  as  a  competitor  for  a 
bursary  at  King's  College.  Here,  for  the  first  time,  he  found  himself  engaged  with 
entire  strangers  in  the  arena  of  literary  strife.  The  various  pieces  of  trial  being  duly 
executed  and  given  in,  the  hour  for  announcing  the  fate  of  the  champions  approached  ; 
the  anxious  expectants  were  assembled  in  the  lobby  of  the  great  College-Hall,  where  the 
Professors  were  still  engaged  in  earnest  judicial  deliberation.  Meantime  the  rustic 
dress  of  the  young  Highlander,  his  diffident  manner,  and  rather  awkward  appearance, 
drew  upon  him  the  ungenerous  gibes  and  unmerited  contempt  of  several  young  coxcombs, 


it  is  siiid  that  he  travelled  to  Aberdeen,  dressed  in  the  iiioiuitaiii  garb. 
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his  rivals.  It  was  snecrinjjiy  recommended  to  him  to  make  a  speedy  retreat  to  the  wilds 
of  Lochaber,  while  he  was  comforted  with  the  assurance  that  he  had  not  the  slightest 
chance  of  success.  Enduring  all  this  banter,  with  meek,  but  firm  forbearance,  he  merely 
advised  his  assailants  not  to  |)rejudge  his  case.  The  door  of  the  hall  was  at  length  opened, 
the  names  of  the  successful  competitors  were  announced,  and  the  officer  first  called 
*'  EwKN  Maclachlan,"  as  being  the  best  scholar,  and  chief  bursar. 

From  that  moment,  he  gained  and  retained  the  respect  and  warm  regard  of  his  fellow- 
students.  He  entered  on  his  studies  in  Aberdeen  with  his  wonted  earnestness  and  dili- 
gence, and  greatly  distinguished  himself  in  his  classes.  At  the  end  of  the  Session,  he 
resumed  the  charge  of  his  pupils  at  Clunes  ;  this  he  continued  to  do,  during  the  recess 
annually,  whilst  he  continued  in  the  gown  classes.  At  the  end  of  that  |)orio(l,  having 
obtained  the  degree  of  A.M.,  he  entered  the  Divinity-Hall.  Through  the  good  offices  of 
the  Rev.  Dr  Ross,  our  student  was  presented  to  a  Royal  bursary  in  the  gift  of  the  Barons 
of  Exchequer;  and  about  the  same  time  (anno  1800),  he  was  appointed  assistant  to  Mr 
Gray  as  hbrarian  of  King's  College,  and  teacher  of  the  Grammar  School  of  Old  Aberdeen. 
From  the  date  of  these  appointments,  he  took  up  his  permanent  residence  in  that  town, 
of  which,  at  a  subsequent  period,  he  was  made  a  free  burgess.  He  continued  to  attend 
the  Divinity-Hall  for  eight  sessions,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  Royal  bursary  above 
mentioned.  He  was,  during  the  period  last  mentioned,  custodier  of  the  library  attached 
to  the  Divinity-Hall  of  Marischal  College.  From  this  date,  the  hfe  of  our  theologian  was 
indeed  a  life  of  incessant  literary  toil  and  scholastic  labour.  In  addition  to  the  duties  of 
the  offices  to  which  he  had  been  recently  appointed,  he  devoted  several  hours  every  day  to 
private  teaching,  in  order  to  eke  out  the  limited  income  derived  from  these  offices. 
Many  gentlemen,  especially  from  the  Highlands,  sent  to  him  their  sons  to  be  under  his 
effective  and  immediate  superintendence.  Even  in  these  circumstances,  as  well  as  through 
life,  he  displayed  great  liberality  and  affection  towards  his  aged  parents  and  his  other 
near  relations,  by  often  relieving  their  wants  out  of  his  hard  earnings. 

After  completing  his  attendance  at  the  *'  Hall,"  and  delivering  his  trial-pieces  with 
eclat,  he  found  the  bent  of  his  mind,  as  well  as  his  ambition,  directed  to  a  "Chair,"  in  one 
of  the  Universities,  rather  than  to  the  Pulpit.  He  was  encouraged  in  his  aspiration  after 
this  object,  by  several  friends,  but  particularly  by  Professor  James  Beattie  of  Marischal 
College.  The  Professor's  death,  however,  in  1810,  was  a  heavy  blow  to  Mr  Maclach- 
lan's  hopes.  A  strong  mutual  friendship  had  existed  between  them,  amounting  to  affec- 
tion. On  the  melancholy  occasion  of  his  friend's  death,  Mr  Maclachlan  composed  an 
elegy  in  the  Gaehc  tongue,  which  for  beauty  of  language,  sincerity  of  sorrow,  and  un- 
rivalled elegance  of  composition,  can  bear  comparison  with  any  thing  of  the  kind  ever 
presented  to  the  world.  This  was  not  the  only  composition  in  which  our  poet's  grateful 
remembrance  of  Professor  Beattie's  friendship  was  commemorated.  In  his  "  Metrical 
Effusions,"  (Aberdeen,  1816,)  is  printed  an  elegant  Latin  ode  addressed  to  that  accom- 
plished scholar,  during  his  life,  and  an  English  ode,  entitled  "  A  dream,"  being  an 
apotheosis  on  that  patron  of  neglected  merit.  Some  years  after  his  settlement  in  Aber- 
deen, Mr  Maclachlan  turned  his  attention  to  Oriental  literature,  as  well  as  to  that  of  the 
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languages  of  modern  Europe  ;  and  hÌ3  acquirements  in  these  he  made  subservient  to  the 
critic^al  culture  of  his  mother-tongue.  About  the  same  time  he  undertook  the  arduous 
task  of  translating  the  Iliad  of  Homer  into  Gaelic  heroic  verse.  Of  this  immortal  work, 
he  finished  nearly  seven  books,  which  still  remain  in  MS.  Besides  this,  he  began  to  com- 
pile materials  for  a  Dictionary  of  the  Gaelic  language  spoken  in  Scotland,  and  that,  (as  he 
did  every  thing  else)  from  his  mere  regard  and  affection  for  every  thing  tending  to  promote 
the  honour  or  improvement  of  his  native  land.  What  was  ^Aen  called  "the  Highland  Society 
of  Scotland,"  (having  had  reference  to  the  mental  culture  of  their  Caledonian  countrymen, 
instead  of  as  now,  unfortunately,  to  the  physical  development  of  the  points  of  the  inferior 
animals)  had  soon  after  entertained  the  project  of  preparing  and  publishing  a  Dictionary  of 
that  ancient  language;  and  having  ascertained  the  eminent  qualifications  of  Mr  Maclachlan, 
and  his  progress  in  compiling  the  said  work,  they  conjoined  him  with  the  late  Dr  Mac- 
leod  of  Dundonald,  in  carrying  on  the  national  Dictionary,  compiled  under  their  patronage. 
The  department  assigned  to  Mr  Maclachlan  was  the  Gaelic-English,  and  so  important  and 
difficult  a  task  could  not  have  been  committed  to  better  hands.  In  the  preface  to  the  Dic- 
tionary published  by  Drs  Macleod  and  Dewar,  it  is  well  remarked, — "  Mr  MacLachlan  of 
Aberdeen  especially  brought  to  the  undertaking  great  talents,  profound  learning,  habits  of 
industry  which  were  almost  superhuman,  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  Gaelic  lan- 
guage, and  devoted  attachment  to  the  elucidation  of  its  principles." 

The  pages  of  Mr  Maclachlan's  MS.  of  this  great  national  work  were  enriched  with 
innumerable  vocables  and  phrases  kindred  to  Gaelic,  derived  not  only  from  the  cognate 
dialects  of  the  Keltic,  but  also  from  the  Greek  and  Latin,  as  well  as  from  the  Hebrew, 
Arabic,  Chaldaic,  Persic,  and  other  Eastern  languages. 

In  the  winter  of  1821  and  1822,  he  was  engaged  in  transcribing  this  work  for  the 
press,  and  he  expected  to  have  it  completed  by  the  following  July  ;  but  alas !  his  valuable 
life  was  not  prolonged  to  see  his  hopes  realized. 

Let  us  now  briefly  revert  to  events  somewhat  prior  in  our  poet's  life.  In  the  Metrical 
Effusions  formerly  mentioned,  there  is  printed  an  ode  in  the  Greek  language,  "  on  the 
Generation  of  Light,"  which  had  the  honour  of  gaining  the  prize  given  by  Dr  Buchanan 
of  Bengal  to  King's  College  for  the  best  poetical  ode  upon  the  above  subject.  About  this 
period  (1816),  he,  at  the  request  of  his  friend  Lord  Bannatyne  M'Leod,  deciphered  several 
old  Gaelic  MSS.,  and  transcribed  them  into  the  ordinary  character.  A  difficult  and 
laborious  task.  In  1819,  Mr  Gray  died,  and  Mr  MacLachlan  was  then  appointed  Head- 
Master  of  the  Grammar  School  of  Old  Aberdeen,  and  also  principal  Session-Clerk  and 
Treasurer  of  the  parish  of  Old  Machar.  These  promotions  increased  his  income,  but 
greatly  added  to  his  labour.  He  was  likewise  secretary  to  the  Highland  Society  of 
Aberdeen;  and  in  this  character,  used  to  wear  the  full  garb  of  his  country  when  officially 
attending  the  meetings  of  the  Society,  and  on  other  particular  occasions.  In  1820,  the 
office  of  teacher  of  the  classical  department  of  the  Inverness  Academy  became  vacant! 
Many  friends  and  admirers  of  Mr  Maclachlan's  great  talents  made  strenuous  exertions 
to  procure  his  appointment  to  that  situation.  At  the  head  of  these  friends  was  his  firm 
supporter  and  original  patron.  Glengarry  ^    Unhappily,  the  proceedings  on  that  occasion, 
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instead  ol'  hciwj;  coiKliictcd  willi  u  sinjilo  rog-ard  to  public  utility,  and  the  rewarding  of 
merit,  were  mixed  up  with  local  politics  and  causeless  prejudices.  The  result  was,  that 
after  an  unprecedentedly  keen  canvass,  and  the  exercise  of  every  available  inlluenee  on 
both  sides,  Mr  Maclaehlan  was  exeliided  I)y  the  mere  numerical  force  of  the  op()osinjj 
p.irty.  It  is  plain  from  llic  very  liandsoiiie  document  obtained  from  the  Professors  of 
lliimanify  and  (Jreek  at  St  Andrews,  upon  the  occasion  of  Mr  Maclachlan's  being  on 
a  remit,  examined  by  them,  that  want  of  deep  scholarship,  or  talent  as  a  successful 
teacher,  was  not  the  cause  of  his  exclusion  from  a  situation  which  he  would  have 
adorned. 

Gifted  with  exquisite  sensibility,  he  deeply  felt  the  unworthy  treatment  thus  experienced 
at  the  hands  of  his  Norland  countrymen;  and  he  frequently  expressed  himself  to  the  effect, 
that  he  was  resolved  never  again  to  expose  his  peace  of  mind  to  the  machinations  of 
"  ambidexter  politicians." 

Some  short  time  after  this  period,  his  health  became  affected.  His  constitution  bega-n 
to  yield  under  his  incessant  toils.  He  proceeded,  however,  to  Ayrshire,  to  visit  his 
colleague,  Dr  Macleod.  There  his  health  rallied  considerably,  and  he  continued  in  the 
enjoyment  of  much  of  that  blessing,  till  the  beginning  of  1822  ;  when  again  his  health 
was  most  seriously  assailed.  He  lingered  till  the  29th  day  of  March,  when  this  amiable 
n)an,  and  distinguished  scholar,  departed  this  Ufe  at  the  age  of  47  years.  It  might  be  said 
that  he  died  of  a  gradual  decay  and  debility,  induced  by  professional  over-exertion  and 
study.  His  locks  had  become,  years  before  his  death,  silver-grey.  In  hira,  unquestionably, 
died  the  first  Celtic  scholar  of  his  day.  His  premature  death  caused  much  regret  in  the 
public  mind,  particularly  at  Aberdeen,  and  throughout  the  Highlands  ;  and  deep  sorrow 
among  his  numerous  friends. 

As  a  general  scholar,  possessed  of  varied  learning  and  fine  genius,  Mr  Maclaehlan 
stood  very  high.  The  department  of  philology,  however,  was  his/or^e,  and  favourite  pur- 
suit. In  that  respect,  it  is  believed,  he  had  few  superiors.  He  was  "eximius  apud  Scotos 
philologus."  His  Greek  and  Latin  odes  have  met  with  the  highest  approbation  from  the 
best  critics.  The  same  may  be  predicated  of  his  Gaelic  poems.  His  Gaelic  version  of 
the  first  seven  books  of  the  Iliad  stands  second  to  the  unrivalled  original  alone.  His  MS. 
of  the  national  Gaelic-Enghsh  Dictionary  (if  preserved)  affords  ample  proof  of  his  un- 
wearied diligence  and  labour,  and  of  his  pre-eminent  philological  and  antiquarian  acquire- 
ments ;  notwithstanding  it  did  not  receive  the  final  polish  from  his  master-hand.  With 
the  true  spirit  of  genius,  his  mind  descended,  with  grateful  elasticity,  from  those  abstruse 
subjects  to  the  lighter  amusements  of  poetry  and  music  ;  cheerful,  and  often  playful  con- 
versation. 

As  a  classical  teacher,  Mr  Maclachlan's  success  is  sufficiently  evinced  by  the  circum- 
stance, that  his  pupils  annually  carried  off  the  largest  proportion  of  the  bursaries  competed 
for  at  the  University.  His  excellencies  as  a  scholar  were  equalled  by  his  virtues  as  a  man 
and  a  Christian.  His  piety  was  unfeigned,  deep,  and,  in  some  respects  enthusiastic.  He 
was  the  very  soul  of  honour.  None  could  go  before  him  in  moral  purity,  worth  and 
integrity.     His  manners,  withal,  displayed  the  most  engaging  simplicity.     In  life,  he 
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secured  the  love  and  respect  of  all  who  knew  him  ;  and  in  deatli,  his  memory  is  by  them 
held  in  tender  remembrance. 

Eminently  calculated  to  advance  the  literature  and  language  of  his  native  land,  it  is 
deeply  to  be  regretted  that  he  had  not  been  placed  through  the  muniHcence  of  individuals, 
or  the  public  patriotism  of  his  countrymen,  in  a  situation  of  ease  and  comfort,  such  as  a 
Professorship  of  Keltic  in  one  of  our  Universities.  There  he  could  have  effectually  pro- 
moted the  objects  he  so  fondly  cherished  :  the  temperament  of  his  modest  nature  required 
the  supporting  arm  of  a  patron,  as  the  limber  vine  requires  the  aid  of  the  oak.  But  his 
was  the  too  frequent  lot  of  kindred  spirits,  to  experience  the  heart-sickening  of  **  hope 
deferred,'*  and  to  be  allowed  to  droop  and  die,  the  victims  of  ill-requited  toil. 

Mr  Maclachlan  possessed  the  friendship,  and  was  the  correspondent  of  several  persons 
of  distinction — among  these  might  be  enumerated,  besides  the  late  Glengarry,  his  Grace 
Alexander  Duke  of  Gordon,  Sir  John  Sinclair,  Dr  Gregory,  and  Lord  Bannatyne  Mac- 
leod.     Much  of  their  correspondence,  (if  collated)  would  be  found  very  interesting. 

In  conformity  with  the  prevailing  feature  of  his  character,  this  **  true  Highlander," 

on  his  death-bed  directed  his  body  to  be  laid  with  the  ashes  of  his  fathers  at  the  foot  of 

his  native  mountains;  "  et  dulces  moriens  reminiscitur  Argos."     This  dying  request  was 

religiously  complied  with.    At  Aberdeen,  every  mark  of  respect  was  paid  to  his  memory. 

With  all  the  solemnities  usually  observed  at  the  obsequies  of  a  Professor  of  the  University, 

his  body  was  removed  from  his  house  to  the  ancient  chapel  of  King's  College,  his  Alma 

Mater,  and  laid  in  the  tomb  of  Bishop  Elfington,  the  founder  of  this  venerable  seminary. 

Next  morning,  a  great  concourse  of  the  most  respectable  persons  in  and  around  Aberdeen, 

including  the  Professors  of  both  Universities,  the  Magistrates  of  the  city  and  the  Highland 

Society  of  Aberdeen  chapterly,  met  in  the  College  Hall,  to  pay  their  last  respects  to  the 

remains  of  departed  worth,  and  thence  accompanied  the  hearse,  bearing  those  remains, 

some  distance  out  of  town,  and  there  bade  a  long  and  last  adieu.     Similar  indications  of 

respect  and  sorrow  were  evinced  in  all  the  towns  through  which  the  mournful  procession 

passed.     Glengarry,  accompanied  by  a  large  number  of  his  clansmen  dressed  in  their 

native  garb,  paid  a  tribute  of  respect  to  his  departed  jt?;-o/C(/e,  by  meeting  and  escorting 

his  remains,  while  passing  through  that  chiefs  country.    His  Lochaber  countrymen  were 

not  behind  in  exhibiting  every  proper  feeling  towards  the  memory  of  him  whom  they 

universally  esteemed  an  honour  to  belong  to  their  country.     All  classes  of  them  came 

out  to  meet  the  hearse ;  so  that  on  entering  his  native  village  of  Fort-William,  the  crowd 

was  so  dense,  that  the  procession  advanced  with  difficulty.     Next  day,  being  the  15th  of 

April,  the  mortal  remains  of  Ewen  Maclachlan,  preceded  by  the  **  wild  wail"  of  the 

piohrachd,  and  accompanied  by  a  larger  assemblage  than  that  of  the  preceding  day,  were 

conducted  to  their  last  resting-place,  and  laid  with  those  of  his  fathers,  at  Killevaodain  in 

Ardgour.     There,  '*  near  the  noise  of  the  sounding  dirge,"  sleeps  *'  the  waster  of  the 

midnight  oil,"  without  "one  gray  stone"  to  mark  his  grave  ! 
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AN   SAMIIRADII. 

Air  fonn  — "  An  (iin  dot  sioa  bin  iltonuch. 


Mocii  's  mi  ^g  eiridh  'inadainii  cheit^in, 

'S  (Iririchd  jiir  feur  iiati  lòiiitcaii  ; 
Bii  Khtuintaclt  eibliiiin  call  ^ach  cit'utair, 

'Tigh'n  le  gleiis  a'm  frù^aibli, 
Gil  blàthas  na  grcine  'bVijjh'or  eiridh, 

Suas  air  sgoitli  nam  iiiùr-bheatiii  ; 
'S  è  teachd  o'n  chuan  gu  dreachor,  buaghach, 

Uiughail,  uasal,  ùr-biuiidii. 

Tha  cCiivtean  cciitach  cian  nan  sppnran, 

Laith-ghorm,  reidh  mar  chiuvaidh, 
'S  do  sgaoil  bho  chèile  neoil  a  sheideadh 

Stoirm  nan  reuh-ghaoth  hrda  ; 
Gach  dùil  ag  eigbeach  iochd  a's  rèite, 

'N  teachd  a  cheud  mhios  Mhàigh  oirnn  ; 
S  gu'm  b'  ùr  neo-tbruaillidh  'n  triisgan  uain', 

Air  druim  nan  cluaintean  fàsaich. 

Bu  cbùirteil,  prìseil,  foìrm  gach  coin, 

An  cuantal  brdail,  greannar, 
Cuir  sios  ar  sgeoil  is  blasta  gloir, 

Air  bharr  nan  òg-mh-eur  samhraidh, 
Le  'n  ribheid  chiùil  gu  fonnar  dlù, 

Na  puirt  bu  shiublaich  ranntachd  ; 
'S  mac-tair  a'  freagairt  fuaim  am  feadain, 

Shuas  's  na  creagan  gleanntach. 

Bi  'n  ioc-shlaint  chleibh  am  fior  shruth  sleibh, 

O  ghlac  nam  feur-choii"'  arda. 
Le  turaraich  bhinn  th'air  bhalbhag  miii, 

A  sbiubhlas  sios  tro  'n  àilean, 
Mar  airgead  glas,  'na  choiiichibh  cas, 

Ri  tòraghan  bras  gun  tamh  orr', 
Cuir  siiigh  gun  truaill  's  gach  flùran  uaine, 

'S  dlù  mu  bhruach  nam  blarabh. 

B'  è  m'  eibhneas  riamh  'nuair  dh'  eirghe  gi'ian, 

Le  cheud  ghath  tiorail  blath  oirn, 
Bhi  ceum  a  sios  gu  beul  nam  min-shruth, 

'S  reidh  ghorm  lith  mar  sgàthan, 
A'  snamh  air  falbh  gu  samhach  balbh, 

Gu  cuantaibh  gailbheinn  sail  ghlais, 
Tro  lubaibh  cam  le  straithibh  ghleann 

Tha  tilge  greann  a  Mhàirt  diu. 

Air  uchd  an  fhior-uisg  's  grinn  a  chitear, 

Oibrean  siannta  nàduir, 
Du-neoil  nan  speur  a'  falbh  o  cheil, 

Air  chruach  nan  sleibhtean  arda  ; 
Gun  saoil  an  t-sùil  gur  h-ann  sa  ghrunnd, 

Tha  dealbh  gach  ioghnaidh  àghoir  ; 


? 


Am  bun  os-ceann  nan  liiildi  's  nan  crann, 
'S  tin  III  beil  sa'  gblcann  gati  arach. 

Bi'<lh   bradati   scari},'  inbi'ar,  drniin-(lbnl)b,  tarr- 
'8  clcoc  nati  mearibti-bliaii  ruadii  air,     [gheal' 
Deo,  brisg,  gun  chearb  air  bhuinne  garbh, 
I       O'n  mhiiir  is  gailbheach  nuallan  ; 
I  Gu  h-iteach,  earr  ghobhlacli,  grad-mheamnach, 
Leum  air  ghearr-sgiath  luatha, 
Le  cbam-ghob  ullamh  cheapa  chuilpag, 
Bhios  ffa<lb  shruth  nan  cuairteag. 

Gum  faicte  loma  barr  gach  tomain, 

Caoirich  throma,  liontaidh, 
Gu  ceigeach,  bronnach,  garbh  an  tomalt, 

Rusgach,  oliach,  min-tiugh  ; 
'S  an  uanaibh  geala,  luatha,  glana, 

Ri  cluaineis  mhear  a'  dian-ruith, 
Le  mèilich  mhaoth  m'  an  cuairt  do'n  raon, 

A's  pairt  san  t'hraoch  gan  grianadh. 

'S  na  trathan  ceart  thig  dròbh  nam  mart, 

'An  ordugh  steach  do'n  bhuaile, 
Le  'n  ùithibh  làn,  gu  reamhar,  làirceach, 

Druim-fhionn,  cra-dhearg,  guaillionn  ; 
'S  gach  gruagach  àigh  gu  cridheil,  gàireach, 

Craicneach,  snàthach,  cuachach  ; 
Air  lom  an  tothair,  fonn  air  bleothann, 

Stt'all  bu  bhothar  fuaimrich. 

Gur  h-ionmhuinn  gaoir  struth-gheimnich  laogh. 

Ri  leumnaich  fhaoin  fea  'n  àilein, 
Gu  seang-brisg,  uallach,  eutrom,  guanach, 

Pòr  is  uaisle  str.iiceis, 
'S  iad  du-ghlas,  riabhach,  caisfhipnn,  stiallach,    / 

Bailgfhionn,  ciar-dhubh,  barr-lom, 
'S  an  earblaibh  sguabach  togte  suas, 

A'  duibh-ruith  nuas  gu  mathair. 


O  Shàmhraidh  gheugaìch,  ghrianaich,cheutaich,    j 

Dhuillich,  fheuraich,  chi,  in-ghil  ! 
Bho  t-anail  fcin  thig  neart  a's  speurad,  '^ 

Do  gach  creutair  diùidi, 
Bha  'n  sàs  'an  slabhraidh  reot  a  gheamhraidh, 

Ann  an  am  na  dùdlachd, 
'S  tha  nis  a'damhs,  feadh  ghlac  a's  ghleann, 

]\r  ad  theachd  a  nail  as  ùr  oirn. 


'S  tu  tarbhach  reachdor,  biachar,  pailt, 

Le  feart  do  fhrasan  blatha, 
A  thig  nan  ciuraich  mhaoth-bhuig  dhriùchd, 

A'  dorta  sùigh  gun  fhàillinn, 
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S  aiiri  If  am  is  taitncach  fiainh  do  bhrait, 

()  fhluraibh  dait  a  gliàraidh 
Cuir  deaira  boisgeil  retiU  an  daoiinein, 

'iVIach  gii  driiim  nan  ard-bheann. 

f    Gach  fluran  mais  is  àillidh  dieach, 

A'  fas  'an  cleachdadh  ùrdail, 
Gu  rimheach,  taitneach,  ciatach,  sriasmhor, 

Ann  's  Jin  reachd  bu  choir  dhaibh  ; 
An  t-seamrag  uaine  's  barr-glieal  griiag, 

A's  buidheann  chuachach  neoinein, 
Lili  gucagach  nan  cluigean, 

'S  mile  lus  nach  eol  domh. 

r.     Bi'dh  sobhrach  luaineach,  gheal-bhiii,  chluasach, 

Ann  am  bruach  nan  alltabb, 
'S  a  bhiolair  uain  taobh  nam  t'liaran, 

Gibeach,  cluaineach,  cam-mbeur  ; 
Thig  ròs  nam  bad  is  boidhche  dreach, 

Na  neoil  na  maidne  samhraidh, 
Gu  ruiteacb,  dearg-gheal,  cearsjlach.  dealbhach, 

Air  roinn  mheanbh  nam  iann-shlat. 

l^^An  gleann  fo  bharrach,  reisgeach,  caiuiach, 
^       Feurach,  raineach,  luachrach, 

Gu  min-bhog,  mealach,  brighor,  bainnear, 

Cib,  a's  eneamh  m'  an  cuairt  ann  ; 
Bidb  lorn  a  bhlair  is  reachdair  fas, 

A'  dol  fo  stràc  neo-thruaiilidh, 
'S  an  saoghall  a  'gàirdechas  le  fhiilt, 

A  thaobh  gu'n  dh'  fhag  am  fuachd  sinn, 

I    Gur  ceann-ghorm  loinneil  dos  gach  doire, 

Bhios  sa  choiile  chròchdaich, 
Gu  sl^abhach  ard  fo  iomlan  blàth, 

O  bhnn  gu  bharr  'n  comhdach  ; 
An  snothach  sùghor  thig  o'n  dùsluing 

Ann  sna  fìùrain  nòsar, 
A'  brùchda  meas  tro  shiios  nan  geug, 

A's  tlus  nan  speur  ga'n  còmhnadh. 

?Gach  maoth  phreas  ùr  gu  duilleach  cùbhraidh, 
Peurach,  ùbhlach,  sòghar, 
Trom  thorrach,  luisreagach,  a'  lùbadh, 

Measach,  driiichdach,  lòdail ; 
Le  cud-throm  ghagan  dlù  dhonn-dhearg, 

A  bhios  air  slait  nan  crbc-mheur, 
'S  CO  milis  bias  ri  mil  o'n  sgeap, 
Aig  seillein  breac  a  chrònain. 

?Bidh  coisridh  mhuirneach  nan  gob  lùghor, 
Ann  sgach  ùr-dhos  uaigneach, 
Air  gheugaibh  dlu  nan  duilleach  ùr-ghorm, 
V       Chuireadh  sunnt  fo'n  duanaig  ; 

Thig  smeòrach  chuirteil,  druid  a's  bru-dhearg, 

Uiseag  chiùin  a's  cuachag, 
Le  h-òran  cianail,  fann-bhf»g  tiamhaidh, 
N  glacaig  dhiomhair  uaine. 


M'  an  innsin  sios  gach  ni  bu  mhiann  leam, 

Ann  am  briathran  seulta, 
Cha  chuirinn  crioch  le  dealbh  am  bliadlin' 

Air  ceathramh  trian  de'n  b'  eol  <i«imh, 
M'  a  ghlùìr  nan  speur,  's  an  t-saogha'l  gu  leir, 

A  lion  le  h-eibhneas  mòr  mi, 
'N  nair  rinn  mi  eiridh  madainn  clieitein, 

'S  dealt  uir  feur  nan  lòintean. 


AM   FOGHAR. 


FoNN — "Nuair  thig  an  Samhra geugach  Dtrnn. 

Grad  eiridh  fonn  a's  fior-ghleus  oirbli, 
Na  biodh  *ur  'n  inntinn  smuaireanach  ; 

Tha  sgeul  is  ait  leam  innse  dhuibh, 
_Cho  binn  bho  chian  cha  chuala  sibh  ; 

Tha  'm  pòr  bu  taitneach  cinntinn  duinn, 
Fo'n  reachd  is  brioghair  buaghalacbd  ; 

'S  gun  teid  an  saoghal  a  riaracbadh, 
O  dhicheall  gniomh  nan  tuathanach. 

Tha  'm  foghar  a'  nochda  cairdeis  duinn, 

'S  e  bhuilich  am  pailteas  gnàthaicht  oil  n 
A  mhaitheas  gu  fialaidh  pairtichcar, 

Gun  ghainne;  gun  fhàiline  truacantachd  ; 
Gheibhduit)e'sbrùida  shàtha(-hadh 

'()  sheileir  na  dùsluing  nàdurra  ; 
Gun'  sgaoilear  na  biiird  gu  failteachail 

Ga  'r  cuireadh  gu  Ian  ar  tuarasdail 

Theid  sgraing  an  acrais  bhiasgaich  dhiiin, 

'S  a  ghorta  chrion  gu'm  fuadaichear, 
Bu  ghuineach,  sgaiteach,  bior-guineach, 

Geur-ghoint'  a  ruinn'-ghob  luiarranta  ; 
'S  e  'dheòghladh  sùgh  nan  caolan  bliuat, 

'Chur  neul  an  Aoig  mu  d'  ghruaim-mhala  ; 
Gun  teid  an  tarmasg   dioghaltach 

A  ghreasad  null  th'  ar  chuaintean  bhuainn. 

Bidh  coirce  strath  nan  dii-ghleannabh,       , 

Fo'n  dreach  is  cuirteil  priseileachd, 
Trom  thorach,  diasach,  cuinnleanach, 

Ard,  luirgneach,  suighte,  sonraichte  ; 
'S  am  pannal  ceolmhor,  mùirneachail, 

Gu  sunntach,  surdail,  ordamail. 
Co  gleusta,  saoithreach,  luath-lamhach, 

'S  am  barr  ga  bhuain  'na  dhurlaichean. 

Gach  te  gu  dileas  deannadach, 

Le  corran  cam-ghorm,  geur-fhiaclach,     *" 
Ri  farpuis  stritheil,  dbiorrasaich, 

Cuir  fuinn  a  sios  fo  dhuanagan  ; 
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liiilli  oi^iidli,  lii^lior,  inh«>aiiniii(>;i(-!i, 
A'  o<'aii^itl  hliaiiii  iiiu  K)>iiiil)aniiaii, 

Le  'n  diolt  am  Itriodal  inàruiiach, 
A  blieii'cadli  giMr  air  gruagaicliean. 

'S  nil  Iiicliar  cliiatacli,  uhaotlior,  tliriil 

Feur-M.u)i(ll)  iia  i'a'uli'  a  !<ga(>ileadh  loinii 
A'  coaiiii  iiaii  iiiit;liaii  caola  'bhios 

Air  loin  nan  raointoan  iiain-n«>ulach  ; 
Nil  ràohdain  làidir  liatli-^hiiibhais 

A  tionndadh  lola^  snioinhanadi, 
Gu  'n  tioniuicliadh  's  na  grian-gliathnn, 

Cho  cuoiii  's  as  iniuiiii  le  tuatbanacb. 

'N  iiair  dh'fhosgbis  P/icsbus  seòmraic.hean, 

Na  h-nird-an-iar  tboirt  ordugh  dbuiiin  ; 
•An  dubbar  an  I'beasgair  tòisichoar, 

Ri  cruinneacba  feòir  'an  cruachannan  ; 
Bidh  mulain  is  gairbhe  dombladas, 

Gu  tomaltacli,  cuirric.hdeach,  mor-cheannach  ; 
Grad  fbigbear  na  sioniain  cborr  umpa, 

Gu  sgiobailte,  doigbeil,  suaicbeanta. 

Bidh  iomairean  cian  fo  str;\t;an  ann, 

Le  doireachan  gonn  buntàta  orra, 
Gu  ginneach,  dosach,  cràc-mheurach, 

Bog-inhògach,  lairceacb,  uain-neulach  ; 
Barr-guc  a's  dearg-gbeal  fas  orra, 

'Sa  dhreach  mar  lòs  nan  garaidbnean  ; 
Bidh  paidirein  pbluinbas    aillidh  ann, 

Air  mbeangain  'nam  barr  nan  cluaranaibh. 

Nuair  thig  an  aimsir  ghnathaicht  oirn, 

'Sa  bhuainear  as  a  laraich  è, 
Giad-nocbdar  fias  bbuntata  dbuinn, 

Ga  chrathadb  o'n  bbarr  'na  dhòrlaichean, 
Ceud  mile  di*each  a's  dealbb  orra, 

Gu  faobach,  geamhlach,  garbh-pblucach, 
Cruaidh  mheallach,  ulbeacb,  gbailbheach  iad, 

A'  tuiteam  mar  gharbhiaich  dòrnagan. 

'S  iad  ciochach,  dearg-dhubb,  brcac-shuileach, 

Gu  tana  min-gheal,  leacanacb  ; 
Gu  plubach,  cruinn-gheal,  cnapanach, 

'S  iad  fad-cbumpach  na  uaireannan  ; 
B'e  'n  toradh  biadbar,  feartach  è, 

Nach  mall  a  liona  chaiteagan, 
'Nuair  ghreidhear  aim  sa  phraisich  e, 

\S  è  bhias  is  taitneach  buaghannan. 

'S  glan  fàile  nan  cnò  gaganach, 

Air  ard-shlios  nan  croc  bad-dbuilleach  ; 
'S  trom  fàsor  am  por  bagailteach. 

Air  bbarr  nam  fad-gbeug  solasach  ; 
Theid  brigh  nam  fiuran  slat-mheurach, 

'An  cridbe  nan  ùr-chnap  blasadacb  ; 
,  Gur  brisggbeal  sùgh  a  chaganuaich, 

Do  neach  a  chagnas  dòrlach  dhiù. 


'S  clann-biicag  a  gbiui  lu'ni  pocannan, 

A'  Ntreup  ri  b-ard  nan  dos-cbraiinabb, 
A  bbuairi  nan  rluaran  niog-inbctiracb, 

(ill  liigb'iir,  ducoir,  liiatb-lainbacb  ; 
'Nuair  dir  f'haois^oar  as  na  inogail  iad, 

\S  a  bbri»tear  pbiui^g  nan  cocbali  din, 
Gur  caoiii  am  maoth-bblas  fortanach, 

Bhios  air  an  t'broH  neo-bhruaileanach. 

*S  è  niios  nam  biiaidbean  taitneach  è, 

Bbeir  pur  an  t-sluaigb  gu  h-abachadh  ; 
(Vm  fugrar  gruaiin  an  acrais  dinn, 

O's  maireann  pailteas  pòrsain  duinn  ; 
Miùs  bog  nan  ùbblan  breac-niheallacb, 

Gu  peurach,  plumbach,  sgeachagach, 
A'  lùisreadh  sios  le  dearcagaibb, 

Cir-mhealach,  beachach,  grùiseideach. 

Mies  molach,  robach,  bracuirneach 

'S  è  catoil  ròiceil,  tacarach, 
Gu  h-iolannacb,  cuirrichdeach,  adagach, 

Trom-dhiasach,  bhreac-ghenl,  sguabanach  ; 
Mios  miagh  nam  fuarag,  stapagach, 

Buntàtach,  feòlar,  sgadanach, 
Gu  h-imeach,  càiseach,  ceapaireacn, 

Le  bheirteas  pailt  gu  truacantachd. 

Gu  saoithreach,  stritheil,  lamhachair, 

An  òigridh  dbileas,  thàbhachdach, 
Ri  taobh  nan  linngean  saile  'm  biodh, 

An  sgadan  a  snamh  's  a  bboinneireacbd 
Snath-moineis  garbh  an  snàthadan, 

A'  fuaigheal  lion  ri  'm  bràigbeachan, 
Gu  sreangach,  bolach,  àrcanach, 

Bbeir  has  do'n  nàisein  chleòc-lannach. 

'Nuair  dh'aomas  òidhcbe  chiar-ghlas  oirn, 

'S  a  dhubbas  an  iarmailt  cheò-neulach, 
Gur  h-ullamh,  ealamh,  iasgaidh,  dol 

Air  gbleus  an  iarmaid  sbonraichte  ; 
Grad  bhrùcaidh  iad  'nan  ciadan,  as 

Gach  taobh  'n  uair  dhiolar  òrdugh  dhaibh, 
Air  bhiircaibh  eutrom  luatb-rambacb, 

A'  sguabadh  a  chuain  ghorm-gbreannaich. 

Gur  dàicheil,  sùrdail,  cruadalach, 

Fir  ùr  nan  cruaidh  lamb  conspaideacb, 
A'  stri  CO  liiiribi  's  luaithe  bbios 

Air  thus  an  t-sluaigh  's  a  chonnsacha  ; 
A  choUuinn  nan  tonn  buaireasach, 

Le  neart  nan  cuaille  beo  ghiubhais  ; 
Mar  dbrùid  nan  speur  cbo  luath  dhut  iad, 

Thar  stuadh  is  uaibhreacb  crbnanaich. 

Air  thrla  dhuibb  san  ionad,  's  am 
Bi  n  t-iasg  ri  mire  ghoraich,  theid 

Na  lin  a  chur  ga  h-iongantach 
Air  uchd  a  ghrinnail  bhòc-thonnaich  ; 
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'Nuair  thogar  aiin  sa  inliadaiiin  iad 

Ur-ciffa<;b«l  a  cheud  ghath 

Gu  troin-lan,  bieac  le  lodalachd, 

Gu  ceiteineach  griiin, 

Gtir  suntach,  siiiblilach,  dimcliaigh  iud 

A  ni  fieum  do  gach  creutair 

Le'ii  tacar  beairteach,  sòlasacli. 

O  eireadh  d'an  diun. 

Gu  h-aiij('aiita(;h,  eiitroin,  iriiitinneach, 

Mr  ai^hcarucb,  ghleust,  air  liiingeaiiiiaii, 
Le  naighdean  geur  nan  tri-inheurabh, 

Than  a  tlà  ghathan  blàth  ud 

A  b'  fhàbliarach  dhiiiun 

AÌV  gliallaiiaibh  diieach  cruaidh  shleaghach  ; 

Gar  fVigaii  aig  nauiiiaiil 

Na  dh'  fhàsas  a  h-ùir  ; 

A'  sireadh  an  èisg  le  duibh-liasaibb, 

Theid  seachad  na  leuin  air  fior-uisge  ; 
Na  inordhachan  reubach,  diobhalach, 

O  na  thriall  e  roi  chriochaibli 

Na  Uiaghailtf  a  null 

Gun  tarruinii  gu  tir  air  bhruachannaibh. 

GÙ  Sign-Adharc-Gaiblire 

Bu  duibh-reotach  iùil. 

'S  an  oidhche  chlùiaidh,  fhiathail.  gum 

lii  surd  air  leois  gam  pleòiteachadh, 

Tha  aoidhealachd  lìàduir 

Gum  pacar  anns  na  h-urraisgean  iad 

A  b*  fhàiltiche  tuar, 

Speailt  thioram  iir  gu  h-oidamail  : 

Fad  an  t-saoghail  air  caocbladh 

Bidh  d«'arg  a's  cruidh  gan  giulan  ann, 

'S  a  haogasg  fo  ghruaim  : 

Chuir  suiiiid  a  suas  gu  beb-losgadh, 

Tha  giùig  air  na  dùilean 

A  ruith  nam  bradan  fad-bhronnach, 

Le  funntainn  an  fhuachd, 

Feadb  bhuinne  cas  nam  mor-shruithean. 

Fo  dhù-liunn  trom-tbùrsach, 
Ri  ciucharan  truagh. 

'S  am  bradan  eutrom,  aineasach, 

Brisg,  grad-chlis,  nieamnach,  luasganach, 

'Na  eideadh  liath-ghlais,  dhearg-bballaich, 

Tha  'm  Foghar  reachdor,  fialaidh, 

Dù-lannach,  mean-bhreac,  clualneiseach  ; 

Bu  bhiadlv-abaich  fas, 

Gur  gob-cham,  sliosmhor,  tarr-gheal  e, 

Le  cruachannaibh  cnuac-mheallach. 

Le  stiiiir  bu  shiabach  earr-ghobhlach, 

Sguab-thorach,  Ian, 

Ri  lu-chlcas  bras  air  ghearr-agiathaibli, 

Air  treigsinn  a  shnuaidh, 

t 

'An  toirmrich  gharbh  nan  cuairteagan. 

On  a  dh'fhuaraich  gach  call, 

1 

Roi'n  mhios  chruai-ghuinneach,  ghruamach     || 

Gun  d'fhuair  sibh  dan  a  nise  bhuam, 

'S  neo-thruacauta  bàigh. 

i 

1 

Mar  thug  mi  fios  a'  toiseachadh, 

^y 

I 

Mu  bhuaidh  nam  miosan  biotaiiteach, 

Le  strJ)ìceadli  na  dòilichinn 

1 

! 

Tha  trom  le  gibhtean  sòlasach, 

'Ihojrl^tttrr'gu  Jar, 

Gu  'm  beil  da  rann  thar-fhichead  ami 

Gorm  chomhdach  nam  mòr-chrann 

'S  o's  mist  è  tuille  ròpaireachd, 

Bu  chròc-cheannach  barr, 

Gun  cuir  mi  crioch  gu  timeil  air, 

Ni  fuigh-bheatha  sùghor 

M'  am  fag  mi  sglth  ie  bòilich  sibh. 

Nan  ùr-fhaillean  àrd, 
Tro  fhèithean  nan  geugan 

Grad  thearnadh  gum  freumh. 

Na  h-eòineinean  buidheach 

Is  brdamail  pong, 
Le'n  dlii-flieadain  shunntach 

AN  GEAMHHADH. 

O'n  siubhlaiche  fonn  ; 

Gum  fògrar  o'n  cheòl  iad 

Gu  clò-chadal  trom  ; 

1 

Air  fonn — "'S*  i  so  'ii  aimsir  a  dhcnrhhar." 

'S  ni  iad  comhnuidli  's  gacb  cos 
Ann  am  frògaibli  nan  toll. 

TuA  rhcebus  s  na  speuraibh 

Thig  leir-sgrios  aÌF-treudan 

Ag  eiridh  na  thriall, 

Nam  feur-luibhean  gorm  ; 

Hoi  reulltaichean   Geur-shaighead,* 

Di-mhilltear  gach  dithean 

Bheumnaich  nan  siaii  ; 

Bu  mhin-ghibeach  dealbh  : 

*  Sagittarius  and  Capricorn,  two  constellations  on  the 

t 

Zodiac  or  Ecliptic. 

+  Riaghailt,  the  Iquinoctial  line. 
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Finr  aognaichidh  aogaii(( 

Nan  aoiiHcli  's  imn  learg, 
Le  !ii>ioiia<lh  nan  xianntan 

Dian-glMiincacli,  ^ar^. 

An  riar  sheilleaii  Mian  bliiiidhu 

*S  uianaile  srann, 
Bha  (liclicallacli  ^iiiotnliacli, 

I't'adh  ciiiocli  nan  liis  lann. 
Gun  cùnihnuich  e'n  stòr-thaigh 

Nan  seòmraichean  cam  ; 
'S  gu  looir  aigK  bheoshlaint 

Air  lun-mhil  uach  gann. 

Theid  a  mheanbh-chuileag  shumhraidh 

Le  teanntachd  gu  bàs, 
Ge  b'  eibhneacli  a  leumnaich 

'An  ceud-mhios  a  mhàigh  : 
Gach  lùb  shruth  bu  bhùrit-ghlan 

A  shiubliladh  tro  'n  bhlàr, 
Fo  chruaidh-ghlais  de'n  fhuar-diieibh 

Is  nuarranta  càil. 

Bi'dh  sàr-obair  nàduir 

Le  fàillinn  fo  bhròn, 
Feadh  chàthar,  a's  àrd-bheann, 

A's  fhìisach  nan  Ion  : 
Cha  dearbhar  cluith  mheamnach 

Nan  garbh-bhradan  mor, 
'S  ni  iad  tamh-chadal  sàmhach 

Fo  sgàil  bhadaibh  gorni. 

Theid  yEolus,  ilgh  fiadhaich 

Nan  sianntainnean  doirbh, 
Gu  fuar-thalla  gruaim-ghreannach, 

Tuath-fhrasan  searbh  ; 
Grad-fhuasglàr  leis  cruaidh  gblas 

Nan  ua'-bheisdean  garg, 
Clach  luath-mheallain,  's  cuairt-ghaoth 

Bu  bhuaireanta  colg. 

Thig  teann-chogadli  Geamhraidli 

Le  h-aimhleas  a  nios, 
Ann  an  dorchadas  stoiimibh 

Air  charbad  nan  nial  ; 
A  duibh-f'hroiseadh  shaighdean 

Tro'n  àidhbheis  gu  dian, 
Geur,  ruinn-bhiorach,  puiseannta, 

Chlaoidiieas  gach  ni. 

Bi'dh  armachd  nan  uabhas 

Mu'n  cuairt  da  gach  laimh, 
Ri  beuchdaich  a  reubas 

Na  speuran  gu  h-àrd  : 
lon-stròicear  a  chròc-choille 

Mhòr  as  a  freumh, 
Le  spCitadh  garbh-sgiùrsaidh 

Na  diidlachd  gun  tlàths, 


Gunri  bòch  a  tnhuir  cheann-ghlaa 

Is  gaill-bheinneacU  greann  ; 
Gur  gonn-robach,  doirbii-chorrach, 

liorhadli  nan  toiin  ; 
Gu  h-ùi-<lanch,  cair-gheal, 

A'  bàrcadh  nan  deaiin  ; 
Agus  ^àirich  a  bhàÌH  biMh 

Air  bhàirlinn  gach  glinn  ! 

Gum  briichd  an  fhras  chiùrraidh 

D'ar  n-iunn.suidh  a  nuas, 
A's  bàthar  gach  aili^an 

Fo  Ian  nan  sruth  luath, 
A  thausgas  san  taoinraich 

Nam  maom-thuiltean  ruadh  ; 
'S  marcachd-tiine  na  dileann 

G'ar  miobhadh  le  fuachd. 

Thig  clacha-meallain  garbha 

Le  stairearaich  mu'r  ciann. 
Gar  spuacadh  mar  chruaidh-fhrois 

De  luaidhe  nan  Gall ; 
Gaoth  bhuaireis  ga  sguabadh 

O  chruachaibh  nam  beann  ; 
Luchd-coiseachd  gan  leireadh 

Le  h-eireadh  nach  gann. 

Thig  ceo  tiugh  nan  neoil  oirn 

O  mhòr  mheall  nan  cruach, 
Le  smùidrich  an  du-reothaidh 

Dhiughaltaich,  fhuair  ; 
Ga  leir  dhuinn  lag-eiridh 

Na  greine  vi  h-uair, 
Grad-fhalchaidh  i  carbad 

Geal,  dealrach,  sa'  chuan. 

Le  dall-chur  na  failbhe 

Gum  falchar  gach  meall  ; 
Sneachd  cleiteagach  gle-thiugh 

Nan  speur  os  ar  ceann 
Gu  h-àrd  domhainn  barr-gheal 

Air  fàsaich  nan  gleann  ; 
Bi'dh  nadur  fo'n  stràc  ud 

Gu  faillinneach,  fann. 

Thig  iom-chathadh  feanntaidh 

Fo  shiannaich  nan  sioirm, 
A  ghluaiseas  an  luath-shneachd 

Na  thuar-chithibh  doirbh  ; 
Bi'dh  an  smùid  ud  ad'  sgiùrsadh 

Le  dù-chuthach  searbh ; 
'Sa  leireadh  nan  slèisneau 

Mar  gheui'-shalann  garg. 

Bi'dh  gach  sùil  agus  aodunn 

Ag  aognachadh  fiamh  ; 
Agus  ceòraich  an  rebt 

Air  na  l'eòsagaibh  Hath  ; 


i±= 
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Bi'dh  spùtftflh  fia  fuiwitaiim 

Is  driii^hticht;  siari, 
A'  tolladh  tio  d'  ghrù<iiiuii 

Gu  ciùrr-bheumiiach,  dÌHii. 

JNIìos  reub-bhiorach,  èireanda, 

Chreuchdas  gach  dùil  ; 
Mìos  buaireasach,  buailteacli, 

'S  neo-thrucaiit'  a  ghnùis  ; 
MÌOS  nuarranta,  buagliarra, 

'S  tuath-ghaothach  spiit, 
i3hios  gu  h-earr-ghlaiseacli,  feargach, 

Le  stairearaich  iiach  ciùiii. 

Mios  buiTughlasarh,  falmarra, 

Gharbh-fhrasach  fuar ; 
Tha  gliob-slileamhain,  dileanta, 

Gritn-reotach,  cruaidh, 
Ged  robh  luirgnean  gan  ròsladh 

lli  deagh  theiiie  guail, 
Bi'dh  na  sail  lean  gan  cràdhladh 

Gu  bàs  leis  an  fhuachd. 

Mios  colgarra,  borb-chur, 

Nan  stoirmibh  nan  deann, 
Gu  funntainneach,  pulnnseunta, 

*S  diughaltach  srann  : 
A'  beuchdaich  's  na  speuraibh 

Le  leir-sgrios  gu  call: 
Bior-dheilgneach,  le  gairisinn, 

Bu  mheill-chritheach  greanii. 

Cha'n  àireamh  na  tbainig, 

De  bhai'daibli  san  fheoil, 
Gach  àhnradh  thug  teanntachd 

A  gheamhraidh  g'ar  coir  ; 
Ach,  inu'm  fairghear  mo  sheanacl)as 

Gun  dealbh  air  ach  sgleò, 
Gur  tim  dhonih  bhi  criuchnachadh 

Briathran  ino  sgeòil. 


AN  T-EAIlRACn. 
Air  roNN— <'r/iai/ii>  oini  do  dii   Albainn  cro/5." 

Thainig  Earrach  oirn  m'  an  ciiairt, 

Theid  am  fuachd  fo  fhuadach  cian 
Theid  air  imrich  thai*  a  chuan 

Geamhradh  buaireasach  nan  sian  : 
Ilàithe  sneachdach,  reotach,  cruaidh, 

A  dh'  atas  colg  nan  luath-ghaoth  dian 
Siigneach,  dcilgneach,  feanntaidh,  fuar, 

A  lom,  'sa  dh'  aognaich  snuadh  gach  ni. 


Nis  o'n  phill  a  ghrian  a  nail 

Trt'itjidh  hid  h'h  annradh  gàrg: 
Islichear  strannraich  nan  speur, 

'S  ceanglar  srian  am  beul  gach  stoirm  ; 
Sguiridh  na  builg  sht^ididh  chniaidh 

'San  àibheis  aird,  a  b'  uaibhrich  fearg  : 
Eubhar  siothchaiinh  ris  gach  dùil, 

'S  tiunndaidh  iad  gu  mùghadh  foirin. 

lompaichear  an  uair  gu  blàths, 

Le  frasaibh  o'n  aird-an-iar, 
Leaghaidh  sneachd  na  shruthaibh  luath 

O  ghuaillibh  nan  gruaim  bheann  ciar. 
Fosglaidh  tobraiche{in  a  ghruinnd, 

A  bhrùchdas  nan  spùtaibh  dian  ; 
'S  deith  gu  sgealbach,  ceilleachdach,  dlCi, 

Le  gleadhraich  ghairbh  ga  sgiiradh  sios. 

Sgapaidh  dall-cheo  tiugh  nan  nial 

As  a  ceil'  an  iar  's  an  ear, 
Na  mheallaibh  giobach,  ceigeach,  liath, 

Druim-robach,  ogluidh,  ciar-dhubh,  glas, 
A'  snamh  san  fhailbhe  mhòir  gun  cheaun, 

A  null  'sa  nail,  mar  luing  fo  beairt ; 
'S  iathaidh  iad  nan  rùsgaibh  ban 

Mil  spiodaibh  piceach  àrd  nam  bac. 

Nochdaidh  Phccbvs  duinn  a  gniiis, 

A'  dealradh  o  thùr  nan  speur, 
Le  soillse  caoimhneil,  baoisgeil,  blàth, 

Gu  tlusmhor,  bàigheil,  ris  gach  creubh  : 
Na  sgrios  a  ghaillionn  chiurraidh  fhuar, 

Mosglaidh  iad  a  nuas  o'n  eug  ; 
Ath-nuadhaichear  a  bhliadhn'  as  ùr, 

Gach  dùil  gu  mùirneach  ;  surd  air  ftiiin. 

Sgeudsichear  na  loin  's  na  blàir, 

Fo  chomhdach  àluinn  lusaibh  meanbh  ; 
Sgaoilidh  iad  a  mach  ri  grein 

An  duilleach  fein  fo  mhile  dealbh  : 
Gu  giobach,  caisreagach,  fo'ni  blàlh, 

Le'n  dathaibh  àillidh,  laiin-gheal,  do;ii-g  ; 
Bilcach,  mealach,  maoth-bhog,  iir, 

Luirgneach,  sùghmhor,  driùchdach,  gorm. 

Gur  h-ionmhuinn  an  sealladh  fonnmlior 

A  chitear  air  lom  gach  leacaitin  ; 
'S  cùbhraidh  leam  na  fion  na  Frainge 

Fàile  thom,  a's  bheann,  a's  ghlacag  ;  u^ 

Milseineach,  biolaireach,  sòbhrach, 

Eagach  cuach  nan  neoinein  inaiseach, 
Siomragach,  failleineach,  brigh'or, 

Luachrach,  ditheanach,  gun  ghaiseadh. 

Thig  muilleinean  de  shluagh  an  fheòir 

B«'ò  fo  tlus  nam  fann-ghath  tlà, 
Le  'n  sgiathaibh  siitda,  ball-bhroac  òir, 

'S  iad  daithte  'm  boichcad  mios  a  Mliàigli  x 
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An  timirnengftilth  ({Hal  nam  llùi'. 

Dùìs^idh  i)id  le  h-iochd  a  l»h)ùis, 
'S  nioasunnicliitlli  an  rif;liU'  dlù 

'6  a  clièiteiii  cliiiiin  uach  lot  uii  càil  ! 

Dìridli  stiotliarli  snas  o'li  fliriainlialch 

Tro  cliain-chuislihli  sliiri<nnliaiu  bliad-chraiin, 
CÌI1  niaoth-blilasdn,  inealarh,  cubhraidh, 

Sior  cbiiir  siii^h  '«  nam  liiiran  slilatat-h  ; 
IJi'dli  an  cònihdach  (,M)rin  a'  biùclidadh 

1{(M  sbhns  ùr  nan  dlii-phrt'as  dosrach, 
Duilleach,  làbach,  uasal,  sgiauitiarh, 

Dreach  nam  meur  is  rimheaoh  cultas. 

BiMli  eoin  bheaga  bhinn  a  chàthair, 
A  cruinneacliadh  shràbb  gu  neadan  ; 

Toi;aidh  iad  's  na  gougaibU  uaigneach 
Aitribh  chuairtcMgach  ri  taice 

Laidhidh  gu  cluthor  nan  tamh 

A  blàiteachadh  nan  crninn  ubh  bieaca, 

Gus  am  bris  an  t-slighe  làti, 
'S  au  tig  an  t-àlacii  òg  a  mach  dhaibh. 

Tliig  eibhneas  na  bliadhn  an  tùs, 

Mu'n  criochnaich  an  t-ùr-mliios  IMàirt  ; 
I3heir  an  spreidh  an  toradh  trom 

Le  fosgladh  am  bronn  gu  làr  : 
Brùchdaidh  minn,  a's  laoigh,  a's  uain, 

Nam  miltibh  m'an  cuairt  do'n  bhlàr  ; 
'S  breac-gheal  dreach  nan  raon  "s  nan  stiic, 

¥o  chbisridh  mheanbh  nan  lii-chleas  bath  ! 

13idh  gabhair  nan  adhaircean  crkcach, 

Stangach,  cam,  an  aird  nan  sgealb-chreag  ; 
Rob-bhrat  iom-dhathacb  m'an  cuairt  daibh, 

Caitean  ciar-dhubh,  gruamach,  gorm-glilas, 
S  na  minneinean  laghach,  greannar, 

Le  meigeadaich  fhann  g'an  leanmhuinn  : 
'S  mireanach  a  chleasachd  ghuanach 

Bhios  air  pòr  beag  luath  nan  gearr-mheann. 

Caoirich  cheig-rùsgach  fo  chomhdach  ; 

Sgaoilt  air  reithleiu  lòintean-driuchdach  ; 
»A  uaineinean  cho  geal  ri  cainichean 

Ail'  chluaintibh  nan  learg  ri  sùgradh. 
An  crodh  mòr  gu  liontaidh  làirceach, 

Ag  ionaltradh  fhàsach  ùr-ghorm  ; 
An  dream  lith-dlionn,  chaisionn,  bhan-bhreac, 

Ghuaillionn,  chra-dhearg,  mhàgacb,  dhùmhail. 

*S  inntinneach  an  ceol  ri  m'  chluais 

Fann-gheum  laogh  m'an  cuairt  do'n  chrò, 
Ri  coi'-ruith  timcheall  nan  raon, 

Grad-bhrisg,  seang-mhear,  aotrom,  beo  ; 
Stairirich  aig  an  luirgnean  luath, 

Sios  m'an  bhiuaich  gu  guanaich  òg  ; 
*S  teach  'sa  mach  a  buaile  lain, 

*S  bras  an  leum  ri  bàirìch  bbò  ! 


'N  RÌmnir  ghnàthaichte  na  Idìadbnn, 

Sgapar  tt'ìoì  gu  biadh  mhu  i'heaninn, 
Ga  tlii)|4ea<li>  nii  ilirasaibb  dimia, 

'8  na  b-ioiiiairnin  liar.i,  cama  : 
Sgalag,  a's  (^iuli  laidir,  (jhniombach 

Ui  straidhlirh  nan  clialh  gan  tarruinn  ; 
'S  tiodhlaic.ear  lo'n  diisluing  miiin 

An  gràinean  lìonlaidij  's  lnìgli'or  tnradh. 

Sgoiltear  am  bnntàta  cnuactlidach 

Na  Ngràilleagaildi  cliiasacii,  l)a(lilacli  ; 
Tbeid  an  inneir  phronn  na  lòdaibii 

Sucach,  trom,  air  chbmhnard  achaidh  ; 
Le  treun  ghearrain  cl)ùi)ach,  cliàrnadi, 

Chliabliach,  Kpidrcachjblw  àìdt-ach,  sliratlitach 
Surd  air  teaclid-an-tir  nan  Gàii), 

Uh'  fbeuch  an  tàrar  e  fo"n  talamh. 

"Nuair  a  thogas  Fltmhus  àigh 

Mach  gu  h-uird  nan  nial  a  ceann, 
O  sheomar  dealrach  a  cliuain 

Ag  oradh  air  chruach  nam  beann  ; 
Brùchdaidh  as  gach  cearn  an  tuath, 

'Staigh  cha'n  t'huirich  luath  no  mall, 
Inntrigidh  air  gniomh  nam  buadh, 

''  Buntàta  's  inneir  !  suas  an  crann  !" 

Theid  an  inneal-draibh  an  òrdugh, 

Sean  eich  laidir  mhor  a'  tarruinn 
Nan  ionnstramaid  ghleadrach,  ròpach, 

Beairt  'san  lionmhor  cord  a's  amull, 
AiJbheagan  nan  cromag  fiara, 

Socach,  coltrach,  giadhach, langrach  ; 
Glige-ghlaige  crainn  a's  iaruinn, 

Surd  air  gniomh  o'm  biadhchor  toradh  ! 

Hush  !  an  t-ùiaìche  's  am  ban-each, 

Fear  air  crann,  's  air  crann,  'sa  chorj'aig, 
Buntata,  's  inneir  theith  na  cliabhaidh 

Ga  taomadh  san  fhiar-chlais  chorraich, 
Aig  bannal  clis  lùglimhor  gleusda, 

Cridheil,eutrom,  brisg  gun  smalan  ;     . 
'S  gillean  òg  a'  diol  na  h-àbhachd, 

Briathrach,  gàireach,  càirdeil,  fearail. 

'Nuair  dh'  fhalachar  san  ùir  am  pòr, 

Thig  feaitan  gar  coir  o'n  aird, 
A  sgirtean  liath-ghlas  nan  nial, 

Frasaidh  e  gu  ciatach  blàth, 
Silteach,  sàmhach,  lionmhor,  ciùin, 

Trom  na  bhrùchdaibh,  ciùbrach,  tlàth  ; 
'S  miorbhuiileach  a  bhraonach  dhlù, 

larbhach  maoth-mhin,  driuchdach,  seamh 

'S  lionmhor  suaicheantas  an  Earraich, 
Nach  comas  domh  luaidh  le  fileachd  ; 

Ràidhe  's  trie  a  chaochail  earraidh, 
'S  ioma  car  o  thus  gu  dheireadh  ; 


EOBHON  MAC-LACHUINN. 
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RàJdhe'n  tig  am  faoileach  fearinaidh, 

Fuar  chlach-inheallaiii,  stoirin  nam  peileir, 

Feadag,  sguabstg,  gruaiin  a  Cilit-arraiii, 
Crainnti  Cliailleach  is  heurra  tViodhan. 

'Nuair  spùtas  gaoth  loin  a  Mliàirt  oirn, 

Ni  'ii  t-sid  ud  an  t-àl  a  chrannadii, 
Mios  cablia^ach,  oibreach,  saoithreach, 

Nam  feasgar  slaod-chianail,  reangach  : 
Acras  a'  diogladb  nam  inaodal, 

Blianach,  caol-ghlas,  aognaidh,  greannach  ; 
Dcòghlar  trian  do  t'  fhior-liunn-tàth  bhiiat  ; 

'S  mar  ghad  sniomhain  tàirnear  fad  tliu. 

llàidhe  san  tig  tùs  annlainn, 

Liteach,  càbhnich,  làdhan  lapach, 

Druin-fhionn,  cean-fionn,  brucach,  riaspach 
Ilobach,  dieamsglacb,  riadhach,  rapach  ; 

Càl  a's  feoil,  a's  cruinn-bhiintàta, 
'S  araii  corca  laidir,  reachdmhor  : 

Bog  no  cruaidh,  ma  chanar  biadh  ris, 
S  e  nach  diult  an  ciad  ni  's  taigse. 

'N  uair  tbig  òg-mhìos  chèitein  ciùin  oirn, 

Bi'dh  a  bbliadhn  an  tùs  a  maise  ; 
'S  flatbail,  cauimhneil,  soiilse  grèine, 

Mìos  geal  ceufach,  speur-ghorm,  feartach, 
Flùrach,  ciùrach,  bliochdach,  maoineach, 

Uanach,  caorach,  laoghach,  martach, 
Gruthach,  uachdrach'  càiseaoJj,  sìigbmhor, 

Mealach,  cùbhraidh,  drùchdach,  dosrach. 

Nis  thèid  Eari'ach  uainn  air  chuairt, 
'S  thig  an  samhradh  ruaig  a  nail  ; 

'S  gorm-bhog  duilleach  geug  air  choill  ; 
Kiinlaidh  seinn  air  bharr  nan  cratin  ; 

IJriùchdan  air  feur  gacli  glinn, 

S  lan-thoil-inntinn  sgiamh  nam  beann  : 

Theid  mi  ceum  troi  'n  Ion  a  null, 
'S  tairneam  crioch  air  fonn  mo  rann. 


M  A  II  B  -  R  A  N  N 


DO  MR  SEUMAS  BKATTIE, 


[Fcar-teagaisg  Cànain,  's  nan  Eolus  nadurra,  ann  an 
Aol-taigh  ùr-Ohairrcadhain,  a  chaochail  sa'  inhadainn 
diardaoin.anceatliramh  latha  de'n  oclidamh  mios  1810] 


Air  fonn— "il/or<  G/itimie-Comhanti." 

OcH  nan  och  !  mar  a  ta  mi  ; 
Threig  mo  shùgradh,  mo  mhàran,  's  mo  cheol  ! 

'S  trom  an  aiceid  tha  'm  cbràdh-lot, 
'S  goirt  am  beum  a  rinn  sgàinteach  'am  fheòil ; 


Mi  mar  ànracli  nan  cuaint^'an, 
A  cliaiib-as  astar  teadli  stuadbaii  Ha  cheò  ; 

O'n  bliuaii  teadidair  a  bbais  tbii, 
A  Charaid  cha(»imh  bii  neu-fhàilteumach  glMr. 

A  Ghaoil  !  a  (jhaoil  de  na  fearaibb  ! 
'S  fiiar  a  nochd  air  an  darach  do  chicubh 

'S  iuar  a  nochd  air  a  bord  tbu, 
Fhiurain  uasail  bu  stòild  ami  ad  bheus! 

An  lamb  gheal,  I'huranacb,  cbàirdeil, 
Is  trie  a  ghlac  mi  le  lailte  gu  'n  phlcid, 

Ri  d'  thaobh  's  an  anairt  na  sineadli, 
Na  meall  fuar  creadha,  to  chis  aig  an  eug  ' 

A  mhiog-sbuil  donn  bu  tla  sealladh, 
A  ìjis  air  tionndadh  gun  lantiair  a  d'  clicaiin  ! 

'S  sàmhach  biiin-ghuth  nan  ealaidh  ! 
'S  dùint'  am  bcul  ud  o'm  b'  anasach  cainnt  ! 

An  cridhe  tirinneach  soilleir, 
Leis  'm  bu  spideil  duals  foille.  no  sannt  ; 

A  nochd  gun  phlosg  air  an  doile  ! 
Siaii  mo  dhosgainn,  nach  breugach  an  rann. 

Gun  smid  tha  'n  ceann  arms  na  thàrinaich 
Bladh  gach  eòlais  a  b'  àird  aim  am  miagh  ; 

Gliocas  eagnaidh  na  Greige, 
'S  na  thuig  an  Eadailt  bu  gheur-fhaclaich  brigh  ! 

'S  balbh  fear-reitich  gach  teagaimh  ; 
Anns  a  bheurla  chruaidh,  spreigearra,  ghrintj  ! 

'N  uair  bhios  luchd-foghluim  to  dhubhar, 
Co  na  t-ionads  a  dh'  fhuasglas  an  t-snuim  ? 

'S  balbh  an  labhraiche  pòngail, 
Bu  tearc  r'a  t'haotainn  a  chompanach  beoil  ; 

'Am  briathran  snaighte,  sgeimh-dhealbhach, 
A  chur  na  h-ealaidh  no  'n  t-seanchais  air  neoil  ; 

Ge  b'  è  bard  an  dàin  chèutaich, 
31u  chian-astar  y"Eneas  o  Thrùidb  ; 

'S  firinn  cheart  nach  bu  did  leis, 
E-l'ein  thoirt  mar  ùghdair  do  sgeòil. 

Gun  smid  tha'n  gliocair  a  b'  eolach, 
Air  fad  na  cruitheachd  a  dh'  òrdaich  .Mac  Dhe  ! 

Gach  griè  an  saoghal  na  fairge, 
'Sambachthir  chòmhnaird  no  'n  garbhlaich  an 

Gach  bileag  ghorm  a  tha  liibadb,       [t-sleibh  : 
Fo  throm  eallaich  nan  di  luchd  ris  a  ghrein  ; 

'S  an  rioghachd  mheatailtich  b'  àghor, 
Do  phurp  ag  innse  dhuinn  nadur  gach  seud. 

'S  balbh  fear-aithiie  nan  ràidean, 
A  shoillsich  aingil  a's  taidhean  o  thus  ; 

A's  soisgeul  ghlormhor  na  slainte, 
Thug  fios  air  tròcairean  àrd-Rìgh  nan  dùl  : 

'An  stèigh  gach  teagaisg  bu  ghrasuihoir, 
'S  tearc  pears-eaglais  thug  burr  ort,  a  Ruin  ! 

Dòchas  t-anma  bu  laidir, 
'Sanfliuiladhoirteadhgui'àrras  thoirt  dhuinn. 
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liiaKliliiirh  t-oòlns  's  do  i^ltiiilan, 
Modli  nil  ioirl't>iu-h(l  a  1»'  iiiil  diit  'h  f^nch  criiin  ; 

l)u  iiiliùr  cliridli  iias.il  ^tin  tnùth  aim 
Giinghoiinh,  j^uii  uabliar,  ^uulùbaii,  gun  bhrcug; 

Cha  b'  iiaiLse  tholgach  an  fhasaiii, 
Cba  dcalradb  Kaibhrcis  a  dli-ataclh  do  spc'ÌH  ; 

'8i  'n  iniitinn  iliior-gbiaii,  a  b'  i'bìù  lent, 
A's  foghlum  dichill  ga  stiùireadh  le  crill. 

IMo  chrcadi  Icir  !  an  tai;;h  muiriieach, 
'Sam  faict'aghi'oadbaiiigiisuiiiitachmu'ii  bh?)rd, 

Droòs  iia  cv'wc  toirt  soill.sp, 
Gach  Hun  bu  taitnicbe  faoileas,  fo  cbròic  : 

Do  cbiiilm  bu  clionaltrach,  lViilt«'a('b, 
B'  aiseag  slainte  dbuinn  inàran  do  bbeoil  ; 

£u  bhinn  a  tbogail  na  teis  thu, 
'Sa  chruit  flionnoi'  ga  glcusadh  gu  ceòl. 

'N  uair  dh'  eireadh  còisridh  bu  choinnealt, 
A  dhamhs'  gu  lugbor  ri  proiinadh  nam  pong  ; 

Gum  b'  cibhinn  cri  do  mhtia-comuinn, 
Do  cbrùilein  maoth,  's  iad  gu  tomanach,  donii  , 

A  ghearradh  leum  air  bhòid  loma, 
Dol  seach  achcile  mar  ghoireadh  am  fonn, 

Ach  dir  fhalbh  sid  uile  mar  bhrnadar, 
"  No  bristeadh  builgein  air  uacbdar  nan  tonn." 

A  righ  !  gur  cianail  mo  smaointean, 
Ri  linn  do  t-;irois  bhi  faonti-ach  gun  mhùirn  ! 

Sguir  a  chuilm  's  an  ceol-gàire, 
Chaidh  meogbail  ghreadhnach  a's  màran  o'r  cùl  : 

Cbinn  an  talla  fuar  fasail  ; 
'S  è  chuir  mullach  na  fardoich  'na  smùr 

Ceann  na  didinn,  's  na  riaghailt, 
A  bhi  sa*  chadal  throm  shiorruidh  nach  dùisg  ! 

Do  bhanntrach  bhochd  mar  ian  tiambaidh, 
Ri  truagh  thiirsa,  'sa  sgiathan  mu  h-àl  ; 

A  neadan  creacbta,  's  i  dòineach, 
Mu  gaol  a  sholair  an  Ion  daibh  gach  tràth  : 

O'n  dh'imich  Fir-eun  na  h-ealtainn, 
Tha'n  t-searbh-dhile  'tighinn  thart  as  gach  àird  ! 

A  Righ  nan  aingeal  !  bi  d'  dhion  daibh, 
'S  tionndaidh  ascaoin  na  sine  gu  tlàths. 

'S  ioraa  sùil  ata  silteach, 
A  thaobh  ùigh  nam  fear  glic  gun  bhi  huan  ': 

Tha  miltean  ùrnuigh  ga  d'  leantainn, 
Le  miltean  dCirachd,  a's  beannachd  gu  t-uaigh  ; 

A  liuthad  diùlannach  ainnis, 
A  dh'  àrdaich  t-ionnsachadh  ainneamh  guualll; 

'S  gach  la  bhios-cairdeas  air  faoineachd, 
A  Bheattie  chliùitich  !  bi'dh  cuimh'  air  do  luach. 

Rinn  t-eug  sinn  uile  gun  solas, 
Tha  teach  nan  innleachd,  's-an  òigridh  fo  phramh  ; 

Chaidh  Albainn  buileach  fo  eislean, 
Sgur  na  Ceòlraidbean  Grèugach  de'u  dan  : 


i  hainig  dall-bbrnt  na  h-ò!dhch*  oirn, 
O'n  cliaidb  locbrann  na  NoillNe  na  Hinal  : 

]}'  «•  sid  an  crilb  reotbadb  critt-in 
A  mbill  am  fucbann  bu  cht-utaichc  burr! 

15u  tu  craobli-abhull  a  ghàraidb, 
A  «'ba(>i<lli  cba  cbiiinich  iì'ì'h  aillidb  fo'n  gbrèin  ! 

D«alt  an  t-sàiuliruìdh  mu  bliithaibli, 
LùÌ8readb  dhiiilleag  air  cbràcaibb,  a  genv 

Ach  tbilg  diibb-dboirionn  a  gbeamhraidb, 
A  bhcitbir  tbcitintidii  le  srann  as  an  .sjteur  ; 

'i'huit  an  gallan  iir,  rimbeach, 
'S  uile  mhaise  ghrad-cbrion  air  an  flieur  ! 

A  Tin  tlia  stiùireadh  na  cruinne  ! 
'Stu  leig  d'ar  n-ionnsuidh  a  bhuille  bba  ciuaidb  ! 

8ini;«;  cnaill  an  t-sàr  ulaidh, 
Neòiiad  prìseil  nan  iomadaidh  buaidb  ! — 

Uh'  ihalbh  a  cbombaisd,  's  na  siùil  oirn, 
Chaidh  an  gaisreadh  's  an  fbiubhai  'n  am  bruan, 

Gach  creag  'na  cunnart  do'n  fb[iiraich, 
O  laidh  duibhr'  air  rèuU-iùil  an  taobh-7'uath. 

Och  !  nan  och,  mar  a  ta  mi  ! 
Mo  chridhe  'n  impis  bhi  sgàinte  Ic  bi  on  ! 

Tha  'n  caraid-cùirt'  an  dèigh  m'  fhàgail,        i^ 
A  sheasadh  dùrachdach  dan'  air  mo  choir: 

Bi'dh  sid  am  chliabh  'na  bheum  cnàmhain, 
Gus  an  uair  anns  an  tar  mi  fo'n  fhòd  ; 

Ach  's  glic  an  t-Aon  a  thug  cis  dliinn, 
'Sda  òrdugh  naomh  bith'mid  striochdta  gach  lò. 


SMEORACH  CIILOINN-LACHUINN. 


LUITWEAG. 

Hoilihh  0,  iriag^  o  luil,  i> ; 
•Iloilidh  o,  irioff,  kbro  hi ; 
Hoilihh  0,  iriag^  ò  luil,  ò ; 
Smeòraich  a  sheinn  òran  mi, 

'S  smebrach  mise  le  chloinn-Lachuinn  ; 
Seinneam  ceòl  air  hharr  nan  dosan  : 

'S  trie  leam  diisgadh  moch  am'  chadal 
'S  m'òran  maidne  'sheinn  le  frogan. 
Hoilibh  0,  (|c. 

Cha  mhi  'm  fitheach  gionach,  sgaiteach, 
Na  clamhan  a  chrom-ghiub  shracaich  ; 
'S  cian  mo  linii  o'  eoin  a  chatbair 
Chleachd  tigh'n'  beò  air  sàth  uan  ablach. 

Hoilibh  o,  4'C. 
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*S  inor  gu'in  l/  amis'  an  am  blii  'gil'iridh 

'S  blasda,  soillcir  uisg  am  fuaran 

JVIadaiiiu  Shainhiaidli  i'liatiii-bliui};,  chcitt;iii  ; 

Fallain  brisg  gun  mhÌ!<g  gun  bhruaidli-ari  •, 

Diol  nan  rann  gnu  ghroann  gun  eislein, 

'S  cràcach,  gibeach,  biolair'  uaine, 

'S  toii'in  an  damhs'  air  chrann  nan  guugan. 

Fas  gu  h-ailli  laimh  ri'm  bruachan. 

IloUibh  0,  ^c. 

Hoilibh  0,  ^C. 

Bha  mi  n'  còmhnuidli  'n  tùs  mo  laithibh 

'S  labhar  fuaim  nan  srufhan  siùblach, 

Aig  Peithinn  nan  scamh-shruth  airgeid, 

Theid  thar  bhalbhag  dlii  nan  ailtan  ; 

Measg  nam  Hiiran  driiichdach,  tlàtha, 

Turraich  mhear  gach  cuailean  du-ghuirm, 

Fhuair  mi  'n  arach  pàirt  de  m'  aimsir. 

Dol  leadh  hib  tro  làr  nan  gleanntan. 

Ho'dlbh  0,  <^c. 

Hoilibh  0,  Sfc. 

Tha  mi  nis  an  tir  gun  bhruaidhlean, 

'S  taitneach,  sgiamhach,  maoth-bhog  ùr, 

Tir  tba  f'eartach,  reachdor,  buaghail  ; 

Fas  do  fhlùr  is  lionmhor  driach  ; 

'S  lionmhor  àgh  tha  tas  air  uachdar 

IMar  ghorm  rionnagach  nan  speur, 

Tir  nan  sealbh  da'n  ainm  na  Cluainean. 

Dealbh  gach  seud  a  sgaoil  mu  d'  bhrat. 

Hoillbk  0,  cj^c. 

Hoilibh  0,  <^c. 

Tha  na  h-eoin  is  labhar  coireall, 

Brat  nan  dithean  driùchdach,  guamach, 

Feadh  na  coille  'n  dliiths  nam  badan  ; 

Lurach,  luachrach,  dualach,  bachlach, 

Buidheann  phioiseal,  cheolmhor,  loinneal, 

Cuachach  goal  nan  neoinean  eagach, 

Ard  an  coilleag. — binn  an  glaigeal. 

Sid  a  sgeadach  tha  mu'd'  ghJacaibh. 

Hoilibh  0,  §'c. 

Hoilibh  0,  <5-c. 

Tha  gach  crann  gu  trom  fo  chòmhdach, 

Do  chrodh-laoigh  air  lorn  an  kilean, 

Duilleach,  badach,  meurach,  cròcach  ; 

Ueamhar,  sultmhor,  liontai,  làirceach, 

Stràc  de  'n  mheas  cur  shlios  nan  ògan, 

Caisionn,  druimiotiri,  guaillionn,  cra-dhearg, 

'S  eunlaith  'seinn  nam  fonn  an  òrdugh. 

Bainnear,  bliochdach  sliochd  gun  fhaillinn. 

Hoilibh  0,  4*0. 

Hoilibh  0,  i.^c. 

Coisridh  lughor,  inùirncach,  greannar, 

Baile  f'eartach  coirc  a's  eòrna, 

Seolta  gluasad  fuaim  an  seannsar  ; 

'S  reachmhor  fasar  dhailean  còmhnard  ; 

Pòr  gun  sgread,  gun  reasg,  gun  teanndachd, 

Be  sid  barr  na  mile  solas 

Gleusd'  am  feadain  ;  deas  an  ranntachd. 

A  chuir  sgrainng  na  goirt  air  fogradh. 

Hoilibh  0,  ^-c. 

Hoilibh  0,  (Sj-c. 

Giian  a'g  eiridh  doalrach,  òr-bhui, 

Talamh  tarbhach  trom  gu  gnaisich, 

Le  gath  soills'  air  ghorm  nam  mor-bheann  ; 

Leatromach  fo  bharr  buntata, 

Fiiileadh  cubhraidh  dhriuchd  nan  lointean, 

Chinn  gu  luirgneach,  meurach,  màgach, 

Sileadh  meal  air  bharr  gach  feòirnean. 

Cluigeanach  Ic  plumbais  àiUidh. 

Hoilibh  0,  cj^c^ 

Hoilibh  0,  <^c. 

Eoin  bheag  bhuchlach  nam  pong  ceblmhor  ! 

'S  trie  do  phreasan  peurach,  ubhiach, 

Coimh-fhreagraibh  learn  tcis  an  orain  ; 

Groiseideach,  trom-dhearcach,  dù-dhonn  ; 

Dreach  nan  cluainean  mar  bu  choir  dhomh 

Luisreadh  sios  le  gagain  driiididach, 

i     Dii"  innsinn  sios  am  briathran  òrdail. 

'S  buan  an  t-shlainnt  am  faiie  cubhraidh. 

Hoilibh  0,  ^c. 

Hoilibh  0,  i^c. 

'S  ionnmhuinn  leam  a  chulaidh  fhraoich 

Baile  coisrigte  nam  beannachd  ! 

Dh'  thas  air  taublx  nan  luirgnean  cas, 

Fraochach,  (liirach,  luacbrach,  mealach, 

Badach,  gaganach,  caoin,  ùr, 

INlartach,  laoghach,  caorach,  bainneach, 

'S  neoil  do'n'  mhil  a  smuideadh  as. 

Coillteach,  duilleach,  geugach,  torach. 

Hoilibh  0,  Sj^c. 

Hoilibh  0,  §r. 

'S  boidheach  trend  nan  uainean  geala 

Ni.s'  tha  carbad  boisgeil  Phab7tis 

lluith  'sa  reis  tearlh  chluainean  baiiinear; 

A'  marcachd  an  aird  nan  speura  ; 

'S  caoirich  bhronriac.h,  throma,  cheigeach, 

'S  o'n  tba  'n  rann  an  cuimse  faidead, 

Air  'm  bu  sheideach  blonag  shaile. 

'S  tim'  bhi  lasachadh  nan  teudan. 

Hoilibh  0,  i^,'"- 

Hoilibh  0,  4'C- 

338 


SAR-OBAlll  NAM   BAUD   GAKLACII. 


KALAIDII   GIIAOIL. 

LUINNEAO. 

Aii'/aUlirin,  illiriii,  uillirin  b, 
Air  fail  I  i  rill  ^  i/lirin,  uiUirin  (>, 
Air /uillirin,  illirin,  uillirin  !>, 
O'ur  boidhcach  an  coniinm, 
^Tliaiy  coinncamh  '«  t-Srath-mWoir. 

GiiR  gile  mo  Icanuau 

Na'ii  q'aV  air  an  t-shiiamh, 
Na  cobhar  iia  tuiiine, 

'S  e  tilleadh  bho'ii  tràigli  ; 
Na'in  blàth-bhaìiiiic  biiaile, 

'S  a  chuach  leis  fo  bhàrr, 
Na  sneachd  nan  gleauti  dcisrach, 

'Ga  fhroiseadh  mu'n  bUUir 
Air  faillirin^  ^c. 

Tha  cas-fhalt  mo  riiln-sa 

Gu  siiibhlach  a  sniomh, 
Mar  na  neoil  bhuidhe  '  liibas 

Air  stùcaibh  nan  sliabh, 
Tha  '  gruaidh  mar  an  ros, 

'Nuair  a's  bòidhche  'bliios  fhiamh, 
Fo  ur-dhealt  a  Cheitein, 

Mu'n  eirich  a  ghrian. 
Air /uillirin,  4'C. 


♦  The  chorus  and  first  stanza  of  this  song  are  not  Mac- 
lachlan's.  They  were  composed  by  Mrs  M'Kenzie  of 
Balone,  at  a  time  when,  by  infirmity,  she  was  unable  to 
attend  the  administration  of  the  Lord's  Supper  in  Strath, 
more  of  Lochbroom, — and  ran  word  for  word  the  same 
except  the  last  two  lines  of  the  verse  which  are  slightly 
altered.  Our  talented  author  got  ihem  and  the  air 
from  some  of  the  north  country  students  in  Aber- 
deen. All  the  other  stanzas,  however,  are  original,  and 
worthy  of  the  poetic  mind  of  Maclachlan.  The  following 
translation  of  it  by  the  celebrated  author,  we  subjoin  for 
the  gratification  of  the  English  reader  ; — 

Not  the  sivan  on  the  lake,  or  the  foam  on  the  shore, 
Can  compare  with  the  charms  of  the  maid  I  adore : 
Not  so  white  is  the  new  milk  that  flows  o'er  the  pail, 
Or  the  snow  that  is  show'r'd  from  the  boughs  of  the  vale. 

As  the  cloud's  yellow  wreath  on  the  mountain's  high  brow, 
The  locks  of  my  fair  one  redundantly  flow; 
Her  cheeks  have  the  tint  that  the  roses  display, 
When  they  glitter  with  dew  on  the  morning  of  ^fay. 

As  the  planet  of  Venus  that  gleams  o'er  the  grove, 

Her  blue-rolling  eyes  ate  the  symbols  of  love  : 

Her  pearl-circled  bosom  diffuses  bright  rays. 

Like  the  moon,  when  the  stars  are  bedimm"d  with  her  blaze. 

The  mavis  and  laik,  when  they  welcome  the  dawn. 
Make  a  chorus  of  joy  to  resound  through  the  lawn: 
But  the  mavis  is  tuneless — the  lark  strives  in  vain, 
When  my  beautiful  charmer  renews  her  sweet  strain. 

When  summer  bespangles  the  landscape  with  flow'rs. 
While  the  thrush  and  the  cuckoo  sing  soft  from  the  bow'rs. 
Through  the  wood-shaded  %vinding3  wiih  Bella  TU  rove, 
And  feast  unrestraiird  ou  the  smiles  of  my  iove. 


Mar  r>h('nus  a  boisgendli 

'J'har  clioiltiltli  nan  ard, 
Tha  a  miog-shiiil  ga  ni'  bliuuircadh 

Ijti  Niiaitdicantas  graidh  : 
'1  ha  bràighe  nan  N«Mid 

Ann  an  r-idcadli  gac.h  àidh, 
Mar  gheahich  nan  Npeur 

'S  i  cur  reulltan  fo  phràmh. 
Air /uillirin,  i^c. 

BiMh  'n  nisoag  's  an  sme'iraoh 

Keadh  lùintean  nan  driùchd, 
'Toirt  fàilte  le'n  òrain 

Do'n  òg-mhadairm  chiìiìn  ; 
Ach  tha'n  uiseag  neo-shetilta, 

*S  an  smeòrach  gun  sunnt, 
'Nualr  '  thoisicheas  m'  cudail 

Air  gleusadh  a  ciùil. 
Air /ailUrin,  Sj^c. 

*  Nuair  thig  s.'imhradh  nan  noinean 

A  comhdach  nam  bruach, 
'S  gach  eoinean  'sa  chròc-clioiir 

'  A  ceòl  leis  a  chuaich, 
Bi'dh  mise  gu  h-eibhinn 

'A  leumnaich  's  a  ruaig, 
Fo  dhlu-mheuraibh  sgàileach 

A  maran  ri  m'  luaidh. 
Air /aillirin,  ^c. 


RANN  DO'N  LEISG. 

A  LEISG  reangach,  robach,  dhuaichnidh, 
Mallachd  buan  bho  dhuan  nam  bard  dhut, 
'S  bochd  an  t-shian  do'n  ti  bheir  cluas  dhut, 
'S  dearbh  nach  dual  gu'n  dean  e  tàbhachd, 
'S  fior  an  sgeul  a  sgriobh  righ  Solamh, 
"  Nach  robh  sonas  riamh  ad  ghlacaibh  ;" 
A  chairbh  rag  gun  sgrid  gun  fhosgladh, 
Trom-cheann  marbh  nach  mosgail  facal, 
'S  ronngach  fàrdalach  gun  ruth-bhalg  ; 
Do  sheann  chlosach  bhruchdach,  lachdunn, 
'S  miann  leat  coimhearsp  bhuan  an  rosaid, 
Dealbh  na  gorta  sgaoil  mii  t-asdail, 
Thu  fo'n  lùirich  na  d'  chuail  chniimhaich, 
Reic  thu  Fkrrais  air  son  cadail, 
Drain  an  Aoig  na  d'  ghrod-chraos  bearnach, 
Do  chrJig  chearr  am  muing  do  pliap-chinn. 
Sid  an  sluagh  thug  bith  an  tùs  dut, 
A  Mi-chùram  's  Dith-na-sgoinne 
Slabhraidh  theann  de  phraisich  chruaidh  ort^ 
S  da  cheud  punnd  de'n  luaidhe  d'  dheireadh. 

A  Leisg  throm  ga  'm  bodhar  spad-chluas 
'S  tu  'n  gadaiche  'shlad  na  h-aimsir'  : 
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G(Mr  bhiodh  mile  <tni|>  giid'  shiaiseadh 
Cha  tig  an  stadaicli  a  t-eaibuU. 
Sibhs  arm  sain  b(;il  feuin  iCs  dircadh, 
Ruithibh  grad  ati  tiin  gu  freagairt ; 
Aiu  n  cosgrar  sibh  i'o  shlait  iaraiiiri 
13an-mhaighsteai'  iaroaidli  iia  sgreatachd. 


CLACII-CUIMIINE 

GHLINNE-GAKAIDH  AIG  TOBAIUNAN-CEANN. 

FHia  astair  !  tliig  faisg  a's  leubh 
Sgeul  air  ceartas  an  De  bhuain  ; 
Eisd  ri  diol  na  ceilg  a  dh'l'bàg 
A  Cheapach  na  làraich  fhuair. 
Sgaoil  na  milltich  lion  an  eig 
Mn  bhord  eibbinn  nam  iieagh  fial 
*S  mheasgnaich  lad  an  sean  's  na  b-òig 
'S  an  aon  tòiT  na'in  fuilgun  ghionnli. 
Mhosgail  corruich  an  t-kid-thiiatij, 


Ursann  dbiaii  nan  cotiiblaii  (iiiaiiib, 
Morair  Cblann-Dtjinbnnili  an  Ibiaoicli, 
Lcogbann  nan  ciK-bd,  craubb  nam  biiadb, 
Dh-iarr  e  's  cbaidh  Diogbailt  na  leuin, 
Mar  bbt'itbir  bhcninnaicb  nan  nial, 
Gblac  e'n  dream  a  dlieiibh  an  t'buill, 
'S  tbug  Ian  duais  mar  tlioill  an  gniomh. 
Lamb  riut-sa'  gbòrm  fbuarain  gbrinn, 
Dir  ionnlaid(;adb  soacbd  cinn  nan  lùb, 
'S  aig  casan  a  gbaisgicli  'ligh 
Thilgeadli  iad  air  IJr  a  dhiiin. 
Corr  as  coig  fichead  bliadhn'  deug 
Tbriall  nan  spoiir  bbo  dheas  gu  tuath, 
Bbo  'n  gbairmoadh  Todar-nan-Ceann, 
De'n  t-sruthan  so  'n  cainnt  an  t-shluaigh. 

JMise  'n  Soachdamh  thar  dbeicb  glCiiii 
De  fhreumb  ùiseil  an  laoiub  threin, 
Mac-Mhic-Alasdair  m'ainin  gnàitbs, 
Flath  Cblann- Dòmhnuill  nan  sàr  euchd, 
Thog  mi  cblacbs'  air  lom  an  raoin, 
Falsg  air  caochan  a  cbliii  bbuain, — 
Mar  mheas  do  chcann-stuic  nan  triath, 
'S  gu'n  cuimhnicbt'  an  gniomb  ri  lualbs. 


A  L  A  S  D  A I  R  M  A  C  - 1 0  N  M II  U  I  N  N. 


Alexander  M'Kinnon  was  born  in  Moror,  in  the  district  of  Arisaig,  Inverness-sliire,  in 
tlie  year  1770,  in  whicii  farm  his  father  was  tacksman.  At  the  age  of  24,  he  enlisted  in 
the  gallant  92d  regiment,  in  which  he  served  with  marked  distinction  till  1801,  when,  in 
the  famous  battle  of  Alexandria,  ho  received  three  several  wounds,  which  were  the  means 
of  breaking  up  his  connexion  with  that  corps.  After  the  battle,  Corporal  M'Kinnon  was 
found  lying  among  the  wounded  and  dead,  "  with  his  back  to  the  field  and  his  feet  to  the 
foe,"  in  frozen  gore,  and  on  the  apparent  verge  of  dissolution.  In  disposing  of  the  many 
brave  fellows  who  fell  on  that  memorable  day,  it  was  found  necessary  to  dig  ditches  or 
pits  in  which  indiscriminately  to  inter  them  ;  and  such  was  the  seemingly  lifeless  condition 
of  M'Kinnon,  that  he  was  ordered  to  be  buried  among  the  others.  This  order  would 
have  been  executed  had  not  Sergeant  M'Lean,  a  bosom-friend  and  companion  of  our  bard, 
been  prompted  by  feelings  of  the  purest  friendship,  to  seek  him  out  amid  the  heaps  of 
carnage  in  which  he  was  entombed.  The  Sergeant,  applying  his  ear  to  the  poet's  breast, 
perceived  that  everlasting  silence  had  not  yet  been  imposed  on  his  lyre  ; — his  respirations 
were  feeble  and  slow,  but  he  lived  ;  and  his  friend  insisted  u))on  having  him  forthwith 
conveyed  to  one  of  the  hospital  ships. 
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Upon  experiencing'  the  earc  and  attention  iiis  situation  required,  he  gradually  recovered 
from  ills  wounds  ;  and  it  was  (luriti<j  liis  convalescence  on  board  the  hospital  ship  that 
lie  composed  his  truly  sublime  and  admirable  poem  so  descriptive  of  the  battle.  M*- 
Kinnon,  on  arriving  in  England,  was  discharged  with  a  pension  ;  but  a  life  of  inactivity 
seemed  little  to  accord  with  his  sanguine  temperament, — for  he  was  no  sooner  able  to 
bear  arms  than  he  joined  the  Gth  Royal  Veteran  Battalion,  in  which  he  served  all  the 
remainder  of  his  earthly  career.  He  died  at  Fort- William,  Lochaber,  in  the  year  1814, 
at  tlie  age  of  44,  and  was  interred  with  military  honours. 

Corporal  M'Kinnon  was  prepossessing  in  appearance  ;  he  stood  about  5  feet  10  inches 
in  height ;  he  was  athletic  in  form  and  of  very  fine  proportions  and  symmetry.  As  a 
poet  he  ranks  very  high  :  his  mind,  indeed,  was  of  that  gigantic  order,  which,  by  its  own 
propelling  powers,  could  rise  equal  to  any  subject  he  chose  to  sing.  Judging  from  some 
of  his  MSS,  now  before  us,  he  studied  the  Gaelic  language  to  good  purpose;  few  have 
been  able  so  completely  to  master  its  idiom  and  to  soar  on  the  syren  wings  of  poesy,  sus- 
taining throughout  such  a  sublime  and  uncontaminated  diction.  We  have  not  been  able 
to  ascertain  what  his  scholastic  acquirements  were  in  English,  but  we  feel  warranted  in 
supposing  these  respectable,  for  he  wrote  the  vernacular  tongue  with  great  accuracy,  the 
study  of  which,  it  must  be  recollected,  formed  none  of  the  school-attainments  in  his  juve- 
nile days. 

The  four  pieces  here  presented  to  the  reader  are  of  prime  quality.  They  speak  for 
themselves,  and  need  no  passing  encomiums  from  us.  Any  poetaster  may  string  stanzas 
together  ad  ivjinitum,  and  at  a  hand-gallop ;  he  may  infuse  something  of  the  spirit  of 
poetry  into  them,  but  to  give  metrical  composition  a  high  finish — to  put  so  much  excel- 
lence into  a  poem  as  to  ensure  its  survival,  after  the  interest  of  the. circumstance  that 
called  it  forth  has  passed  away — to  do  this,  has  fallen  only  to  the  lot  of  a  few  gifted 
individuals. 

No  one  could  be  more  happy  in  his  choice  of  subjects  than  M'Kinnon ;  and,  most  as- 
suredly, none  could  handle  his  materials  better.  He  was  an  enthusiastic  soldier  :  he  saw 
and  admired  the  prowess  of  the  British  arms,  and  commemorated  their  feats  in  strains 
which  cannot  die.  The  poet  that  chronicled  these  feats,  was  worthy  of  the  indomitable 
army  that  performed  them.  Ossian's  heroes  are  often  put  beyond  themselves  through 
the  magnifying  vista  of  poetic  description  ; — and  who  has  not  felt  how  much  of  the 
prowess  of  Ajax  and  Hector  owed  its  existence  to  the  redundancy  of  Homer's  inventive 
powers?  M'Kinnon  has  indulged  in  no  fanciful  representations  ; — he  has  honestly  and 
truthfully  recorded  such  achievements  as  British  valour  performed  within  his  ocular  cog- 
nizance ;  and  one  characteristic  feature  of  his  muse  is,  that  she  was  always  on  duty. 

It  would  be  out  of  place  here  to  attempt  a  formal  criticism  uj)on  the  works  of  this  ex- 
cellent poet.  His  heroics,  in  which  he  seems  most  at  home,  admit  of  no  comparison. 
We  wonder  what  stuflf  the  poet  was  made  of:  the  poet,  who  could  wind  himself  up — yes, 
and  inoculate  us,  too,  with  the  high,  patriotic,  and  impassioned  feelings  of  his  soul,  to 
the  highest  pitch  of  enthusiasm,  and  depict,  -with  more  than  the  fidelity  of  the  painter's 
hand,  the  panorama  of  the  most  sanguinary  battles  that  ever  drew  the  belligerent  powers 
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of  two  mighty  empires  face  to  face  !  His  poem  on  the  battle  in  Alexandria  beginning  **Am 
Mios  deireaiinach  an  Fhogliair,'*  has  all  the  minuteness  of  detail  of  a  studied  prose  narra- 
tive, while  the  vividness  of  his  description,  the  freshness  of  his  similes,  the  sublimity  of 
bis  sentiments,  rivet  our  breathless  attention  on  the  various  evolutions  of  the  day,  from 
the  discharge  of  the  first  shot  until  the  whole  place  is  strewed  with  mangled  carcasses,  and 
the  dark  wing  of  night  overshadows  the  gory  and  groaning  plain. 

His  *' Dubh-  GhleannacJi^  is  a  nauiical  production  in  which  his  muse  appears  to  great 
advantage  ;  and  we  are  told  by  a  friend,  not  likely  to  be  misinformed  on  the  subject,  that 
this  was  his  favourite  piece.  Mr  M'Donald,  the  proprietor  of  the  yacht,  which  the  poet 
mimortalizes,  was  so  well  pleased  with  the  poem,  that  he  gave  M'Kinnon  £5,  and  this 
sum  appeared  so  enormous  in  the  estimation  of  a  boor,  a  neighbour  of  M'Kinnon's,  that 
he  spoke  to  him  on  the  subject,  saying,  "  It  is  a  bonny  song,  to  be  sure,  but  faith, 
neighbour,  you  have  been  as  well  paid  for  it !"  "  I  tell  you,  sir,"  replied  the  poet,  "  that 
every  stanza  of  it — every  timber  in  the  '  Duhli- GhleannacK s^  side — is  worth  a  five-poimd 
note !"  This  retort  must  be  regarded  more  in  the  light  of  a  reprimand,  than  as  an  empty 
gasconade.  Men  of  genius,  however,  cannot  be  blind  to  their  own  merit ;  and  if  they 
ought  not  to  be  the  trumpeters  of  their  own  fame,  they  are  entitled,  by  the  law  of  self- 
defence,  to  retaliate  on  the  narrow-souled  detractors  of  their  well-earned  laurels.  Mac- 
Kinnon was  neither  egotistical  nor  pedantic:  he  submitted  his  pieces  to  the  rigid  criticisms 
of  his  fellow-soldiers,  and  never  hesitated  to  throw  out  an  idea,  a  distich,  or  even  a  stanza 
at  their  bidding.  This  has,  perhaps,  tended  to  the  critical  correctness  of  his  Gaelic  and 
the  excellence  of  his  productions :  we  read  them  and  are  satisfied  :  there  is  nothing  want- 
ing, nothing  extraneous. 


OllAN  AIR  DO'N  BHARD  A  DHOL  AIR  TIR  ANNS  AN  EIPHEIT. 
Air.  fonn — ^^Deoch-slahde  an  larla  T/iuathaich." 


Ge  fada  an  dràst  gun  dusgadh  mi, 
Cha  chadal  sèiinh  bu  shùgradh  dhoinh, 
Ach  ragaid  chnàmh  gun  lùghs  annta, 
Air  leabaidh-làir  gun  cliuirteanan, 
Gun  chaidreamh  bho  luchd  dCithcha, 
'S  mi  gun  charaid-rùin  am  choir. 
Gun  chaidreamh,  &c. 

Cha  'n  'eil  fear  a  thàirneas  rium, 
Na  thuigeas  an  deagh  Giià'elig  mi, 
Nach  innis'mi  gu'n  d'  I'ainig  mi, 
'N  uair  dh'  imich  sinn  do  'n  àite  sin, 
Gu  'm  b'  aobliar  giorag  nàmhaid  sinn, 
Le  'r  luingeas  àrd  to  siieùil. 
Gu  'm  b'  aobhar,  &c. 


An  t-ochdaml»  grian  do  'n  I^Ihàirt  againn, 
A  nochdadh  ar  cuid  bhàtaiohean, 
13u  choltach  seulta  an  Càbhlach  iad, 
Na  'n  trotan  mar  a  b'  àbhaist  dhaibh, 
'S  na  Breatuinnich  na  'm  bàir  orra, 
Le  'n  cliathan  ràmli  san  reòt'. 
'S  na  Breatiunnich,  &c. 

Gu  'n  chuir  air  tir  na  saighdearan, 
Na  fir  gun  fhiamh,  gun  fhoili  annta, 
Le  'n  eireadh  grian  gu  boi.-jgeanta. 
Hi  lainnir  an  lann  toileasach, 
'S  an  ceannard  fein  ga  'n  soillseachadh. 
Mar  dhaoimein  a  measg  oir. 
'S  an  ceannard,  &c. 
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All  (lai'n^r  (Ihllt'tis  (Iliarai(-1i  lul, 
Nacli  tlli'iliàg  's.iii  liiiii  so  haiiiliail  da, 
All  It'ògliaini  iìo{;liail,  ainaÌNgrach, 
All  (liù  'n  am  til  inn  rheaiiiiasach, 
'I'liii  do  {^liaul  mar  anain  dliuiiiii, 
Ail'  teaiiiiaclKiilh  iia  'r  l'eòil. 
'i  li:i  da  j^liaul,  &c. 

A  dol  gii  tlr  Ic  d'  bhrataiciioai), 
Air  clicaiin  do  inliiitcaii  gais^ealadh, 
Sliaoil  l-'ningaich  glniiiipacii,  glilas-iieuladi, 
l^e  SIÙ.1  gii  \i  |)illte  dhachaigli  bitiii, 
Gil  'ii  stiiochdadh  iad  du  'r  lasraichenn, 
iki  dliioiiiiiiior  bi'as  ar  sròii* 
(Ju  'ii  striuclidadh,  Ike. 

Uu  iieimhoil,  sinearail,  durachdacli, 
Gu  daiiaru  Ian  mliiiiseagacli, 
All  caiioiti  nun  sa  bluiiioiiiich, 
'S  dealanach  le  fudar  dliiu, 
Cha  bu  leur  an  traigli  le  sinùidrcadli, 
Dh'fliàg  na  spèuran  dùiiint^  an  ceò. 
Cha  bu  lour,  &c. 

Mar  biodh  criiaidh  losgadh  ionilaii  atiii, 
*Saii  uair  is  luaithe  dh'  iomraichte, 
Air  luchd-cuain  a  b'  ulhuiih  tulgaradh, 
Greas.idli  ri  cluais  iorghuiile, 
*S  na  naimhdean  dhna  tilgeadh  oirii, 
iVlar  ghàradh  tiomcheall  òb. 
'S  iia  naimhdean,  &c. 

Choinnich  iad  'san  uisge  binn, 
A  tigh'n'  air  snàuih  gu  'n  crioslaicliean, 
'N  uair  bheireadh  lainhach  biisteadh  dliuinn 
An  duil  gu  'm  bàite  an  tiota  sinn, 
Gu  stàlinneach,  làii,  misneachuil, 
Gu  sgrios  as  na  bhiodh  beo. 
Gu  stàlinneuch,  &c. 

Choinnich  ar  fir  shomalt  iad, 
Le  roinn  nam  piosan  guineideach, 
Ma  'n  d'fhàg  an  toun  I'o  'r  bonnabh  sinn, 
Chain  siol  na  Fraiiige  fuil  annta, 
'S  am  bàs  bhà  iad  a  cumadh  dhuinn, 
Fiiuair  julirt  diù  dh'fhulang  bròiii. 
'S  am  bas,  &c. 

Cliuir  buillean  lann  le  susbaireachd, 
Jiho  'u  tuinn  mar  cboilltich  thuislidh  ii-.d, 
Gach  dara  crann  a  tuiteam  dhiu, 
Na  'n  sineadh  sios  le  'r  cusbaireachd, 
Thuig  Frangaich  iiach  I'aun  TluiiTaich, 
J^e  'n  cuid  lann  a  mhurt  an  blòigh. 
'i'huig  Fiaugaich,  &c. 

Ri  iomairt  ghoirt  na  stàilinne, 
IJha  iumain  cas  blio  'n  tràigh  ori"a, 
Gu  'n  fhios  CO  'in  fear  bu  tàire  againn, 
A  b'  ullamli  ]oi  Ic  saithidhean, 


N  am  dlnlhadh  lis  an  aiaich, 
'S  trotn  a  dliriiigh  ar  l.'iid  na  'm  i'eùil. 
^N  am  dliitiiadb,  ike. 

'N  uair  sgaoileadh  biriiainn  's  gach  àite  iad, 
IMar  chaoiiich  'h  gille-in.'irtainn  annl', 
'S  trie  a  chite  fail  oiibli, 
Na  inith  a  dhi  a  mhaighsteir, 
l>ii  lionmiior  iuarca<di  taidinclidach, 
ivC  each  air  tiàigh  gun  deò. 
I3u  lionmhor,  &c. 

I^ha 'in  buidliean  rioghail  (Jà'elach, 
Gu  h-inntinncach,  borb,  ardaiiach, 
Air  thoiseach,  mar  a  b'  àiìhaist  daibh, 
Gu  lotach,  piceach,  stailinneach, 
Mar  nathairichean,  gun  chàirdcas 
Do  dh'  aon  namhaid  a  bha  beo. 
IMar  nathairichean,  &c. 

Tha  claim  nan  eil.-an  aon-sgoulach, 
Co  theireadh  gu  'n  do  chaochail  iad  ? 
'S  iad  fèin  an  dream  nach  maol-chUiasach, 
'N  uair  thairnte  a  mire  cannnaig  iad, 
Mar  bheithir  thana  craosiachadh, 
!>'  (hior  fhaoineis  tigh'n'  ga  'n  coir. 
Mar  bheithir,  &c. 

Mar  mhiol-chion  sheang,  luath-leumnach, 
'Eangach,  ineach,  tuasaideach, 
Ki  leanailt  stri  gun  fhuarachadh, 
Le  siubiial  's  i  a  dh'  fhua.sgail  iad, 
Bha  Frangaich  air  an  ruagadh, 
'S  iad  iia  'n  ruith  mar  chuain  gun  tivòir 
Bha  Fraiigaich,  &c. 


ORAN 

AIR  liLAK  XA  II-KIPIIIT. 

C  Jirson  nach  tlisichinu  sa  chàinpa. 

Far  na  dh'fhàg  mi  clann  mo  ghaoil, 
Thog  sinn  taighean  Samhraidh  aim, 

Le  barrach  mheang  nan  craobh, 
Bu  solas  uaibhrcach,  ceannard, 
A  bhi  gluasad  ri  uchd  naimhdean  ami, 
'S  a  dh'aindeoin  luaidhe  Fhrangach,' 
B'  aobhar  dàmsha  bhi  ri  'r  taobh. 

Cha  chualas  ri  linn  seanachais, 
Ann  an  cogadh  arm  na  'n  stri, 

Cuig  mile-diag  cho  ainmeil  ruibh, 
A  thairuinu  airm  fo  'u  Uigh  ; 
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B'  aobhar  clìù  an  treuri-fhear  Albannach, 
A  t'huair  a  chuis  ud  earbsa  lis, 
Nach  cùbuirean  a  thearbadh  Icia, 
Thoii't  gniomh  nun  aim  gu  crich. 

Dli'iarr  e  nnoch  di-ciaJain, 

'S  a'  chiad  diagachadh  de  'n  IMhàii  t, 
Gacb  cumisari  I'iaracbadh, 

Ar  biadh  a  mach  oirn  tru  ; 
Rum  '  bbi  air  ar  cliathaichean, 
Gu  h-ullamh  mar  a  dh'  iarramaid, 
Nach  taodadh  iad  air  chiad-lungaidh, 

Dul  sius  leis  ann  sa  bblàr. 

'S  aun  air  dir-daoin  a  dh'fhiig  sinn, 

Air  sar  chablach  fad  air  chùl, 
Na  'm  t'aigheadhmaid  rian  snùmha  dhalbh, 

Bu  làidir  iad  na  ^r  ciiis  ; 
Lean  Mac-a-Ghobha*  cairdeil  ruinn, 
'S  gu  'm  b'  I'Jioghainteacli  a  bhàtaìchean, 
A  dh'  aindeuin  gleadhraich  nàmhaid, 

Chum  e  smàladh  air  an  sùil. 

Bha  ar  'n  àrd  cheann-feadhna  toirteil, 
Ann  san  am  ga  'r  propadh  suas, 

Bho  dhream  gu  dceam  ga  'm  brosnachadh, 
Cha  b'  ann  le  moit  na  ghruaidh  ; 

Ghlacadh  cuibhle  'n  fhortain, 

Ann  san  laimh  nach  tionndadh  toisgeal  i, 

'S  a  dhùisgeadh  sutjnt  gu  cosnadh  dhuinn, 
Mar  Fhionn  a  mosgladh  shluaidh. 

Thàirneadh  na  laoich  sliomalta 

Na  'n  comhlann  throma,  bhorb, 
Bu  tàrslach,  làmhan,  cumasach, 

An  sradag  fiionnidh  i'albh  ; 
A  g'  iarraidh  àite  an  cromadh  iad, 
Na  'n  tugadh  namliaid  coinncamh  dliaibh, 
Gu  'm  fag-te  'n  àrach  tonn-t'liuiieach, 
Le  stàilinn  thoUach  bhulg. 

llho  nach  tiunndadh  nàimh  gu  casgairt, 

Bu  diù  lasair  air  an  deigh, 
'N  uair  chunnacas  giiùis  nanì  Breatunnach, 

B'fhearr  casan  dhaibh  na  strèupj 
Thug  iad  an  cùl  gu  tapaidh  ruinn, 
A  sliiubhal  gu  rìlù  astarach, 
A  sior  dhion  an  cùl  le  uiarcaichcan, 
Chum  lusachadh  na  'm  ceum. 

Bha  gillean  lùghar,  sgairteil  ann, 
Nach  d'  aom  le  gealtachd  riamh, 

JMar  dir  I'haodadh  iad  ga  'n  Icantain, 
Pliilleadh  caogad  each  le  'n  gniunih  ; 

«  Sir  Sidney  Smith. 


Bu  smaointean  I'aoin  d'a  marcaichean, 

Nach  I'aighte  daoine  glileachdadh  iad, 

'S  na  laoich  nach  faoite  chaisleachadh, 

Ga  'n  caul  ruith  mach  air  sliubl). 

Bu  trie  an  còmhdach  casgairt  sinn, 

Thug  sud  oirn  stad  na  dlià, 
Bin  gun  e  Mas  aim  san  astar  sin, 

'N  duil  mhòr  ri  gaisge  chàich  ; 
Dh'  fheuch  liulpk  gach  doigh  a  chleachda  leis, 
'S  an  dian-te  srùil  a  tbaisbcanadli, 
'S  a  dh'  aindeoin  seòltachd  dh'  fhairtlicli  oirn, 

An  toirt  gu  casgairt  làmli. 

Bha  sinn  làidir,  guineideach, 

Diina,  urranta  'san  stri, 
Bha  iadsan  ràideil,  cuireideacli, 

Làn  thuineachadh  's  an  tir  ; 
Ghabh  iad  aird  na  monaidhean, 
Gu  'n  dh'  fhuair  iad  àife  cothromach, 
'S  an  dianadh  làmhach  dolaidii  dhuinn, 

Gu  'n  toileachadh  r'a  linn. 

Tiiairneadh  gàradh  droma  leinn, 
De  dh'  armuinn  t'honnidh  threin, 

Bho  shàil'  gu  sail'  a  coinneachadh 
'N  trà  chromaidh  air  a  ghrein  ; 

Bu  daingean,  làidir,  comasach, 

A  phàirc  ga  m'  fhàl  na  bonaidean, 

Cha  bu  chadal  seimh  ga  'n  coinunn, 
'S  each  ina  'r  coinneamh  air  a  blieinn. 

Stad  sinn  re  na  h-oidhche  sin, 

Gu  leir  an  cuim  nan  arm, 
Bha  leannan  fein,  gu  maighdeannail, 

Fo  sgeith  gach  saighdear,  bàlbh  ; 
Na  'n  tigeadh  teum  na  faoineachd  orr', 
'S  gu  tugte  aobhar  bruidhne  dhi, 
Bu  neamhail  a  speic  phuiseanta, 

Bho  'n  bheul  bu  chinnteach  sealg. 

Dh'  earbadh  dion  an  'n  atimanan, 

Ri  Albannaich  mo  ruin 
Fir  nach  tàirnnte  cearbaieh  oii'a, 

'N  am  tharruinn  arm  gu  dlù  ; 
Rinn  iad  a  chaithris  arinailteach, 
Gu  h-ullamh,  ealamh,  ealachuinneach, 
'S  na  'n  deanadh  nàmhaid  tairgneachadh, 

Bha  bits  allabiiarach  na  'n  gniiis, 

Sinn  ullauih  air  ar  connspagan, 

Gu  dol  san  tùir  gu  dion, 
An  treas  inadainn  ding  a  shònraieh  hid, 

Le  'r  ceannard  mòr  gu  'n  fhiamh; 
An  da  reiseamaid  a  b'  ùige  againn, 
Na  Greamaich  agus  Gurdonaich, 
A  ruith  gu  dian  an  còmhdhail, 

Na  bha  durtadh  leis  an  t-sliabh, 
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llni  iillaitili  I  is  ail  I'liiidar, 

A  biiii  (lol  na  funuid  ma  'r  (•caiiii, 

Gliliiai.s  iia  ^illcan  lù-chlrasacli, 
Air  niliirr  null  do  'ii  ^liN'ann  ; 

'I'linU  siim  Ic  (riiif  dùliailtc, 

Hiistradli  as  na  (iiipaiican, 

IJIiH  (iiiumaicli  nan  cixdMl  tìù^'Iianfac.Ii, 
'S  chu  <r  ('isd  iad  nu'iiseaf;  lanii. 

l\Inv  stoinn  a  !>'  iaicalt  connsachadli, 

A  spionadli  nouil  a's  clirann, 
A  riasladh  l'àirfje  niòiro, 

Gti  piarìadli  hln-.M  \s  ^'a  'u  call  ; 
Cruaidli  dian  Mia  btiaidh  naii  Gordoiiacli, 
J5u  lioninlior  sguab  a's  <loilaii;liean, 
A  hhuain  iad  air  a  chòinlmaid, 

Far  an  tug  na  slòigh  dliaibh  ccann. 

Dl)lùtliaìch  ar  n"  arm  urramach, 

Gil  li-ullamh  air  ar  cùl, 
Lion  iad  an  t-siTath  f'biilaTigach, 

Kinn  guineideach  gu  smùis  ; 
13u  naimhdeil  dian  an  gunnaireaclid, 
A  dirfbàg  an  sliabh  's  nial  fuiloach  air, 
Bha  ciiirp  na  'n  riadhari  uireasach, 

Fo  'n  ian  gun  tuille  lùis. 

'N  am  pro{»adh  ris  an  nàmhaid, 

Sinn  g'an  smàladh  ann  sa'  clieò, 
Las  a  bheiiin  mar  ànihuinn  ruinn, 

A  barcadh  na  j)rais  oirn  ; 
Shaoil  sinn  gur  h-i   Vesuvius  * 
A  sgàin  bho  bonn  le  tàirneanaich, 
Airm  chaola  b'  fhaoineis  làmh  ridhe, 
'S  craos  na  chaoir  tigh'n'  beò. 

13ha  craoslach  nan  geum  neimheil, 

Gu  breun,  aineolach,  sa'  clieò, 
A  bheist  bu  treine  langhanaich, 

Bu  reusan  sgreamh  do  dh'  fheòil ; 
Bu  chaillteach  dhuinn  an  dealanach, 
'S  a  liughad  saighdear  bearraideacli, 
Bha  'n  oidhche  sin  a  mearachd  oirn, 
Gu  'n  anam  air  an  tùir. 

Dh'  aindeoin  a  h-ard  bhùrainich, 

Bha  làidir,  mùiseach,  garbh, 
Ga  b'  oil  leis  an  cuid  trùi)airean, 

Am  bruchdadh  rinn  an  arm  ; 
Ge  d'  fhuair  sinn  beagan  diùbhalach, 
A  laoghad  cha  do  lùb  sinn  daibh, 
Bu  lionmhor  iriarcach  cùl-donti  did, 

Fo  'r  casan  briiite,  màrbh. 


*  Vesuvius,  poeticall}'  rendered  Vesavius,  a  volcanic 
mountain  near  the  bay  of  Naples. — Tlie  first  eruption  took 
place  in  the  year  79,  v.heu  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii 
were  destroved. 


i  liu(4  iad  an  (  ùl,  's  «lia  nihuMladh  dhaibh, 

(.'huir  casgairt  iarl  iia'n  teinn, 
Sinn  ga'n  8;4ÌurKadh  do  's  na  fHNaiclx-ari, 

'S  gach  tùbli  tia  las  a  lihiinn  ; 
'riiiormdadh  j^acli  cùis  taitiifach  dhuinn, 
J>lio  Itlion  a  (uVil  '«  a  r.as-mhulaicli, 
Cha  <r  Uiurich  gnùis  dhiu  gU-achda  riiiim, 
Nach  d'  bhrtichd  amaidi  na  still. 

'S  cSs  a  throm  an  ruaig  orra, 
Cho  cruaidh  's  a  chtialas  riainli, 

Bha  Abercroìuìni:  suas  riutha, 
Le  shliiadh  a  dh'  fhuasgail  fia!  ; 

Mar  bhi'dli  am  baile  bhuannaicli  iad, 

Le  canain  air  a  chuartachadh, 

Bha  bara<;hd  dhiu  '«  na  h-uaighichtan, 
'S  a  dir  I'huaraich  air  an  t-shabh. 

Thriirneadh  gàradh  làidir, 

'JJh'  arm  tabhachdach  nach  striuchd, 
Ma  choirineamh  Alexandria, 

Airairde  Aboukier  ; 
'N  uair  rainig  sinn  an  làrach  sin, 
'S  a  dhealaich  mi  ri  m'  chàirdean  aim, 
'S  ann  ghiùlain  iad  gu  m'  bhàta  mi, 

'S  full  bhlàth  fo  'm  air  an  fhiar. 

Tha  'n  da  Bhaiteal  àraidh 

An  doagh  Ghàeiig  aim  am  chuimhn', 
Cha  'n  e  'n  treas  fear  bu  tàire, 

'S  math  a  b'  fhiach  e  bard  ga  sheinn  ; 
Tha  mi  sa'  cheaird  air  mhàgaran, 
Cha  'n  fhilidh  no  fear  dàna  mi, 
Na  dh*  innis  mi  cha  nàr  leain  e, 

Co  chluinneas  c'  ait'  an  d'  rinn. 


OIIAN  AIll  BLALl  NA  H-OLAIND 

Air  fonn — "Alasdair  d  Ghanna- Garadh. 

Air  mios  deireannach  an  fhoghair, 

An  dara  latha,  's  math  mo  chuimiie, 
Ghluais  na  Breatunnaich  bho'n  fhaiche, 

Dh'ionnsuidh  tachairt  ris  na  raaimhdean  ; 
Thug  AberCTombaidh  taobh  na  mara 

Dhiu  le'n  canain,  's  mi  ga  'n  cluintinn  ; 
Bha  foirnieadh  aig  iWur*.gu  daingeann, 

Cumail  aingil  ris*na  Fràngaich. 

Thrìa.\Ì.Aberci'onibaidh  's  Mùr  na  feile, 
Le  'n  làpìch  euchdach,  thun  a  bhaiteil  ; 

Tiiarruinu  iad  gu  h-eolach,  treubhach, 
Luchd  na  beurla  ri  uchd  catha  ; 

*  General  Sir  John  Moore. 
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N  ufiii'   a  (Jhlù  na  h-ainn  ri  clic'ile, 
Dliiibhadh  tia  .speiirati  le  'ii  deathaicli  ; 

S  liti  liotiiiilior  fear  a  blia  's  an  (Msdcachil, 
J^auh  do  ghluais  luis  i'ein  an  ath  oidlicii'. 

Dh'fhag  iad  slniie  mar  a  b'atmsa, 

I'o  chcaniiardac^hd  Mlioraii'  Iliiiindaidh, 
All  t-òg  siniurail,  fcarail,  naimlideil, 

N  an  teaniiadh  ain-neart  ga  V  n-ioiinsuidh  ; 
Le  lihrataichean  siod'  a  straniiraich, 

Hi  'n  ciiid  cianri  a  damhs'  le  iiiuisoag  ; 
S  na  fir  a  togliairt  's  na  Fràngaicli, 

B'  iad  nio  rùiiise  chlann  nach  diultadh. 

13ha  'n  Icogliann  colgarra  gun  ghealtachd, 

Le  mhile  fear  sgairtcil  la'  rninn  ; 
An  Camshronach  garg  o'n  Larrachd, 

War  ursaiiin  chatha  's  na  blàraibh  ; 
Dh'auntai(-li  sinn  mar  aon  sa  bhaiteal, 

Le  faobhar  laiin  sgaiteach  stailinn  ; 
Cha  bu  i;bni()inb  le  'r  laoich  gun  taise, 

Faoineis  air  an  i'haich'  le  i<imhaich. 

Bhruchd  na  naimlidean  le  'n  trom  làdach, 

Air  muin  chiiich  an  àite  teine  ; 
'N  uair  f'buair  Sasunnaich  droch  chàradh, 

Phill  iad  o'n  àraich  n'  ar  coinneamh. 
Gblaodb  Ralph  uaibhreach  ri  chuid  armunn 

(jreasaibl)  na  GiVeil  n'  an  coinnidh, 
'S  tionndaidh  iad  an  ruaig  mar  b'  abliaist, 

An  dream  ardanach,  neo-fhuileil. 

Grad  air  an  aghairt  's  an  araich, 

Ghluais  na  saighdearan  nach  pillte  ; 
Mar  iolaire  guineach,  gun  chaoimhneas, 

Nach  b'fiuirasda  chlaoidh  le  mi-mhodh, 
Thug  iad  sgrios   na'n    gathan  boisgeacii, 

Mar  dhealanaich  oidhche  dhilinn  ; 
lii  .siur  iomain  romp  nan  naimhdean, 

'S  neul  na  f'al'  air  roinn  am  picean. 

'N  uair  a  dh'ionndralnn  a  chonnspuinn 

IMorair  Gordon  o  uchd  buailte  ; 
'S  a  chual  iad  gu'n  robh  e  leòinte, 

Dh'ùraich  iad  le  deoin  an  tuasaid  ; 
Mar  mhauim  do  thuil  nam  beann  mi  rn, 

Brùchdadh  bho  na  nooil  mu'r  guaillean, 
Lean  iad  an  ruaig  le  cruaidh  spultach, 

Gu  fuilteach,  mor  bhuilleach,  gruamach. 

Bha  Camshronaioh  an  tits  a  chatha, 

Air  an  losgadh  mar  an  cianda  ; 
Leonadh  an  Ceann-f'eodhna  sgairteil, 

Hi  còmhraig  bhaitealach  a  liath  e; 
Gu  sonraicht'  coltach  an  dearcag, 

'S  an  f'heoil  nach  taisicheadh  fiamh  i; 
INIu'n  clirom  a  ghrian  f"o  cleòc-taisgte, 

Phàidh  sinn  air  an  ais  na  fiachan. 


Ged'  bha  na  llioghalalch  bho  Albuinn, 

Na  fir  ainmcil,  mheamnacli,  piiriseil, 
Fada  bhuainn  ri  uair  a  gharbh  chath, 

'S  buaidh  a  b'  aiiim  dhaibh  ri  uchd  mhiltean  ; 
Ghreas  iad  air  aghaidh  gu  colgail, 

'N  uair  a  chual  iad  stuirm  nam  ])i(:ean  : 
I\Io  creach  !  luclid  nam  brcacari  balla-bbreac, 

Bhi  le  lasair  marbh  na'n  »iiieadh. 

Tha  na  Fràngaich  math  air  teine, 

Gus  an  teannar  goirid  uapa; 
'S  an  mar  sin  a  fhrois  iad  sinne, 

111  deich  mionaidean  na  h-uarach  ; 
Ach,  'n  uair  dii'f'haod  ar  laoicli  gun  tioma, 

Dhol  an  àite  buille  bhualadh, 
Bha  roinn  nan  stailinne  bioiach, 

Sàthadh  guineideach  mu'n  tuairmse. 

Gu'm  hi  sin  an  tuairmse  smiorail, 

Chinnteach,  amaiseach,  gun  dearmad  ; 
Thug  na  Icoghainn  bhorba,  nimheil, 

Bu  cholgail  sealladh  fVn  armaibh  ; 
Ri  sgiùrsadh  naimhdean  mar  fbalaisg, 

A's  driùchdan  fallais  air  gach  calg  dhiu  ; 
'S  bha  Frimgaich  a  brvichdadh  fala, 

'S  an  cul  ri  talamh  sa  ghainmhich. 

Mar  neoil  fhuilteach  air  an  riasladh, 

Le  gaoth  a  b'iargalta  seideadh  ; 
Ruiti)  nam  baiilibh  ceigeach,  lia'-ghlas, 

An  deigh  an  cliathadh  as  a  cheile: 
Chite  na  naimhde  gun  riaghailt, 

Teicheadh  gu  dian  o  uchd  stieupa  ; 
'S  iad  a  leaghadh  air  am  bialthaobh, 

Mar  shneachd  am  fianais  na  greine. 

Ged'  a  phiil  sinn  o  ar  duthaich, 

Cha  d'  mhill  sinn  air  cliCi  an  cruadal 
Bha  sinn  gach  latha  ga'n  sgiùrsadh, 

Mar  chaoirich  aig  cù  ga'n  ruagadh. 
Dh'aindeoin  an  cuid  slùigh  gun  churintas, 

Tigh'n  o'n  Fhràiiig  as  ùr  ga'r  bualadh, 
Bu  leisg  ar  gaisgich  gu  tionndadh, 

'Nuair  a  chord  an  Diùc  ri'n  uaislean. 

'N  uair  chuireadh  am  baiteal  seachad, 

'S  a  dh-àireadh  ar  gaisgich  threubhach, 
Bha  i()n)a  Gaiil  's  an  deachaidh 

Le  miad  am  braise  's  an  streupa, 
Full  a  ruith  air  lotaibh  frasach, 

Bho  lucbd  nam  breacanan  fcilidh, 
'S  i  sior  thaomadh  leis  na  glacan — 

'S  truagh  !  nach  dh'f'haod  ar  gaisgich  eiiigh  ! 

'S  bochd  gun  sian  orra  bh.o  luaighe, 
On  a  bha  iad  cruaidh  'nan  nàdiir, 

Fulangach  gu  dhol  san  tuasaid, 

Guineideach  'nuair  ghluaisl'  an  àrdaii. 


3I() 


sa;i-()i;,\ir  nai\i  i'.akd  cjaki.acii. 


Clm  rolili  niHth  d'aii  luunluiid  glunsHcl, 
Diriiii'i'aiiih  biiaidit  orra'  s  iiii  blaniibli, 

Cliaill  iad  air  an  tiai^li  Mcarlid  iiaircaii, 
'I'uillcadli  's  iia  Llia  bliuaiii  'sun  àiaicli. 

'Niit  o'n  cliiiii-  iad  siiiii  do  Sliasiiiui, 

Ghabhail  ar  cairtealaii  gcamhraidh, 
Far  am  i'tùgh  siiiii  loaiin  am  pailtoas, 

Cied'  tba   Mac-na-jnaisicli  gaiiii  oirii 
Olar  leinii  deoch-slaiiite'  JMharcnis — 

Ar  gnalaiin  thaice  's  ar  Ceaiuiard  ; 
Tiia  siiiii  clio  ullamh's  a  Hit  Icis, 

Dhiun  a  bhrataichcaii  bho  aiiiiieart. 


Note.— Various  spurious  editions  of  tl)is  unrivalled  pirce 
havebeen  published  in  d'flbrciit  collecti ins  of  C>aciic  Poems. 
It  is  now  printed  genuine,  fortlic  first  lime,  froin  the  poet's 
own  MS.  ;  and  never,  perhaps,  did  poet's  lay  coninienjoratfr 
prowess  in  more  graphic  and  burning  language. 


AN  DU13FI-GIILEANNACH. 

Latha  dhotnh  's  mi  'n  cois  na  tràghad 

(^Jhuala  mi  caismeachd  nan  Gael, 

Dh'  aithnich  mi  meoir  grinn  a  Bhrathaicli, 

Air  siunnsair  ùr  bu  lùglior  gàirich, 

A's  thuig  mi  gu'n  a  gliluais  an  t-àrmunn, 

Fear  thogail  nan  tur  uasal,*  stàtoil. 

Si'/i  Duhh-Gidcannach  a  hli'  aim  ! 

Hi)  rl  c/heaUadh,  na  co  chuireadk  ?', 

— Troiii  oirre  'sei/m 

BvL  mhiann  learn  sunnt  nam  port  eallanta, 
Bu  chonnabhallach  ùi-lar  a's  gearraidhean, 
Dionach,  lughor,  dlù,  neo-mhearaclidach — 
Tionndadh  nan  siuLhlaicheati  caithreamach, 
Dhuisgeadh  lugh  na  smuis  's  na  carraidean, 
Duthchas  nan  lann  du-ghorm  tana  dhuibh. 
Sin  Dubh-GMean7iach,  <^c. 

Dhirich  mi'm  bruthach  le  h-eibbneas, 
Dh'eisdeachd  li  fàilte  rìgli  Seumas, 
Chunna'  mi'n  Druimineach  dhubh,  ghleusda, 
Cuir  fa-sgaoil  a  h-aodaich  breid-ghil, 
Air  machair  mhin,  sgiamhach,  reidhleach, 
JVJar  steud  cruitheach — 's  i'  cuir  reise. 
Sfn  Dubh-Ghlea?mach,  ^c. 

Chunna'  mi  'n  Druimineach  dhubh,  dhealbhacli, 
Long  Alasdair  ghlinnich  nan  garbh-chrioch, 
Mar  steud  rioghail  air  bharr  f'airge, 
'iogail  bho  thir  le  sioda  balla-bhreac, 
Suaicbeantas  rioghail  na  h-Alba, 
Ghluaiseadh  na  miltean  gu  fearra-ghleus. 
Si'?i  Duhh-Ghleaimach,  cjc. 

*  This  song  was  composed  on  the  pleasure-boat  of  Alex- 
ander M'Donald,  Esq.,  of  Glenaladale,  who  endeared 
himself  to  his  countrymen  by  the  cenotaph  he  erected  for 
Friace  Charles  Stuart  in  Gleufiunaa. 


'Nuair  gliubhaidh  I'm  fuaradh  na  KJiasaid, 
'S  guullu  'n  rhasi;adh  cliasadh  diaii  ria, 
(Jhearradh  i'ri  linn'  air  a  fiaradh, 
'N  aghaidii  guoilhe,  bid  a's  lionaidh, 
Dh'  eignich  i  Coiran  an  diarraiit, 
'S  leuin  i  uir  itcig  mar  ian  as  ! 
ATw  Duhh-Gltlcaniiucli,  ^c. 

'Nuair  glieibhcadh  i  cliathaich  fo  fharu'near.hd, 
Soirbhcas  na  sliasaid  ga  bro.siiachd, 
Mar  shiu'Jadh  miaUchù  bras-astrach, 
Na  ruith  air  sliabh  a's  fiadh  air  tboisi-ach, 
1  direadh  nan  tonn  Jiath  's  ga'n  sgoiladh, 
Shnaitheadli  i  iad  mar  iarunn  locrach. 
Sin  D ubh-G Idcaimach^  ^'c. 

Mhionnaich  Neptune  agus  JEolus, 
Bho  n'  chaidh  gaoth  a's  cuan  I'o'n  òrdugh, 
N<ich  do  mhaslaichcadh  cho  mùr  iad 
liho  linn  na  h-Aire  a  bha  aig  Noah, 
Gu  robh  'n  righ  is  airde  cùmbnadh, 
Dion  's  a  sàbhaladh  Chloinn-Dòmhnuill  ! 
Sin  Dubh-Ghleannach,  ^c, 

Bha  Neptune  agus  JEolus  eudmhor — 
Dh-iarr  iad  builg  nan  stoirm  a  sheidcadh 
Dh-òrdaich  iad  gach  bòrd  dh'i  reubadh, 
'S  na  siùil  a  stracadh  na'm  breidean, 
Le  borb-sgread  a's  IVad  na  reub-ghaoith, 
'Cuir  siaban  thonn    na  steoU  's  na  speuran  : 
Sin  Dubh-Ghleannacli.^  ^c. 

Thoisich  ùr-spairn  chruaidh  mar  dh'iarr  iad, 
Chruinriich  neoil  dhubha  na  h-iarmailt, 
Na'n  trom-lùirichean  dlù  iargalt', 
'S  iad  a  trusadh  surd  'sa  lionadh 
Mar  dhlrch  smùid  a  fuirneis  iaruinn, 
Gu  bruchadh  stoirm  bha  garbh  a's  fiadhuich. 
Sin  Didjli-GMeannach,  ^c. 

'N  earalas  fo  laimh  air  gabhaidh 
Chuir  sibh  an  ceann  i  gu  dàna  ; 
Gach  cupall  a's  stagli  's  an  robh  failinn — 
Sparradh  buill  thagbta  n'an  aite; 
Slabhraidhean  canach  air  làraidh, 
Theannaich  sibh  gu  daingean  laidir. 
Sin  Dubk-Ghleannach^  &;c. 

Bhcaitaich  iad  gaeb  ball  neo-chearbach, 
Ullamh,  deas  gu  gleachd  ri  fairge  ; 
Tharruinn  i  le  gaoith  an  eari'a-dheas. 
Ghlac  i  'n  caol  i'o'  taobh  's  bu  doirbh  e, 
'Sged  bha  Neptune  saoithreacb,  stoirmeil, 
Mhaslaich  an  saobh-shruth  's  an  dòrch  e! 
Sin  Dub!i-Gklea?mach,  ^c. 

Nochd  an  dubhair  gnùis  gun  chaoimbneas, 
Sgaoileadh  cùirtearan  na  h-òidbche  ; 
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Sgioba  na  h-iiibliraich  an  gainiitir 
On'  cliiud  (lull  1,^11  cur  Diiii-aoibliiH'is 
Phaisg  iad  triaii  gach  siiiil  ^u  tcatiii-cliruuidii, 
A's  las  iad  ri  cairt-iùil  na  cuiiiiileuti. 

Si'u  DuUi-0'/dea)iJiach,  d^'c. 

lomradlj  slhn  do  Cliaiptein  Ahisdair, 
Le  sgioba  tabhachdach,  bearraideaoh, 
Bitnihiaitii  leain  lailt' urcairdcan  dt'alai'  dhuibh, 
CuUa  sèaiiih  biio  gliùbhadh  mbaraiiau, 


Coiiitiidh  bbài<;heil  blilàth  gacli  c.araid  dliuibh, 
Pug  bhur  inatbar,  uiiiiia  'sbbur  leaiiiiau  duibh. 
>Si  n  iJubh-Cildcuiinach^  c^c. 

Cbaidii  rigb  Nan  soirbhcas  gii  dbùbin, 
Aig  uiiad  na  stiannaiaicb  'a  na  b-ùpraid  ; 
Dh-fbosgail  na  bniig  air  an  (uilthaobii, 
]Mun  gann  a  lluiair  iad  an  diinadh, 
Bha  Maighdeann  nam  Moi-blieann  cuirteil, 
An  acai'said  fu  tsbrùin  na  dùtbcba  ! 
Sill  Uubh-G/dcau7iach,  c^c 


AM  BARD-CONANACir. 


Donald  McDonald,  commonly  called  Am  Bàrd-Conanach^  or  the  Stratliconnon  Bard, 
was  born  in  Stratliconnon,  Ross-sliire,  in  the  year  1780.  Owing  probably  to  the  secluded 
situation  of  his  native  glen,  and  the  suj)ineness  of  his  parents,  who  deemed  education  of  no 
essential  importance  to  enable  a  man  to  get  through  the  world,  or,  at  least,  thought  one 
might  weather  through  tolerably  well  without  it,  he  got  no  English  education,  but  could 
read  Gaelic.  The  wild  and  romantic  scenery  of  his  birth-place,  with  its  characteristic  ex- 
uberance of  rock,  wood,  and  water,  was  well  calculated  to  inspire  his  breast  at  an  early  age 
with  those  poetical  leanings,  which,  at  a  more  advanced  period,  transpired  in  glowing  verse. 
Highlanders,  especially  in  his  younger  days,  never  dreamed  of  training  their  children  up  to 
any  useful  trade  ;  the  oldest  son  was  invariably  recognised  as  his  father's  legitimate  successor 
in  his  little  farm  ; — and  the  other,  or  junior  niembers  of  the  family,  generally  got  posses- 
sion of  similar  pendicles.  Thus  they  married  and  got  themselves  estabUshed  in  the  world 
— strangers  to  the  promptings  of  ambition,  and  free  from  the  cares,  turmoils,  and  solici- 
tudes of  their  more  affluent  neighbours,  the  Lowlanders. 

Donald  M'Donald  earned  his  livelihood  as  a  sawyer  ;  an  employment  that  probably 
suggested  itself  as  being  more  immediately  productive  of  pecuniary  aid  than  any  other 
common  in  his  country. 

Having  spent  a  number  of  years  at  the  saw  in  his  native  glen,  he  removed  to 
the  town  of  Inverness,  where  he  established  himself  as  a  regular  sawyer.  Like 
many  other  sons  of  genius  and  song,  M'Donald  was  of  a  convivial  disposition  and  warm 
temperament.  He  committed  some  youthful  indiscretions  which  had  drawn  down  upon 
him  the  combined  wrath  of  his  fiicnds  and  the  Kirk  Session,  and  he  has  not  left  us  in  tiie 
dark  as  to  the  measures  which  were  adopted  against  him.  His  parents  dreading  that 
he  would  elope  with  a  young  girl,  who  was  reported  to  be  in  a  state  of  j)regnancy  by  him, 
had  recourse  to  the  severe  measure  of  j)utting  him  in  "  durance  vile  "  But,  although  they 
succeeded  in  frustrating  his  every  attempt  to  do  justice  to  his  paramour,  they  failed  to 
improve  the  morals  of  their  aberrant  son.    He  ultimately  married  a  young  girl,  a  country- 
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M'oman  of  his  own,  of  tlio  name  of  M'Lcnnan,  with  wlioin  lio  (Mijoyoil  a  great  sliare  of 
cotmubiul  happiness. 

The  first  of  the  two  songs  we  annex  to  this  notiee,  lie  composed  in  li(linbur;,^h,  npon 
witnessing  tiio  demonstrations  of  joy  which  took  place  upon  hearing  the  result  of  the 
battle  of  Alexandria.  It  is  a  triinnpiuuit  j)iece,  and  a  very  respectable  ertbrt,  exhibiting,  as 
it  does,  no  mean  poetical  talents.  The  other  is  equally  good  in  its  way.  All  his  jioems 
were  arranged  and  taken  down  in  manuscript  preparatory  to  their  being  printed,  but  our 
author  was  seized  with  Cholera  in  the  year  1832,  which  terminated  his  mortal  career.  The 
intention  of  publishing  was  consequently  relinquished  for  the  time,  nor  have  we  heard 
of  any  measures  having  been  adopted  to  resume  it. 

M'Donald  was  of  a  middle-sized  stature — active  and  cheerful.  He  was  an  excellent 
companion,  and  much  liked  by  his  acquaintances. 


ORAN  DO  BIIONIPAIIT. 


Latha  soilleir  samhra'ulh  dhomh, 

Air  cabhsairean  Dhun-cideanu, 
Gu'm  faca  mi  na  brataicheaii, 

A  lasadh  ris  a  ghrein  aim, 
Omala  mi  na  gunnaidheaii, 

A's  dir  fhuirich  mi  ga'n  cisdeachd, 
'S  muc-talla  biraims  na  creagan, 

A'  toirt'  frcagairt  dliaibli  le  eibhneas. 

'Nuair  sheall  mi  air  gach  taobh  dhiom, 
Feadh  na  dùthcha  fad  's  bu  leir  domh, 

Bha  ceòl  'sna  h-uile  taigh  a  bh'  ann, 
'S  tein-aighear  air  na  sleibhtean, 

On  chualas  anns  na  Gàsaidean 
'S  gach  àite  bhi  ga  leugbadh  ; 

Gun  deach'  an  ruaig  air  Bonipart 
S  an  onair  aig  a  Ghreumach. 

'S  lionmhor  bratach  Albannach, 

Tha  ballach,  balla-bhreac,  boidheach, 
Tba  eadar  a  chrioch  Shasunnach, 

Gu  ruige  taigh  lain-Ghròta, 
Fir  laidir,  shunntadh,  thogarrach, 

Nach  6b  a  dhol  an  òrdugh 
Gu  dol  an  coinneamh  Bhonipaity 

Chuir  onair  air  righ  Seòras. 

C'àite  biodh  na  h- Albannaich  ? 

Duin'  uaisle  calma,  treubhach, 
Fir  shunntach,  shanntach,  thogarrac'j, 

Na  seòid  nach  obadh  eiridh, 
Ach  on  nach  fiù  laimhe  leo, 

Do  bhàs  a  thoirt  le  treun-bheirt. 


'S  an  thilg  iad  air  sgeir  thràghad  thu, 
'S  gu'm  bàsaich  thu  chion  beidh  ami. 

Ach  's  beag  learn  sud  mar  phianadh  ort — 

'S  a  mhiad  sa  rinn  thu  dh'  eacòir, 
Ach  leir-sgrios  nan  deich  plàighean, 

A  bh'  air  Pharoh  anns  an  Eipheid  ; 
Gu'n  laidh  iad  air  do  chraiceann, 

Gu  do  shracadh  as  a  cheile, 
'S  gu'n  cluinnt'  air  falbh  deich  mil'  thu, 

A's  mi  fhin  a  bhi  ga  t-eisdeachd. 

'S  tu  chain  do  naire,  'nuair 

A  bha  thu  ann  an  dòchas, 
Gun  leige  sinn  do  Shasuinn  thu, 

Ged'  ghlac  thu  bhuaiii  HanòbhtT, 
Ach  cuiridh  sinne  dhachaigh  thu, 

S  seachdnar  air  do  thòireachd, 
S  mar  toir  thu  grad  do  dhaoine  Jeat 

Cha  ruig  a  h-aon  diù  beò  thu  ! 

Nach  saol  tliu  nach  bu  ladorn  dhut 

Bhi  bagairt  air  righ  Deòrsa, 
An  cual  thu  fear  chuir  aodainn  air 

Nach  daor  a  phàigh  e  ghòraich, 
Ge  do  choisinn  ainneart  dhut 

An  Fhràing  a  chuir  io  t-òrdugh, 
'S  e  t-amhaich  a  bheir  dioladh  ann 

Le  tobha  sniobhta  cùrcaich. 

'Nuair  thig  am  morair  Sleibhteach  ort, 
'S  na  ceudan  de  Chlann-Dòmhnuill, 

Mar  sud  a's  I\Iac-'Ic- Alasdair, 
Ghliun-garaidh  agus  Cbnòideirt, 
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'Nrirtir  tlioi^as  iad  am  brataicheaii, 

'8  an  gais<;ic.h  a  cimir  (!Òla(lh 
O  I   c'àit'  am  f'aod  thu  t-Hialaih  oir* 

Mar  sluig  an  talamh  bcò  thu  ! 

Ma  chi  iad  aona  btiaoisgeadh  dhiot 

IJidh  grt'im  a<;'  air  do  sgònian, 
'S  chati'  eil  de  dh'eich  no  dhaoin'  agad 

Na  shaoias  tu  liho  mt'oircan, 
Ged  dh-eireadh  na  deich  lef/oiian, 

lih'aig  Ceasar  aims  an  liòimh  leat, 
Cha'n  fliaothaicli  iad  air  t-amhaich 

A's  na  lamhan  aig  Clann-Dòmhnuill. 

'Nuair  thig  Mac-Choinnich  13hi'athaiti  ort, 

Le  cheathairn'  de  dhaoin'  uaisle, 
Sud  a  hhiatach  aigcantach 

Le  cabar  an  daimh  ghiuamaich, 
Cha  tar  thu  na  bheir  pilleadh  orr' 

A  chruinneachadh  mu'n  cuairt-daibh, 
'Nuair  ruigeas  tir  Chinn-tàile 

Co  an  geard  a  chumas  bhuath  thu  ? 

'Nuair  thig  an  cinneadh  Frisealach, 

Tha  fios  gur  daoine  bòrb  iad, 
Gu'n  reachadh  iad  tro  theine 

Le  Mac-Shimidh  mòr  na  IMoraich. 
Cha  tar  thu  na  bheir  pilleadh 

Ail-  na  fir  ud  'nuair  bhios  colg  orr', 
'S  ged  reacha  tu  fo'n  talamh 

'S  e  mo  bhaireil  gu'm  bi  lòrg  ort. 

'Nuair  a  thig  Mac-an-Tùisich, 

Le  sheòid  ort  a  Srath-Eireann, 
Mar  sud  agus  fir  Chluainidh, 

Is  iad  nil'  an  guaile  cheile 
J\Ia  ghoibh  an  cat  ua  chrubhan  thu, 

Le  dhubhanan  beag'  geura, 
Ged  bhiodh  each  air  bheagan  dhiot 

Bidh  aige-sa  cheud  feiu  diiiot. 

Tha  Clann-an-  Ab'  a  bagairt  ort, 

'S  iad  o  chcann  fad  an  deigh  ort, 
'S  na  gheibh  iad  arm  am  fagus  dut, 

Gur  grad  a  bheir  iad  leum  ort, 
Bristidh  iad  do  bhrataichean, 

Na  spealtan  as  a  cheile, 
'S  bi'dh  tus  an  sin  na  d'  starsaich  aim, 

Fo  chasan  nam  tear  gleusda  ! 

Tha  Gòrdonach  an  toir  ort, 

'S  chan'  eil  beò  na  ni  do  thearnadh, 
'Nuair  dh-eireas  morair  Ilumidaidh, 

Le  fhearabh  iormsaicht,  laidir, 
On  se  fein  a's  coirneal, 

Air  na  sebid  ga'm  buin  buaidh-lkrach  : 
*S  e  chanas  sinn  t;ti  bicheanta 

An  dà-fhichead  u's  na  dhà  riu. 


Ach  cùimhnich  thus  a  chcathairne, 

Chuir  ialha  Furitenui, 
'S  a  shea.sadli  ains  an  araici). 

As  each  a  chuir  air  tò}i,nr, 
Chi  thu  nis  san  Fh ruing  iad 

Fo  chomannda  mhorair  Gòrdoin, 
Sc  ni  do  lamhsa  dh'  fheum  dhut, 

An  reusar  chuir  ri  d'  sgòrnan. 

Tha  Hosaich  agus  Rothaich, 

'S  iad  ro  choiinheach  dliut  le  chuile, 
Ma  gheibh  iad  ma  do  chomhair 

Gabh  mo  chomhairle  's  thoir  thu  lein  as! 
Ach  ma  chi  thu  'm  firean 

Tigh'n'  le  sgriob  ort  as  na  spcuran, 
Na  gheibh  i  aim  na  crubhanaa 

Grad  luthaig  oirre  fein  e. 

'Nuair  chruinnicheas  na  gaisgich, 

Thig  bho  Apuiim-Mhic-Ian-Stiùbhairt 
Sliochd  nan  righrean  Abannach, 

Da'n  tig  na  h-airm  a  rùsgadh, 
Co  bheireadh  tàire  dhaibh 

Nach  faigheadh  pàigheadh  dìibhailt, 
'S  ma  gheibh  iad  ann  an  sàs  thu, 

Gu  bràch  chan  fhaic  thu  d'  dhùthaich. 

'Nuair  chruinnicheas  Claim- lonmhuinn, 

Cha  shòr  a  dol  'san  ùspairn, 
'S  mithich  dhut  bhi  tiomnadh, 

'Nuair  tha  'n  t-iomraidh  iad  adùsgadh, 
Ma  dh-eireas  dhut  gun  tachair  sibh, 

'S  guu  faic  iad  thu  le'n  suilean, 
Sid  na  fir  a  chaitheas, 

Anns  an  adhar  na  do  smùid  thu. 

Tha  Caimbeulaich  cho  naimhdeil  dut, 
'S  iad  sanntach  air  do  mharbhadh, 

A  Diùc  tha  'n  Farraghàel, 

Agus  morair  ard  Bhraid-Albann  ^/^ 

C'ait  am  beil  na  thearnas  tu, 
S  na  h-àrmuiim  ud  a  sealg  ort, 

'S  ceart  cho  math  dhut  fàladair 
A  charadh  ri  do  shealabhan  ! 

'Nuair  a  thig  Clann-Ghriogair  ort 

'S  iieo-chliobach  a  chuir  ruaig  iad, 
'S  fir  iad  nach  gabh  pilleadh 

Le  teiiie  no  le  luaidhe, 
Le'n  gairdean  laidir,  smiorail, 

'S  le  lannaii  biorach,  cruaghach, 
S  ma  chi  iad  fad  na  h-ùirleich  dhiot, 

Cha  bheò  na  chumas  bhuat  iad. 

Thig  Siosalaich  Srath-ghlas  ort 
Na'ii  lasgairean  man  cuairt  dhut, 

Le  latman  gcur  a  chiim-aisnioh 
Tarsuinii  air  an  cruachaii, 

'Nuair  thùisicheas  na  gaisgich  ud. 
Air  tarruiiin  as  an  truailleait 
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Chi  thu  do  cliuid  bnitalchcan, 
Uii  -srachiulli  nui  <li>  clilunsiui  ! 

'J'lilg  Mac-' 1 11- Lean  Dliubhaii  «1  ort 

'S  gur  subhach  ni  e  groiin  ort, 
Le  (Ihaoiiif  laidir  iri-c.hU'a.sach, 

Nach  (Unit  a  hi  no  dh-Mdhriu-, 
Ni  ind  sill  do  sgiùisadh-sa 

Gu  cuil  an  àitc  slaij;htcir, 
'S  theid  thu  air  <lo  t;hlùineati  daildi 

'Nuair  chi  tlni  'gnùis  ati  saigluiear 

An  sin  thijf  ort  na  Camshronairh, 

Fir  laidir,  ainnicant,  eùlach, 
Da  thaohh  Loch-iall  a'a  Arasai<(, 

As  chaisteal  Inbher-Lòchaidh, 
'Nnair  a  this;  na  saoidhcaii  sin 

Ini  nihatli  gu  straoiceadh  l'eòla, 
Clia  iiihios  air  pronnadh  mhullach  iad, 

'S  bu  ghnà  leo  t'uil  a  dhortadh. 

Tbig  Mac-Neill  a  Bara  ort 

l.e  dhaoine  falain  fiiu-alt, 
Uaoine  bheir  a  fichead  dbiubh, 

Bristeadh  a's  na  miltean, 
Baoisgidh  iad  mar  dhealanacli, 

Hi  òidhche  shalach  dbile, 
'S  m'an  teid  thu  ceart  na  t-fhaireacliadh 

—  Bidh  ainneart  mar  a's  tir  ort. 

Tb;g  Clann-an-t-Shaoir  li  Cruachan  ort 

Na  fir  's  an  ruaig  nach  diobradh, 
An  am  dol  anns  an  chabhaig, 

Sud  na  gallanan  nach  pillte, 
Sliochd  nan  Gael  cruadalach, 

Bu  dual  daibh  a  bhi  dileas, 
Gu  dol  an  coinneamh  Bhonipart, 

Chuir  onair  air  an  riogbachd. 

'Nuair  chruinncheas  Clann-Fhiunnlaidh, 

Na  fir  shunntach  tha  gun  eislean, 
Bheir  iad  tha  gu  cunntais, 

As  na  dh'  iunnsaich  tha  de  dh'  eucoir, 
C'àit'  am  beil  de  Fhràngaich 

Na  cheannsaicheas  le  sreup  iad, 
'S  gun  tugadh  iad  gu  ciosachadh, 

Na  miltean  leis  na  ceudan. 

Thig  fathast  diCic  Mhontròise  ort, 

Le  fhearabh  mor  an  deigh  ort, 
'S  ann  an  sin  thig  an  dòrain  ort 

'Nuair  ihoisicheas  na  Greumaich 
'S  an  t-aon  fhear  tha  ri  t-aodainn, 

'S  e  daonnann  cuir  retreat  ort, 
Cha'n  fhad'  gum  bi  do  cheann  aige, 

Ri  crann  mas  e  thoil  fein  e. 

Guidheamaid  bnaigh-làrach, 

Leis  na  Gaeil  anns  gach  teugbhail, 


Toil  inntinn  aig  ar  cairdenn 

'S  ga(di  nànihaid  a  bhi  gi-illfadb, 

IMai'  chiiala  mis  a  cbaisfamacbd 
iiha  taitneach  Irani  ri  cindfauhd, 

Air  latha  soilleir  samhraidh 

'8  mi  air  cabh.sairran   Dliun-i-idfaim. 


OH  AN   DA  LEAN  AN. 

[Agus  sgeiil'  a  bhi  air  a  thogail  Riin  rohh  i  forrach  aige, '» 
c  'k  iiinsi'atlh  cho  math  '»a  bhioilh  e  dh'  i  geii  a  b'  ih/or 
mai  chuidh  aithris J 

FniiAia  mi  sgcula  morb  an  do, 

'S  cba  deach'  mi  'n  eis  ri  chluinntinn, 
'S  cha  tug  mi  guill  nach  deanainn  feum, 

Le  gaol  do  'n  te  mu  'n  d   innseadh, 
'S  cha  toir  mi  f'uath  dh'  i,  's  beag  mo  luaidh  air 

Ged  a  f'huair  mi  cinnt  air, 
'Sa  dh'  aindeoin  cruadal  ga  'n  toir  cuairt  sinn, 

Gheibh  sinn  bbuainn  ri  tim  e. 

A  gliruagach  dhonn,  ma  dh'  fhas  thu  irom, 

Tha  mis,  air  bhonn  nach  diobair, 
Gu  'n  seas  mi  thu,  air  bhialthaobh  cùirt, 

'S  cha  'n  ann  an  dull  do  dhiteadh, 
Tha  mi  air  bheachd  gu  'n  seas  mi  ceart, 

Ge  d'  bheir  am  Parson  cis  diom, 
'Sgu  'm  pàighinn  daor  air  ra  do  ghaoil, 

Na  'n  tàrainn  saor  'sa  'n  tim  so. 

Gu  'm  paighinn  daor  gii  t-fhàgail  saor, 

Mu  'n  leiginn  t-aodann  nàrach', 
Fa  chomhair  cùirt  mar  fhasan  ùr, 

'S  nach  robh  e  'n  run  do  naduir, 
Cha  n'  eil  mi  'n  diil  thu  dhol  na  'n  luib, 

Mur  tig  a  chuibhle  cearr  oirnn, 
'S  ma  chumas  airgead  thu  o  cbis, 

Gu  'n  seas  mi  fhin  na  t-àite. 

Gnr  fad  a  rachainn  ann  ad  leithsgeul, 

Gu  do  sheasamh  cliuiteach, 
'S  ghabhainn  uileadh  orm  an  seisoin, 

Gu  d'  leith-trom  a  ghiiilan, 
'S  gfd  chumadh  iad  mi  ann  gun  lasadh, 

Gus  an  at  mo  shCiilean, 
Mar  diobair  ceartas  mi,  cha  'n  fhaicear, 

Chaoidh  thu  ac'  fo  mhùiseag. 

Ach  's  trnadh  !  nach  robh  mi  agus  tu, 

Dol  fo  na  siùil  do  dh-Eirinn, 
Na  thir  eile  's  faide  buainn, 

Nach  d'  ruig  air  suaimhneas  fheutainn, 
'S  truagh  nach  faicinnse  bhi  seòladh, 

A's  sinn  air  bòrd  le  clieile, 
Gun  duil  a  chaoidh  thigh'n'  air  ar  'n  eMas, 

Do'n  lloinn-Eòrp  na  dheigh  sin  ! 
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Ach  cia  mar  's  urraitiii  doinli  bhi  beu, 

'S  cho  mar  sa  tliUff  mi  Mj)6i.s  dut? 
Nn  cia  mar  dli'  f'haodas  mi  biii  .stòilte 

*S  mi  gun  choir  air  t-fheutaiiin  ? 
Ged  fhaighirin  airgcad  na  Iloiiin-KLrpn, 

Agus  or  na  ii-Kupliaid, 
Clia  chmnadh  e  mi  suas  car  uaire, 

S  tu  bhi  bhuain  gun  sgeul  ort. 

Ach  ciiis  mo  cliruudail,  's  t'aide  bhuam, 

An  diugh  del  uair  na  'n  do  thu  ! 
S  ma  leanas  tu  mar  sin  air  luath.s, 
Gu.  'm  bi  sinn  cuairf.  bho  cheilt>, 
Ach  ma  thionndas  tu  do  shlios  rium, 

'S  fiosrach  mi  mar  dh'  eireas, 
Gur  gearr  an  ùin  a  thàmhas  tu, 
'Nuair  thig  do  chCil  na  dheigh  sin. 

Mas  e  gun  chuir  thu  rium  do  chiil 

Ann  an  duil  mo  threigsinn, 
Gus  an  cuir  lad  mi  'sa  'n  ùir 

Cha  dean  mi  turn  ad  dheighse  ; 
Cia  mar  dh'  f'haodas  mi  blii  saor, 

'S  nach  dean  an  saoghal  feum  dhomh  ? 
Mo  chridh  air  fhalach  lo  do  ghaol, 

Gun  duil  a  chaoidh  ri  fiieutainu 

Tlia  gaol  nam  boireannach  o  'n  òige, 

Mar  an  ceo  'sa  cheitean, 
Laidhidh  e  ri  madainn  dhriùchd, 

Ri  làr  cho  dill  's  nach  Icir  dhuinn, 
Chi  mi  'n  t-adhar  a's  an  beanntan, 

Dol  an  ceann  a  cheile, 
Acli  sgaoilidh  e  ri  ùin  ro  ghearr, 

Gun  t'hios  ciu  'n  t-àit'  an  t6id  e. 


Gur  mor  a  bh'  again  ort  do  mhcaH, 

'S  cha  tug  mi  lios  do  <;h;M;li  air, 
'S  o  'n  is  beairt  e  tha  gun  fhios, 

Cha  'n  iiiriis  mis  gu  bràch  e, 
Gu'm  bell  an  Kean-t'hac-al  o  .shiiinsear', 

Tigh'n  gu  ciniit  an  drasda — 
"  Gur  faide  bhuam  an  diugh  na  'ii  de, 

A  bhean  nac.li  d'  fheud  mi  thàladli." 

Cha  'n  eil  mo  chadal  domh  ach  ciùirt, 

'S  cha  'n  eil  mo  dliuisg  ach  cianail, 
Cha  n'  eil  an  obair  dhomh  ach  cràdb, 

'S  cha  n'  theairrde  mi  bhi  diamhain, 
Cha  dean  laidhe  dhomh  ach  creuchdan, 

'S  cha  toir  eiridh  dhiom  iad, 
Cha  toir  asdar  mi  gu  slaintc, 

'S  cha  'n  fhasa  tàmh  no  gniomh  dliomh. 

Ged  a  tha  mi  'n  so  'sa  j^hleann, 

Cha  b'  e  bhi  aim  a  b'  fheair  learn, 
'S  mar  b'  e  cruaidhead  mo  chomaiind, 

Bu  luath  mo  dheann  ga  fhàgail, 
Gur  fada  'n  aimsir  tha  o  'n  uair, 

A  chualas  bhi  ga  radhainn, 
Gur  cruaidh  an  reachd  a  bhi  fo  smachd, 

'S  bidh  mise  nochd  mur  tha  mi  ! 

» 
Cha  b'  e  chiVis  bhi  nochd  an  glais, 

Na  'n  tigimi  aisde  a  maireach, 
Ach  bhi  's  na  tiabhrais  fad  shcachd  bliadhna, 

Guu  la  riamh  dhiu  tcaruinnt ; 
Cha  robh  uair  gun  chuartach  ùr  dhomh, 

Gur  ciùirte  rinn  iad  m'  i'hàgail, 
Nis  o  'n  lagaich  iad  mo  phearsa, 

Tha  mo  sgairt  air  failinn  ! 


AM  BARD   SGIATHANACII. 


Donald  INI'Leod,  commonly  called  the  *'  Slit/e  Bard,^''  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Durness, 
Isle  of  Skye,  about  the  year,  17S5. — Ilis  parents  were  in  humble  circumstances,  and  con- 
sequently unable  to  g^ive  him  an  extended  education  :  but,  whether  by  self-application, 
or  otherwise,  he  acquired  a  tolerable  knowledge  of  the  Gaelic  language. 

In  the  year  181 1  he  published  an  octavo  volume — consisting  of  all  his  own  compositions 
and  a  few  poems,  the  productions  of  other  bards,  ancient  and  modern.  We  cannot,  how- 
ever, say  that,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  pieces,  cither  the  original  or  selected  poems, 
which  it  contains,  are  of  a  high  order.  Our  author  was  little  more  than  twenty  years 
when  he  '*  came  out ;"  the  manhood  of  his  mind  was  not  fully  formed  ; — neither  reading 
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nor  society  had  ripened  liis  judgment,  or  refined  his  taste  ;  and  we  are  convinced,  had  he 
profited  by  the  sage  admonition  of  Pope,  and  left  "  his  piece  for  seven  years",  that  the 
character  of  his  book  wouKl  be  far  didcrent  from  wiiat  it  is. 

Donald  M'Lcod  possesses  a  fine  and  delicate  musical  ear,  and  so  fastidious  has  he 
proved  himself  in  tiie  nice  discrimination  of  sounds,  that,  to  preserve  the  smoothness, 
cadence  and  hannony  of  lils  pieces,  original  and  select,  lie  actually  interpolated  them  with 
words  of  no  meaning,  or,  at  least,  paid  no  attention  to  gramuiaticul  rules,  but  took  tlie 
cases,  tenses  and  numbers,  as  it  suited  his  convenience. 

In  the  year  1829,  he  travelled  the  Highlands,  staking  in  subscriptions  for  a  new  work, 
the  prospectus  of  which  is  now  before  us,  and  promises  a  "  correct  history  of  Caluin-Cil/e, 
Coinneac/i  Od/iar,  Am  Britheamh  Ledghasach  a<jus  an  Taoitear'Sàileach,  fromthecradlc 
to  the  grave."  But  whether  he  failed  in  the  attempt  of  publication,  or  was  otherwise 
diverted  from  his  object,  we  cannot  say;  but  the  projected  volume  never  made  its  appearance. 
This  is  much  to  be  regretted,  for,  from  the  impression  made  on  our  minds  by  M'Leod's 
talents  and  legendary  lore  wlien  we  saw  him  in  1828,  we  are  perfectly  warranted  in  saying 
that  it  would  amply  recompense  a  perusal.  Few  men  could  speak  the  Gaelic  with  greater 
fluency  and  correctness  than  our  author,  and  there  was  an  archness  about  him  which  set 
off  his  story  and  witticism  in  an  admirable  light. 

Shortly  after  the  period  of  which  we  write,  the  Skye  Bard  emigrated  to  America,  and  of 
his  history  or  adventures  in  the  western  hemisphere,  we  know  nothing.  He  returned  to 
his  native  country  last  harvest,  and  set  up  as  a  merchant  in  Glendale,  near  Dunvegan. 

His  two  pieces  here  given  are  not  destitute  of  poetic  merit.  Indeed,  they 
possess  some  genuine  strokes  of  grandeur,  which  entitle  them  to  a  place  among  the  pro- 
ductions of  poets  of  higher  pretensions  and  fame.  M'Leod  possesses  within  him  the 
elements  of  true  poetic  greatness  ;  and  if  these  are  brought  into  fair  play,  under  auspicious 
circumstances,  it  is  within  the  compass  of  possibilities  that  he  may  yet  take  his  stand 
amongst  the  first  class  of  the  minstrels  of  his  country. 


ORAN  DO  REISEAMAID  MHIC-SHIMIDH, 

CEA^'^r-CI^^^^D^  nam  fhisealach  sa'  Bi-iLiADHr^A,  isio. 


An  am  ùraclia'  fhacail  domh, 
'S  cuinitas  thoirt  seachad, 
Air  cliuteachadh  fhasaia 

Nan  gaisgeach  tha  'n  tràthsa 
Air  tiunndaidh  a  steach  oirii, 
Gu  lù-chleasach,  aigeantacli, 
Lùbht'  anil  am  breacain, 

'S  paiste  ann  an  sgàrlait ; 
Is  cliuteach  a  bhratach, 
To'n  cunutar  air  faiche  sibh, 
Thoir  leam  nacli  bu  chaidribh, 

Ur  tachaird  le  damhair; 


Is  did  dha  na  chasas  riubh 
Tiunndadh  le  masladh, 
Na'n  uine  bhi  paisgte, 
Fo'r  casan  sa'n  aràich, 

Cha  churam  dha'n  aitribh, 
An  dumhlaich  ar  Caipteinean, 
VS  d'.ù  dliaibh  an  t-achdsa, 

Bheir  casg'  as  an  nàmhaid  ; 
Le  iunnsaidh  nam  bagraidean, 
Fudar  na  lasraichean, 
Did  dhaibh  cha"n  fliaighear 
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Na  bhaf;ra8  air  pàirt'  dhiubh  ; 
Am  cul-thaubh  clia  'ii  t'liaiccar, 
A  tiuniidadh  ]e  gvaltachd, 
Cho  dlu  's  ga  'in  hi  'in  fcachd 

A  bhios  aca  mar  iiàmbaid, 
'N  am  riisgadh  nan  glas-latiii, 
I3iudh  cuiiiitas  guii  astar, 
'ij  rrointi  lùiste  gun  bhratach 

Cia'ii  slailcoadb  fo'ii  saileaii. 


Cha  'n  eil  cunntas  air  (asairi 
Ko'n  cbiùn  th'aig  Hi  Shasuinn, 
Nach  eil  ionnsaicht'  am  j)earsa, 

Na  th'aca  du  diràireamh, 
Is  mùirneach  ri'm  faicinn  iad, 
'S  clùiteach  ri'n  ciaistinn  tmi, 
'S  lùghinhor  an  casaii, 

'Sa  's  brais  an'  cath-làmh  iad, 
'S  àluirin  an  (^risleachadh, 
Sgabardarh,  biodagaoh, 
Stailinneach,  pistealach, 

Slios-Iannach,  deàrsacli  ; 
Sgàrlaiteach,  leisichtc, 
An  c.'iradh  fo  itean, 
Thug  stàtachan  meas  dhaibh, 

Nach  fiosraich  mo  chànan. 

Tha  Lnvat  's  a  dhaingheann, 
Na  shòlas  dha'n  fhearunn, 
An  deònaich  iad  fanntuinn, 

Nan  gearasdain  laidir  ; 
'S  mòr-chuiseach,  ceannasach 
'S  stroilde  ro'n  taiTuinn  iad, 
'S  neòil  an  cuid  lannan, 

Mar  lainnir  an  sgàthain  ; 
A's  feidh  nan  c«*ann  cabrach 
A  leumnaich  mar  bhradain, 
A  beucail,  's  a  plabraich, 

Hi  caismeachd  an  hlmhaich  ; 
Miann  leirsinn,  is  claisneachd 
An'  eisdeachd,  's  am  faicinn, 
'S  binn  gleoraich  an  caismeachd 

A  steach  air  na  sràidean. 

O  !   dhaoin'  nach  fac  iad, 

'S  beàg  ioiighna  a  chleachd  sibli, 

Mar  saoirich  sibh  'm  lada, 

Gu  'm  faicinn  an  càradh, 
An'  caochla'  gu  beachdaidh, 
13ho  'n  aodainn  gu'n  casan, 
Cho  aontach  dha  'n  fhacal, 

Cha  'n  fhacas  air  làraich  ; 
'S  piob  mhor  a  chaol-mhuineil, 
A  llrigeadh  luinncig, 
Tro  ibhiri  cuimir, 

A's  ribheidoan  spàintcach  ; 
Siod  na  chuir  uimpe, 
'S  gaoraicli  a  h-uinneag, 


A'g  iiiriscndh  dha  'n  driinia' 
IMar  chuircas  i  faille. 

I'i'dli  slàinnti;  Mhic- Shimidh, 
Na  ('àìr<lcas  <iba'  chiiincailh, 
Sa'ii  t-ài  nach  do  ghiriea<lli, 

I3idh  sirt'adli  roi'  chàdi  orr'  ; 
'S  ard  anil  an  spiorad  e, 
'S  laidir  an'  gillean  «, 
'S  barr  air  an  t-shiorachd  e, 

'S  teine  e  nach  smùiair, 
'S  gàradh  ro  ghioraig  t*, 
Sàblialadh  cirinedh  e, 
Slàinte  bho  thinneas  «>, 

'S  tuilleadh  air  àird  air  ! 
l^io  'n  thàr  e  mar  ghibhtcan. 
An  i'lird  's  a  cuid  sliochda' 
Buaidh-làrach  biodh  trie  leis, 

Mu  'm  brist'  iad  am  b;"»rai 

Buaidh-Iàrach  air  urram, 
Do  chàradh  a  chulaiiy 
lU)i  rcitichear  uUamh 

Gu  iomal  gach  sràidc  ; 
*S  reull  ann  an  Lunnainn  thu, 
'S  greidhneach  do  thunis  ann', 
JLiridh  iad  uile, 

Na  t-fhuran  's  na  t-fhàbhar  ; 
Seididh  na  h-uramaich, 
Ceir  nan  cuid  uinncagan, 
'S  gleusar  gach  inneal 

Is  binne  gu  cànan  ; 
Gach  stiobal,  's  gach  druma, 
Na  pioban,  's  na  feadain. 
'S  na  cinn  as  na  tunnaichean 

Kama  le  t-àillcas. 

Ach  ge  treun  thu  mar  churaidh, 
'S  dt'ich  ceiid  fo  do  cliumail 
Lan-reiseamaid  ullamh, 

Gheur,  ghuineacli,  neo-sgàthacli, 
'S  e  sheulaich  do  bbuinnig, 
Cinn  Hieodhna  na  cruinnf, 
Lan  ceiir  agus  urraidh, 

A  carnal  do  phàirte  ; 
S  rioghal  do  Chaiptrinoan, 
^S  aoigheil  ri  'm  faicinn  ind, 
S  innsgiiineach,  faicileach 

'S  laisde  air  paràd  iad, 
Bho  shàilean  an  casan, 
Gu  'in  barr  air  a  marcadh, 
'S  or  faineach  na  mhapaidh, 

Gu'n  achlais  bho   n  àirdid  ; 

Gu'n  cluinnte  na's  beachdaidh  iad, 
Sloinnidh  mi  'mach  dhuibh  iad, 
Is  laiiiitaiioan  laisd'  iad, 
Cha  taisich  am  blàths  iad  ; 
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Kncoir,  na  rraichinin, 
Dh'cii'is  'ii  III-  ffiichduiinii!, 
'S  \v\v  dlionili  nil  cliaisunis  v, 

An  j;ais;;»':icli  is  in  inl^oar  ; 
Gc  It'ibh  e  n:i  ghlainc, 
'S  bàs  iiiillteacli  e  'n  carraiil, 
Ni  shai>{ii«li>aM  t^oiii*,  tanu, 

Cd'nn  thala  a  thr.'ithadii, 
'N  glaic  dioll'  an  eith  allail, 
'S  ai'd  sranti  ann  am  tala!<, 
'S  (Iheannas  mar  dhealaii, 

A  gearradi),  's  sliàcadli. 

'S  làmh  shcunt'  tlm  na  t-carrn(ll», 
'S  ard  iarras  do  dln-annal, 
'Sgriob  dheiichairi  na  gaillin, 

Sion  ctiaT  gun  bhùigli  thii  ; 
'S  deuchuineail)  sralladh 
Air  iarbiiail  do  ghaiair, 
Cujrp  lionmbor  ri  talamh, 

Nan  eantjinntan  geàrrfe : 
'S  tlir'  bhiatach  thn  'm  fallacbd, 
'S  corn  iatach  na  fdUa', 
'S  e  lion  an  ni  'n  t-annart, 

Is  stailcfas  to  làr  iad. 
Eheir  ioc-8ljlai:ii»t'  an  caiman 
Ceo  fiamha  ga  'n  dalladh, 
A  spianas  bho  *n  talainli, 

Nan  deannanan   small  iad. 

Ge  gruantiacb  a  sealladh, 
Fo  sliuaicheataia  ballach, 
Mar  bhiialadh  na  mara, 

Na  falaisge  JMairte, 
Tha'n  suairceas  's  an  cenneal, 
'S  am  boiclioad  mar  leaiinain, 
A  buaireadh  nan  caileag 

'S  am  mcalladh  nam  pàistean  ; 
Theid  Bainn-tighearnan  glana, 
Dhe'n  cuimhne  's  dhe'n  aitlwie' 
Cho  cinnteach  's  dh'  amais  mi, 

'N  eallaidh-sa  rlite, 
'S  biodh  banntraichchean  fhearaibh, 
'S  an  clann  air  an  dronnaig, 
he  geall  an  cuid  ban, 

A  bhi  falach  ti>'  chàrti  kibh. 


Nole. — The  above  spirited  song  is  now  partly  freed  from 
the  obscurity  which  characterized  it  in  the  author's  own 
collection — it  will  still,  however,  task  the  understanding  of 
many  readers,  but  we  could  make  no  further  emendations 
without  roanilest  danger  to  the  structure  of  the  piece. 


SMEOUACII   NAN  LHODACII. 


Ulililicd;)  Ì  ftu  I  I  i  h  o, 

Ulihlu'Uij  u  n(i  Ì  ri  Ì  n, 

Sincbrach  mine  'mach  o'n  'fur, 

Ii  <jleo(jlu'ach  ciiirn  ma  hliuird  le/ciis-lt'. 

'S  mise  smeorach  «  g  a  ghrlnnis, 
Shèinnis  ceol  mar  organ  miiis, 
I'eadan  òrdail  fo  mo  riblieid, 
'S  fcad  mo  mheòir  air  comliru  iillciut'. 

Ulibliedf/  I  na  i  ri,  (^c, 

Clia  b'  i  crionach  liath  na  morgan, 
Bho  na  shiolaicli  trend  an  fhoi  tain, 
Ach  Hogb  miath,  nam  miar,  gun  socadh, 
Goal  mar  ghrian,  bho  bhian  iiiogh  Loi;hiainu 
UliiiLcafj  i  7ia  i  ri,  <5-c". 

An  caisteil  àrJ  dha'n  làidir  finne, 
Ma'n  iatl)  pàrlau:aid  gun  ghioraig, 
Nach  iarr  b.'.igh  an  àite  millidh, 
A  dhialadh  baia  gun  stràc  ga'in  pilleadli. 
Ullbheag  i  na  i  ri,  §c. 

Ge  do  dh'eug  e  cha  treig  fhasan, 
Cha  toir  streupa  na  geimh  gaiseadi), 
As  na  connspuinn  eòlach,  smachdail, 
Nach  d'rinn  ceo  gun  feoil  a  s'irachdadh. 

L'Ubheag  i  na  i  ri,  §-c. 

Gu'n  dean  glòir  nan  neòil  a  phasgadh, 
'6  nach  bi  cbmhra'  to  shrnin  peacaich, 
Bithidh  na  Leodaich  mar  or  daite, 
Sheasas  coir,  's  nach  fògair  casgradh. 

Ullbhcay  i  na  i  ri,  <^t» 

Ma  thig  tlir  a  choir  na  h-aitribh, 
Theid  an  coniispaid  air  sheòil  gaisgidb, 
Snapach,  òrdach,  tòiteach, ^peachdacb, 
Naisgear  feòil  do  dh'  eoin  an  achaidh. 
Ulibheay  i  na  i  ri,  ^c. 

Theid  an  tarbb  fo  chalg  na  maiae, 
Le  shròl  balla-bhieac,  ri  geala  ghasan, 
Nach  liii^  earabal  gu  falbh  dhathaigii, 
Gu'm  bi  'n  ananian  balbii  fo  cbasan. 

Ulihheaj  i  na  i  ri,  ^c. 

'S  lannacb,  liobhach,  disneach,  claiseacb, 
IMeachair,  finealt',  rimhach,  laisde, 
Na  brais  phijseil,  o'n  tir  fha?gach, 
Nach  leig  cios  le  stri,  na  feachdaibh. 
Ulihueay  i  na  i  ri,  ^c. 


HA  III)  i.ocii-fim:. 
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'Nuair  theid  dioii  air  sjji.ith  gach  bealuich, 
S  luchd  an  thiaiiiiia,  siaiadii  tliaiais, 
Car  iia*in  bial  'us  liud  iia'ii  ttaugaidli, 
'8  dorus  riabt'  air  cias  gach  tear  diiiu. 
Uliblicaj  I  iia  i  ri^  S^c. 

'N  uair  thi;^  sgiaii  bho  chlialili  gacli  gille, 
A  .sgultadli  billion,  '»  a  dianaiiili  phiiine, 
C)hcibli  am  tiacail    biadh  gun  sireadii, 
'S  gloine  lionta,  an  ioc-shlai:it'  spioiaid. 
L'lif'heuy  i  iia  i  li,  Syc, 

'N  uair  a  clwaradh  griun  gu  calla', 
Ihigeadh  triall  nandiolt-L-ach  iritara, 
Siannach,  siaiiacli,  srianacli,  istaileach, 
Kaiaiid',  iargalf,  lionta  an  laiunir. 
Ulihheag  i  mi  i  r't^  S^c. 

Cus  an  Dun  is  inCiirneacIi  caithreain, 
Uh.i'in  beil  iùil  gach  cùrsa  ceannar*, 
Dha'ni  beil  iuntas  dhi  niur  glniineamb, 
Nach  toir  spiiil  gu  cunntas  gaiuiie. 
Utibhcufj  i  na  i  ri,  ^c. 

Far  an  liunor  Hon  ga  mhalairt, 
Far  an  iarrar  gniuinh  Hr-eallaidh, 
Far  an  ciatach  mir.nn  gach  seallaidh, 
Far  a  liadhlar  cia<lan  ain-eoil. 
Uliihea^  i  na  i  li,  Sj^c- 

Seinneain  t'onninhor,  potigail,  ni'ealaidh, 
As  a  choin  nach  trom  mar  calacii, 
Cha  tig  turiii  ma  bhunn  mo  thalla, 
Is'i  mo  chall,  na  ghannlas  m\it'cin. 
Llibheo()  i  na  i  ri,  t^f. 


'I'lia  mo  cbuach  na  cuairteig  iiiheala, 
'S  bairach  uaine  fsuaiiieadli  tliarum, 
Air  mo  ciihiasaig  'a  luitghle  nj'  anail, 
*v>  iumadh  dual  a  luadh  le'm  theangaidti, 

L'liblieaij  i  na  I  ri,  §  f. 

Air  mo  thaobh  an  craobli  nam  meangan, 
Cha  toir  gaoth  dhioin  m'ModHcb  <lroma, 
*S  ma  thig  naoÌNg  a  ghaoirich  mar  riuni, 
Ni  miaolra  sgaoileas  tan'  iad. 
L'UbLeaj  i  Aa  i  ri,  \c. 

'S  ioniadii  buaidh  fo  stuaidh  mo  bhalla, 
Chuireadli  ruaig  air  sluagh  a  caraid, 
Nach  dean  gluasad  gun  ruaim  calla, 
Dorainn  luathais  a  chtiain  ihala', 
Ulibheay  i  na  i  ri,  ^r. 

IJratach-shilhe  nan  tri  seallaidh, 
Fasda,  dliidein,  nan  ciioch  cainis, 
Glag  an  sliobla  dha'n  striochd  ain-ochd, 
Meii-glie  na  tirinn  gun  liih  sgainneil. 

L'liblicafj  i  na  i  ri,  <^c. 

Sliuchd  an  Ollaghair  a  bhorb  sheallaidh, 
M\c  a  tholgas  le'n  gorm  latinan 
lliochd  an  fliarahhais  nach  falbli  falamh, 
Cuii>  na  h-Albun,  san  dearbh  dhainghean. 
Ulibheag  i  na  i  ri,  &,'c. 

Ncart  Eoin  Tormod  cha  sparg  asrall, 
'Smaisechrannachar  's  gacli  dearblieaclidrai 
'S  pailt  na  h-armabh  nu  bhalg  acuinn, 
'S  brais  a  leanamhuinn  ga  ogala  shnapadh. 

Ulibhcag  i  na  i  ri,  cj^o. 


dh 


BARD  LOCII-FINE. 


Evan  M'Coll,  better  known  to  his  countrymen  as  the  "  Mountain  Minstrel,"  or  ''Ciìir' 
sair  nam  Beainiy'  was  born  at  Kenmore,  Loch-Fyne-side,  in  the  year  ISi'i.  His  parents, 
although  not  aiiluent,  were  in  the  enjoyment  of  more  comfort  than  generally  falls  to  the 
lot  of  Highland  peasants  ;  and  were  no  less  respected  for  their  undeviating  moral  rectitude 
than  distinguished  for  their  hospitality,  and  the  practice  of  all  the  other  domestic  virtues 
that  hallow  and  adorn  the  Highland  hearth.  The  subject  of  our  memoir  was  the  second 
youngest  of  a  large  family  of  sons  and  daui;hteis.  At  a  very  early  age  he  displayed  an 
irresistible  thirst  for  legendary  lore  and  Gaelic  poetry  ;  but,  from  the  seclusion  of  his  native 
glen  and  other  disadvantageous  circumstances,  he  had  but  scanty  means  for  fanning  the 
latent  tìame  that  lay  dormant  in  his  breast.  ^I'Coll,  however,  greedily  devoured  every 
volume  he  could  procure,  and  when  the  labours  of  the  day  were  over,  would  often  resort 
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to  some  favourite  liaiiiit  wlicro,  in  the  ciijoymeiit  of  that  st.'iitucJo  which  liis  father's  fire- 
side donicil  him,  ho  might  be  found  taking  advantage  of  the  very  niooniiglit  to  pore  over 
tlie  minstrelsy  of  his  native  country,  until  lassitude  or  the  iiour  of  repose  compelled  him 
to  return  homo. 

His  father,  Dugald  M'ColI,  seems  to  liavc  been  alive  to  the  blessings  of  education  ;  for 
as  the  villaije  school  alForded  but  little  or  nothing  worthy  of  that  name,  he,  about  the  time 
that  our  bard  had  reached  his  teens,  hired  a  tutor  for  his  family  at  an  amount  of  renmncra- 
tion  which  his  slender  means  could  scarcely  warrant.  The  tutor's  stay  was  short,  yet 
sufficiently  long  to  accomplish  one  good  j)urposc — that  of  not  only  enabling  Evan  pro- 
perly to  read  and  understand  English,  but  also  of  awakening  in  him  a  taste  for  English 
literature.  A  circumstance  occurred  about  this  time  which  tended  materially  to  encourage 
our  author's  poetic  leanings.  His  father,  while  transacting  business  one  day  in  a  distant 
part  of  his  native  parish,  fell  in  with  a  Paisley  weaver,  who,  in  consequence  of  the  de- 
pression of  trade,  had  made  an  excursion  to  the  Highlands  with  a  lot  of  old  books  for  sale. 
M'Coll  bought  the  entire  lot,  and  returned  home  groaning  under  his  literary  burden,  which 
Evan  received  with  transports  of  delight.  Among  other  valuable  works,  he  was  thus  put 
in  possession  of  the  '*  Spectator,"  "  Burns'  Poems,"  and  the  "  British  Essayists."  He 
read  them  with  a\idity,  and  a  new  world  opened  on  his  view:  his  thoughts  now  began 
to  expand,  and  his  natural  love  of  song  received  an  impetus  which  no  external  obstacles 
could  resist. 

Contemporaneous  with  this  literary  impulsion,  was  the  artillery  of  a  neighbouring  Chloe, 
whose  eyes  had  done  sad  havoc  among  the  mental  fortifications  of  our  bard  :  he  composed 
his  first  song  in  her  praise,  and,  although  he  had  yet  scarcely  passed  the  term  of  boyhood, 
it  is  a  very  respectable  effort,  and  was  very  well  received  by  his  co-parishioners.  The 
circumstances  in  which  his  father  was  placed,  rendered  it  necessary  for  him  to  engage  in 
the  active  operations  of  farming  and  fishing,  and  he  was  thus  employed  for  several  years. 

In  the  year  1837,  he  threw  off  the  mask  of  anonymy,  and  appeared  as  a  contributor 
to  the  Gaelic  Magazine,  then  published  in  Glasgow.  His  contributions  excited  consider- 
able interest,  and  a  general  wish  was  expressed  to  have  them  published  in  a  separate 
form  by  all  Highlanders,  with  the  exception  of  his  own  immediate  neighbours,  who  could 
not  conceive  how  a  young  man,  with  whom  they  had  been  acquainted  from  his  birth, 
should  rise  superior  to  themselves  in  intellectual  stature  and  in  public  estimation.  They 
of  course  discovered  that  our  youthful  bard  was  possessed  of  a  fearful  amount  of  temerity, 
and  the  public,  at  the  same  time,  saw  that  they  were  miserably  blockaded  in  their  own 
mental  timberism.  If  native  talent  is  not  to  be  encouraged  by  fostering  it  under  the 
grateful  shade  of  generous  friendship,  it  ought,  at  least,  to  have  the  common  justice  of 
being  allowed  to  work  a  way  for  itself,  unclogged  by  a  solitary  fetter — unchilled  by  the 
damping  breath  of  unmerited  contempt  or  discouragement.  The  high-souled  inhabitants 
of  Inverary  failed  to  extinguish  the  flame  of  M'Coll's  lamp  ;  and  now,  as  they  are  not 
probably  much  better  engaged,  we  recommend  them  to  '*  see  themselves  as  others  see 
them,"  in  our  author's  retaliative  poem,  ''Sloc/ida  Chopair,''  in  which  they  are  strongly 
mirrored,  and  the  base  metal  of  which  they  are  made  powerfully  delineated. 


BARD  I.OCH-FINE. 


ièT 


It  is  well  for  dependant  merit  that  there  are  gentlemen  who  have  something  ethereal 
in  them  :  niucli  to  their  honour,  Mr  Fleteher  of  Dunans,  and  Mr  Campbell  of  Islay, 
patronized  our  author,  and  through  the  generously  exercised  influence  of  either,  or  both 
of  these  gentlemen,  M'Coll  was  appointed  to  a  situation,  which  he  now  holds,  in  the 
Liverpool  Custom-house. 

M*Coll  ranks  very  high  as  a  poet.  His  English  pieces,  which  are  out  of  our  way, 
possess  great  merit.  His  Gaelic  productions  are  chiefly  amorous,  and  indicate  a  mind 
of  the  most  tender  sensibilities  and  refined  taste.  The  three  poems,  annexed  to  this 
notice,  are  of  a  very  superior  order  :  one  of  them  comes  under  that  denomination  of  poetry 
called  pastoral  or  descriptive,  and  evinces  powers  of  delineation,  a  felicity  of  conception, 
and  a  freshness  of  ideality  not  equalled  in  modern  times.  The  second  is  an  elegiac  piece, 
before  whose  silver,  mellifluent  tones  we  melt  away,  and  are  glad  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of 
tears  with  the  weeping  muse.  The  love  ditty  is  a  natural  gush  of  youthful  aflectlon, 
better  calculated  to  show  us  the  aspirations  of  the  heart  than  the  most  elaborate  production 
of  art.  M*Coll  imitates  no  poet ;  he  has  found  enough  in  nature  to  instruct  him — he  moves 
majestically  in  a  hitherto  untraversed  path  ;  and,  if  we  are  not  continually  in  raptures 
with  him,  we  never  tire — never  think  long  in  his  company.      But  we  are  reminded  that 

praises  bestowed  on  a  living  author  subject  us  to  the  imputation  of  flattery  : long  may 

it  be  ere  Evan  M'Coll  is  the  subject  of  any  posthumous  meed  of  laudation  from  us  ! 


L  O  C  H  -  A  I  C. 


A  LocH-AicE  na  gnùis*  chaoiii — 
V        Griuis  ghabh  gaol  air  a  bhi  ciùin, 
'S  air  an  trie  an  laidh  gath-grein' 
Soilleir  mar  uchd  sèamh  ino  ruin  ! 

'Oide-altruim  mliaith  nam  breac, 

Gar  an  leatsa  cath  nan  tonn, 

\  'S  ged  nach  d'  amais  long  fo  bhrcid 

Air  t-uchd  rcidh  riamh  chur  fa  bonn. 

'S  leat  an  eala  's  grinne  com 

'S  i  neo-throm  air  t-uclid  a'  snàmh. 

Eun  a's  gile  cneas  na  'ghrian, 

Sneachd  nan  sliabh,  no  leannan  bàird  ! 

'S  leat  bho  I.ochluirin  a's  bho  'n  t-Suairi 
An  lach  bheag  is  uaine  ciil  ; 

'S  trie  'ga  coir — 's  cha  n-ann  'ga  feum, 
Falach-fead  a's  caogadh  shùl. 

'S  leat  an  luiniu>ag  'sheinneas  òigh 
'Bleodhan  bho  gu  trie  ri  d'  thaobh ; 

'S  leat  an  duan  a  thogas  òg 
'S  e  g*  a  coir  a  measg  nan  craobh. 


Seinnidh  c — "  Tha  cneas  mo  ghràidh 
Geal  mar  chanach  tlù  nan  glac, 

'S  faileasan  a  ghaoil  'n  a  sùil 

IMar  tha  nèamh   an  grunnd  Loch-aic  ! 

C'ait'  an  taitneach  leis  an  earb' 
Moch  a's  anamoch  'bhi  le  Maogh  ? 

C'ait'  an  trice  dorns  dcarg, 
'Fhir  nan  garbh-chròc,  air  do  thaobh  ? 

C'ait'  ach  ri  taobh  loch  mo  ruin — 
Far,  aig  bun  nan  stùc  ud  thai), 

'S  an  robli  nair  nio  cliàirdoan  tiugli 
Ged  tha  iad  an  diiigii  air  chall  ! 

O  air  son  a  bhi  learn  foin  ! 

'Siubhal  sùimli  taobh  loch  nan  sg'jrr 
'Nuair  bhios  gath  na  gecilaich  chauin, 

Nuas  a'  taomadii  ort  mar  or. 

'Nnair  tha  duillcach.  fochiinn,  feur, 
Fo  'n  òg-bhraon  a'  cromadii  flinch, 

'S  gun  aon  riunnag  aims  an  speur 
Nach  'eil  ceile  dh'i  'na  t-nchd. 
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SAU-OHAIIl   NAINI   I'.AIIO  (;Ai:LA('n. 


*Nuuir  tliu  \i  (-((tbair  aim  a  sliiiain 
'Faicitiii  madu'-ruadh  'iia  thrcuil, 

'S  e  Miaii-'ttuif^cadli  nan  con  linitli 
()U  blii  shuuii  inu  'n  <lcan  v  licud  ; 

Slid  an  t-:iin  's  am  bi  ri  d'  tbaobli 
Cfòl  n  inhaotli'chena  clis  garli  ciidli 

Sud  an  t-'nn  Van  tug  tliii  jjiadli, 
'Siiine  bhàn  !   dii  'n  fiiiliilb  shitli. 

'J'ional  ghobliar  air  dh'i  bhi 

'N  Cojr'-nn-t-sith  aon  flieasjj^ar  Màigli, 
Cliiialas  jjutb  ro-mbills,  suamii — 

Sliaoil  i  nùanili  a  bhi  aig  làiinh. 

Dh'  eisd  i, — 's  mar  bii  mbotha  dli-cis;l, 
'S  ann  bu  bliinne  teud  n  chiùil  ; 

liPan  i, — 's  mar  a  b'  fhaide  lean, 
'S  ann  a  b'  fhaid'  e  as,  mo  dhùil ! 

Kainig  i,  mu  dheireadh.  cnoc, 

Dorus  fosgailt  air  a  suas, 
'S  dh'  fhairich  i  g^ur  ann  bbo  sin 

lìhrùfbd  an  ct'ol  bu  bhlasda  fuaim. 

**  Tiii^'  a's  taigli,  a  Shine  bliàn  ! 

'J  l»ig,  a  ghràidh,  gun  eagal  beud  ; 
Feuch  an  oidhche  dhubh  ra'  an  cuairt— 

'S  fada  bhuat  do  dhachaigh  lein." 

C'naidh  i  's  taigh — ma's  fior  mo  sgeul  — 
Thuit  i  'n  gaol  air  fear  a  chìùil  ! 

Dh'  Ò1  i  'n  deoch  bu  deoch  do  chàch, 
'S  tuilleadh  riamh  cha  d'fhàg  i  'n  dun. 


Chaochail  i — mar  bliolllspe  gealnlch' 
'S  am  maraicir  Co  »'agal  'a  an  dòrcha; 

('hauchail  i — mar  Itliruadar  mills, 

'S  an  cad'laiche  dnilich  gu'n  d'  fulbh  e. 

Chaochail  i  'an  tùs  a  li-?iille  ! 

Cha  scachnadh  PurroB  a«  fc'-in  i  ; 
Chaochail  i — ()  I   chaochail  ]\Iiiiii 

Mar  gu'm  baite  'ghrian  ag  i'Mridh  ! 


DUANAG   CIIAOIL. 

Air  Fonn— "  ' llle  d/iuinn,  'a  toic/Zi  Lam  t'lu.'" 

JXiyyEAG. 

A  nhjitean  donn  nam  mala  crom, 
A  nigliean  donn  nan  caoin'shul, 

A  7U(/hean  donn  hho  'in  linnefonn^ 
Gar  mar  mo  gheall  air  t-fÌMotainn. 

A  KiGHEAN  donn  a's  grinne  cruth, 
A'd  binne  guth  's  a's  caoine, 

Ge  geal  an  cobhar  air  an  t-sruth 
'S  ann  bliiodh  e  dubh  ri  d'  thaoLh-sa. 

A  viijhean  donn^  ^c. 

IMo  run  a'  rhaileag  luinneagarh, 
Deagh  bhanarach  na  spreidhe, 

'S  nach  geill  'n  seòmar  uinneagacli 

'Dh'  aon  chruiniipig  'tha  'ii  Dun-eideann. 
A  niyhean  donn.  ^c. 

Te  eir  air  bbith,  d'  a  sgiamhaichead, 
'Na  t-fhianuis-sa  cha  leur  dhomh  ; 

S  ann  tha  thu  'measg  nan  nianagan 
Ceart  mar  tha  'ghrian  measg  reuUtan. 

HAOCHAiL  i-mar  neulltan  ruiteacb  \*ji^\.  ^  "'^^''''''  "^"^"^  ^'' 

'Bhios  'san  Ear  ma  bhriste'  fàire  ;  '       n  ' 


llANNAN  AIR  BAS  BANACKARA1D 

A  DHA  ANABARRACH  GAOLACH,  'S  A  CHAOCHATL 
'XA  LEANABHACHD. 


B'  fliarmad  leis  a'  ghrein  am  bòichead, 
'S  dh'eirich  i  'na  glòir  'chur  sg\il  err' ! 


lar  phlatha  greine,      M[it''f'^ 


Chaochail  i — mar 

'S  am  faileas  'na  rcis  'an  t'jir  air; 
Chaochail  i — mar  bhogVi'  nan  speuran, 

Shil  an  fhras  a's  threig  a  ghlòir  e. 

Chaochail  i— mar  shneachd  a  laidheaa 
Anns  an  tràigh  ri  cois  na  fA\rge  ; 

Dh'aom  an  Ian  gun  sochd  air  aghaidh, 
'Chile  O!  cha  b'fhada  shealbhaich. 

Chaochail  i — mar  ghuth  na  clàrsaicb, 
'Nuair  a's  drùitiche  's  a"s  mils'  e  ; 

Chaochail  i — mar  sgeulachd  al'.iinn 
Mu'n  gann  'thòisichear  r'a  h-innseadh 


V)-, 


s  truagh  'bhi  'n  so  air  Galidachd 
'Nuair  tha  ^n  Samhradh  'us  mo  cheud  run 
A'  stri  CO  's  grinne  dheàrsas 

N is  air  àiridhean  Ghlinn-crèran  ! 

A  nìgheaìi  donn^  ^r. 

Cha  tugainn  air  bhi  'm  dhiùc  cead  'bhi 
Le  m'  run  'am  bothan-gheugan, 

'S  cha  ghabhainn  coron  oir  air  son 
Bhi  'n  sud  a'  pògadh  m'  eiteig. 
A  nigliean  donn.,  ^c. 

A  ruin,  nam  biodh  tu  deònach  air, 
'S  ar  ckirdean  uile  reidh  ruinn, 

Cha  chuirinn  tuille  dàlach  ann, 
Am  màireach  bu  learn  fein  thu  ! 
A  nigliean  donn.,  ^c. 


AIRKAMII  TAGTITA 


SIIAR-OBAIR  NAM  BARD  GAELACII; 


VH 


A  CHOICE  COLLECTION 

OK 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  GAELIC  POETRY, 

ORIGINAL  AND  SELECT. 

The  following  songs  and  poems  are  the  productions  of  gentlemen,  who  invoked 
the  muse  only  on  rare  occasions,  and  under  the  impulse  of  strong  feelings  excited  by  ex- 
traordinary events  ;— or,  of  individuals  of  whose  history  little  is  known  to  the  world,  and 
whose  works  were  not  sufficiently  voluminous  to  entitle  them  to  a  place  among  the  pro- 
fessed or  recognised  bards.  When  the  tide  of  chivalry  ran  high  in  the  Highlands,  and 
ere  the  Gaelic  ceased  to  be  spoken  in  the  chiefs  hall,  it  was  deemed  no  disparagement  to 
people  of  the  highest  rank  to  imbody  their  feelings  on  any  subject  in  Keltic  poetry. 
Many  of  these  pieces  are  of  commanding  merit,  and  it  is  hoped  that  they  will  form  an 
appropriate  and  valuable  appendage  to  this  work.  So  far  as  practicable,  the  paternity 
of  the  poem  is  given,  and  such  historical  and  illustrative  notes  arc  interspersed  as  the 
full  elucidation  of  the  subject  seemed  to  require. 


MOLADH  CIIABAIR-1<  EI UH 

I.K  TORMOD  BAN  MAC-LEOID. 


Dvocn-sLAlNTE  *  chabair  feidh  so 

Giir  h-eibhitin  's  gur  li  aighearach  ; 
C>e  fada  bho  thir  feiii  e, 

INI  hie  Dhe  greas  g'a  fhearann  e  ; 
Mo  clirochadh  a's  mo  chcusadh, 

A's  m'  cldeadh  nar  mheala  mi, 
Mur  ait  learn  thu  bhi  'g  eiridh 

Le  treuii  neart  gach  caraide ! 
Gur  mise  chunna''  sibh  gu  gunnach, 

Ealamh,  ullamh,  acuiiineac]i  ; 
Kuith  nan  Ilothach  's  math  'ur  gnotbach, 

'Ihui^  sibh  sothadb  maidne  dl)aibh  ; 
Cha  deach'  Cataich  air  an  tapadh, 

Dh'fbag  an  neart  le  oagal  i.id, 
Hi  faicinn  ceann  an  fheidh  ort 

'Nuair  dh'eirich  do  chabar  ort ! 


IJe'n  t-amadan  fear  ròluìs, 

'Nuair  tboisich  c  coyadh  riut ; 
Uotliaicb  agus  Hosair*— 

13u  gbòrach  na  bodairh  iad  ; 
Frisealaich  a*s  Granndaich, 

An  càmpa  cha  stadadb  iad  ; 
'S  thug  Foirbeisicb  nan  teanii-ruith, 

Gu  seann  taigh  Chuilodair  orr'. 
Theicb  iad  uile  's  rba  db-fbuirich 

An  treas  duine  'bh'aca-SRH  ; 
An  t-Iarla  Catacb  ruith  e  dbarhaiglj— 

Cba  do  las  a  dbagaclian  ; 
Mac-Aoidb  nan  cr«'ach  g»in  thar  c  as, 

'S  ann  dh'oigh  e  'n  t-eacb  a  b'  aigeannatcb, 
Hi  gabbal  an  ra-treuta, 

'Nuair  dh-€irich  do  chabar  crt ! 
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SAii-oiJAiii  na:m  ha  III)  (;ai:la(:ii. 


'S  ami  iiii  !sin  liliii  'mi  tiiatiiaii 

Ciiiii  r(iii^a<lli  thill-  blieulaichean, 
All  <]«'as  (Iliiiiiiii  a\s  all  ttiatli  (lliiiliiii, 

(jii  liiath  1  iiilli  roi'  iV  (hcaiiii-i-idfadh  ; 
Mhi'  8gaotli  a  (lircoiii  nam  ruar-blivami, 

A's  ^riiaìm  air  a  li  iiili>  tear, 
A  teai'iiaitli  bho  im  hiciblitfaii 

()U  I'L'idlilt'iii  \s  gu  cladaicbcaii. 
Dli'eigh  iail  port  's  gu'ii  (IM'tuiair  iad  coit, 

'S  bu  bhcag  nn  toirt  mar  thachair  dbaibli  ; 
Ciod  c'li  <Iroc>i  iikI  liriii  am  bi'o!siiac)i', 

L»''ii  cuid  mosg  nach  fieagradh  srad, 
'S  a  liuthad  tuirtear  dhetii  na  liothaicii, 

Dul  nil'  Hod  thai-  chlaigoaiinan  ? 
'S  anil  gliabb  iad  an  ratreata, 

'Nuair  dii'eirich  do  ciiabar  ort ! 

Gu'm  fuigh  mi  fein  mi  dhùj'achd— 

('Se  diiùisg  as  mochadal  mi) 
An  TÌ  da'ii  geill  na  diiiiean, 

*S  da  'ii  iimhiaich  na  h-iiile  ni, 
Gun  greas  e  thu  gu  d'  dhiithaicli, 

Gu  li-uiseil  's  gu  h-unamach  ! 
Gur  tu  nach  leigeadh  cùis, 

Leis  na  du-Ghaill  nacli  biiineadh  dhaibh  ; 
*S  tu  blieireadh  clotha  do'  luchd  gnotliaich, 

Gun  f hies  CO   a  liirodadh  riut ; 
Am  fine  Rothach  chuir  thu  t'othadh 

Ge  mor  leotha  'n  hidornas, 
Ga'n  cuir  romhad  le'n  luith-choimhich, 

'S  am  baile-nodha  na  shradagan^ 
'S  na  lasair  anns  na  speuran, 

Nuair  dh'eiricii  do  chabar  ort  ! 

Chunna  mi  m'a  thuath  thu, 

'S  gu'm  b'uaciidaran  allail  thu  ; 
Bhu  Cataich  to  do  churam, 

'S  dh'  ùmhlaich  na  Gallaich  dhut  ; 
'S  gach  ti  bha  riut  an  diùmba, 

'S  nach  dùirigeadh  sealladh  ort, 
A  faiciiin  bhi  ga'n  sgiursadh, 

Gu  duthaich  nach  buineadh  dhaibh. 
Le  gasraidh  fhinealt  dheth  do  chinneadh 

Nach  gabh  giorag  eagalach  ; 
Luchd  chlogaid  's  bhiodag  's  chorcan  bireach, 

Cha  philleadh  luchd-bagairt  iad  ; 
Thig  feachd  IMhic-Shimi  gu  do  miiilleadh, 

'S  ruithidh  iad  gu  saidealta  ; 
'S  gu'n  teich  iad  o  clilàr  t-eudainn, 

'Nuair  dh'eireas  do  chabar  ort ! 

Th'am  brochan  a'  toirt  sàr  dhuibh, 

'S  tha  'n  cal  a'  toirt  at  oirbh  ; 
Ach  's  beag  is  misde  'n  t-àrmunn, 

'Ur  sàth  thoirt  an  nasgaidh  dhuibh  : 
Ge  mor  a  thug  sibh  chaise, 

Thar  àiridhean  Asainne, 


Clia'n  lliacaH  ctiii'm  a'm  l-'olaia, 

Ge  mor  bha  do  chvarcan  ann  ; 
CaÌMteal  biorach,  iM-ad  na  li-i«dair', 

Coin  a'.s  gillean  gtiitarh  aim  ; 
Cha^n  fhaicear  bioraii  ann  ri  tfinne, 

INIiir   bidh    dileag  bhrocbain  aim  ; 
Clia'n  fhaicpar  mairt-coil  aim  am  poit  aim, 

Mur  bi  cearc  ga  ph)taigeadh  ; 
*S  ga'n  tiorial  air  an  dcirce, 

'Nuair  tlircigeas  gach  coKgais  iad. 

Cha'n  oil  ian  's  na  speuran, 

Is  breine  n'an  iolaire, 
Cha  'n  ionan  idir  beun  d'i, 

'S  do  dii-t'iicidh  anns  na  fìrichcan  ;— 
lii'dii  iadsa  moch  ag  eiridh, 

A  i'euchainn  a  biiiolaire  ; 
'S  bi'dh  is'  air  sean  each  caoile, 

Ri  shiodadh  a  mhionaich  as  ; 
Chuir  i  spuir  astaigii  na  churach, 

A's  thug  i  fhuil  na  spadul  as. 
An  t-ian  gun  sonas'  giarraidh  donais, 

Bi'dh  na  coin  a'  subaid  ris  ; 
'S  breun  an  t-isean  e  air  iteig, 

Gun  fhios  c'àit'  an  stadadjj  e,— 
iVIas'  olc  a  lean  e  abhaist, 

Cha  b'  fheàrr  far  na  chaidil  e. 

Cha'n  ell  ian  'san  i-saoghal 

ll'a  fhaotainn  tha  coltach  riut,— 
Cha'n  ithear  do  chuid  sUhne — 

Uinn  firinn  a'  mollachadh  : 
Ged  tha  ort  iteag  dhireach, 

JVIar  I'hior  shaighdead  corranacb, 
S  ged'  thuirt  iad  riut  am  fireun, 

Tha  ionan  an  donuis  ort  ! 
S  ioma  buachaille  th'  air  fuar  chnoc, 

Agus  cuaille  bat'  aige' ; 
Ni  guidhe  bhuan  do  bhuntain  bhuath, 

'S  a  bhuaileas  bho  do  thapadh  thu  ; 
'Nuair  bheir  thu  ruaig  air  feadh  nan  uan, 

'S  a  bhios  huaireas  acrais  ort, 
'N  uair  thachras  cabar  feidh  ort, 

Gu'm  feum  thu  bhi  snasadh  dha  ! 

Tha  cabar-fèarna  Dhòmhnuill, 

Mar  spòrs'  anns  an  talamhs'  ac' ; 
Nach  innseadh  sibh  dhomhs'  e, 

'S  gu'm  b'eol  domh  a  charachadii  ; 
'S  chuirinn  fios  gu  h-eòlach, 

Gu  Seòras  an  caraideach, 
Gur  h-e  Fear  Dlmin-Dòmhnuill, 

Le  Ion  chum  an  t-anam  ris  ; 
'Bhiasdgunmheas,gun  mhiaghgun,  ghliocas 

Riamh  bu  trie  's  an  talamh-s'  thu  ; 
Dh'ol  a's  dh'ith  thu  trian  do  d'  phisracli, 

'S  tu  an  t-isean  aniaideach  ; 


Cliuii'  na    Ilothaich  thu  air  gliiiotliach, 

8  tu  aii  t-uinhusg  aiiieolacii, 
'S  gcd'  tliug  Claiiii-Cliuiiiiiìcii  iniadli  ort, 

Cha  b'  fliiach  tliu  'ii  treas  eni'raiiiii  dutli. 

Faire  !   faire  !  'shaoghail, 

Gur  caoctilaidhcacli  caracli  tliu, 
C'hunna  mise  Sì-phuit, 

'Nam  pìoban  criiaìdh,  sgnlanta, 
Nactli  rubli  aii  Alb'  a  db'aoii-sbluagh, 

God  sbìtieadb  ]\Ia<;-Caileiii  ris, 
Na  chumadh  riuts  an  eudanii, 

'Nuair  dh'eireadh  do  chabar  ort ' 
Db'eireadh  leat  aii  còir  'san  (-eart, 

Le  trian  do  neart  gu  bagarach, 
Na  bh'eadar  Asaitiii,  a's  fa  dheas, 

Gii  ruig  Sgalpa  cbragaiiacb, 
Gaclj  fVar  a  glacadh  guniiu  snaip, 

Claidh»'amb  glas,  no  dagacliaii, — 
Bii  leat  Sir  DòinhnuU  Sblt'ibljte, 

'Nualr  dh'èireadh  do  chabar  on  ! 

Dh'eireadh  leat  fir  Mhùideirt, 

'Nuair  ruisgte  do  bhrataichcaii, 
Le  'n  lannan  daite  du-ghorm, 

Gu'n  ciuirte  na  inarcaich  leo  ; 
IVIae- Alasdair  's  Maolonmhuinn, 

Le  *n  cuilbheireai)  acuinneach  ; 
'Nuair  rachadh  iad  'san  iorghuili, 

Gu'm  b'  iogbna  mur  trodadli  iad  :  — 
Iji'dh  tu  fhathast  gabhail  aighear, 

Ann  am  Brathuinn  bhaidealach, 
I'i'dh  cinne  t-athair  ort  a  feithcamh, 

Co  bhrathadh  bagradh  ort  ? 
lii'dh  fion  ga  chaitheamh  feadh  do  thaighe, 

'S  uisge-beatha  feadanach  ; 
'S  gur  lionmhor  piob'  ga'n  gleusadh, 

'Nuair  dh'eireas  do  chabar  ort ! 


Note. — Norman  M'Leod,  the  author  of  the  foregoing 
popular  clan  song  was  a  native  of  Assynt,  Sutherlandshire. 
Little  is  known  to  us  of  his  jiarenlage  except  that  he  moved 
in  the  higher  circles  of  his  country,  and  upon  his  marriage, 
rented  an  extensive  farm  in  his  native  parish.  He  had 
two  sons  whose  status  in  society  shows  that  he  was  in 
comfortable,  if  not  affluent  circumstances — one  of  them 
was  Professor  Hugh  M'Lcodof  the  University  of  Glasgow  ; 
and  the  other,  the  Rev.  Angus  M'Leod,  Minister  of  Uogart 
in  the  county  of  Sutherland.  Both  sons  were  men  of 
considerable  erudition  and  brilliant  parts, — and  Angus's 
name  is  still  mentioned  in  the  North  with  feelings  of  kind- 
ness  and  respect. 

Norman  M'Leod  lived  long  on  a  footing  of  intimate 
familiarity  and  friendship  with  Mr  M'Kenzie  of  .Ardloch 
whose  farm  was  contiguous  to  that  of  our  author  ;  and 
"  Cubar-feidh,"  which  has  single-handed  stamped  the 
celebrity  of  IM'Leod,  arose  out  of  the  following  circum- 
stance. The  earl  of  Sutherland  issued  a  commission  to 
William  Munroe  of  Achany,  who,  with  a  numerous  body 
of  retainers  and  clansmen,  by  virtue  of  said  commission, 
made  a  descent  on  Assynt  and  carried  off"  a  great  many 
cattle.  This  predatory  excursion  was  made  in  the  latter 
end  of  summer,  when,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
country,  the  cattle  were  grazing  on  distant  pasturages  at 


thesheilings,  a  circumstance  which  proved  very  favourable 
to  the  foragers— for  ttiev  not  on'y  took  away  the  rattle,  but 
also  plundered  thc»heilirjg<i,  and  thui  pomeased  ihcmM-lvei 
of  a  great  (juantity  of  butter  and  cheese.  Indignant  at  Iho 
baKCnrss  and  injustice  of  such  cowardly  conduct,  M'Lc«d 
invoked  the  muse  and  ci>niposed  "  Cubarjtidh,"  or  the 
clan-song  of  the  M'Kcnzies— making  it  the  vehicle  of 
invective  and  bitter  sarcasm  agamst  the  Sutherlaridert  and 
Munrf^es,  who  had  antecedently  made  theni»elves  sufti. 
ciently  obnoxious  to  him  by  their  adherence  to  the  Hano- 
verian cause  in  174j. 

'i  hat  a  production  teeming  with  so  much  withering  de- 
clauuttiun  and  piquancy  of  wit  should  have  told  upon  ita 
liapless  subjects,  may  be  rca^onably  sujiposed.  Munroe 
was  paiticularly  sore  on  the  subject,  and  threatened  that 
the  bard  should  forfeit  his  life  for  his  temerity,  if  even  hey 
should  meet.  They  w»re  ()ersonally  unacquainted  with 
each  other;  but  chance  soon  brought  them  face  to  face. 
Munroe  was  commonly  known  by  a  grey-coloured  bonnet 
which  he  wore,  and  was  called  "  Ui/leam  a  bhonaiduiiihir." 
One  day  as  he  entered  Ardguy  Inn,  there  sat  Norman 
M'Leod,  on  his  way  to  'lain,  regaling  hiin>elf  with  bread 
and  butter,  and  cheese  and  ale.  Munroe  was  Ignorant  of 
the  character  of  the  stranger;  not  so  M'Leod— he  im- 
mediately knew  Achany  by  the  colour  of  his  bonnet- 
drunk  to  him  with  great  promptitude,  and  then  offered 
him  the  horn  with  the  following  extemporary  salutation  : — 

"  Aran  a's  ini  a'8  cais, 

Mu'n  tig  am  has  air  Torrnnd  ; 

A's  deuch  do  fliir  an  rotliaid, 

'S  clia  ghabh  na  Kuthaicli  learg  rle.** 

which  may  be  tianslated  thus — 

Bread  and  butter  and  cheese  to  me. 
Ere  death  my  mouth  shall  close  ; 

And,  trav'ller,  there's  a  drink  for  thee, 
Tu  please  the  black  Munroes. 

Achany  was  pleased  with  the  address,  quaffed  the  ale, 
and  when  he  discovered  who  the  courteous  stranger  was, 
he  cordially  forgave  him,  and  cherished  a  friendship  for 
him  ever  alter.  Years  after  the  events  recorded  above, 
the  poet's  son,  Angus,  then  a  young  licentiate,  waited 
upon  Achany,  relative  to  the  filling  up  of  the  vacancy  in 

the  parish  of  Jtogart "And  do  you  really  think,  .'•ir," 

said  Achany,  "that  I  would  use  mv  influence  to  get  a 
living  for  your  father's  son  ?  Cubar-fcidh  is  not  forgotten 
yet."  "  No!  and  never  will,"  replied  the  divire,  "but  if 
I  get  the  parish  of  Rogart,  I  promise  you  it  shall  ne\er 
be  simg  or  recommended  from  the  pulpit  there  !"  "  Thank 
you  '  thank  you  !"  said  Achany,  "  that  is  one  important 
point  carried — you  are  not  so  bad  as  your  father  after  all, 
and  we  must  try  to  get  the  kirk  for  you  !"  He  gave  him 
a  letter  to  Dunrobin  and  he  got  the  appointment. 

"  Cabar-feidh"  is  one  of  the  most  popular  songs  in  the 
Gaelic  language,  and  deservedly  so.  It  has  been  erroneously 
ascribed  to  Matheson,  the  family-bard  of  Scaforth  ;  but 
now  for  the  first  time,  it  is  legitimately  paternized,  and 
the  only  correct  edition,  which  has  yet  appeared,  is  here 
given.  The  song  itself  bears  internal  evidence  that  our 
history  of  its  paternity  is  strictly  correct;  and  our  proofs 
in  corroboration  are  numerous  and  decisive.  Nothing  can 
surpass  the  exultation  of  the  bard  while  he  sings  the 
superiority  of  the  clan  M'Kenzie  over  those,  who  have 
drawn  upon  themselves  the  lash  of  his  saiire.  '1  he  line 
'Nuair  dh'eirendh  do  chabar  ort  I  falling  in  at  the  end  of 
some  of  the  stanzas,  has  an  electrifying  effect  ;  and.  al- 
though figurative  in  its  language,  is  so  applicable  as  to 
transport  us  beyond  ourselves  to  those  feudal  times  when 
our  mountain  warriors  rushed  to  the  red  field  of  battle  to 
conquer  or  to  die.  1  he  music,  as  well  as  the  poem,  is 
M'Leod's,  and  forms  one  of  the  most  spirit-stirring  airs 
that  can  be  played  on  the  baepipc  ;  so  popular,  indeed, 
has  this  tune  been  in  many  parts  of  the  Highlands,  that  it 
was  not  daiiced  as  a  common  reel,  but  as  a  sort  of  countrv. 
dance.  NVe  have  seen  "Cabar-fcidh"  danced  in  character, 
and  can  bear  testimony  that,  for  diversifieii  parts,  for  iransi. 
tions,  mazes  and  evolutions,  it  yields  not,  when  well  per- 
formed, to  any  "  Cotillon  brent  new  from  I'rance." 
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MALI   CIUUJINN    DONN. 

I.UIS  AN  CHEIàTKAU  CHKL'UACII. 

A I II  Ml  N  N  — "  Cii rra  if/  I'Vi earfffi  n  i^ 

iYiì  thagaich  ini'ii  vathad, 
(ìu*ii  taghail  mi  moiiadh 
S  Hii  tiiitoadh  aii  siioac.li(}a, 

'S  a  ghaiU  sljioii  gii  troin  ; 
'S  an  talairih  iico-cliaisrij^t', 
*S  iiii  chaiU  ini  iin  caaaii, 
Mu'ii  d'  raiiii^  ini'n  caìst«>al 

'N  robh  Mcli  cliniiiiti  (ioiiii  ! 
'Niiair  a  ràiiii^  lui  (Iv)ias 
Gu'n  dh'fhàs  ini  cliu  toìlicht, 
'S  gu'ii  d'  riiiii  ml  >jac.h  (tos:^aiim 

A  tliogail  gu  foiin  ; 
A's  tliàmh  mi  's  an  asdail, 
15ha  'n  sail  beinn  an  t-sneachda 
Clio  blàth  lis  a  chladach 

Bha  ni  fasgadli  nan  tonn. 

Fhir  a  shiublilas  an  rathad, 
A  dli'ionnsTiidh  na  Dabliaich, 
Uain  imìrich  ino  blieannacbd 

Gu  3Ioli  cliruinn  donn  ; 
Tha  thuiiinidh  sa'  ghleaiinan, 
Aig  alltan  a  cheaniiaicli', 
S  gur  daoine  gun  tabhail 

Nach  taghaich  am  fonn  ; 
I  mar  ionm:;as  an  tasgaidh, 
Gun  chunnart  gun  gheasan, 
Ach  a  faotainn  gu  taitneach, 

Dha  'n  fhear  rachadh  ann  ; 
'S  gcd  bbithiiin  am  Bharon, 
Air  dùthaich  Chlainn-Eachuinn, 
Gu'm  ibghnadh  mar  mhaitche, 

Leam  Mali  chruinn  donn  ! 

Tlia  pearsa  clio  bòidheach, 
Tha  i  tlachdmljor  na  còmhdach, 
Tha  taitneas  na  còmhradh, 

JNIar  smeòrar.h  nan  gleann, 
Gu'n  d'  eiltich  rao  chridhe, 
'Nuair  rinn  i  rium  brithinn, 
'S  bu  blieatba  dhomh  ritbi->t 

Gu  tigbìnn  a  nail. 
Bha  h-aogasg  gan  smalan 
15ha  caoin  air  a  rasgaibh, 
I5ha  gaol  air  a  thasgaidh, 

'S  a  chridhe  '  bha  na  com  : 
Gu'n  smaoinich  mi  agam 
Nach  rachain  am  mearachd, 
Ged  theirinn  gur  piuthar 

1  dh'  Iain  geal,  donn. 


Ka  nicoir  ain  bu  ghilc, 
lUia  còrr  air  glirinucas, 
A'k  biiirlic  ni  li;^br 

A'm  firi'dhcal  ghin  I'i'idii  ; 
(iiir  ciiirnii',  di'as,  diiTach, 
A  Nliiiibhlas  tii'n  riiUilt', 
'Niiair  dbùÌMgear  gu  cridheil 

Dbut  tiodhall  nan  tend  : 
'S  tu  c.lKMimadli  gu  ItòidhpRch, 
\S  a  tliioutHÌadii  gu  ii-colach, 
'S  a  fbroagradh  gu  li-òrdail 

Do  cheòlan  nam  meur  ; 
I'ha'n  carbag  'tia  nihonadli, 
'S  matli  tcarmuiin  o'n  gbaillionn, 
'S  gur  scaibhadi  do'ii  llit-ar  aìu 

A  ghlacafl  a  ceum. 

()  mheacain  an  t-suairceis, 
'S  o  loasraidlj  na  h-uaisle, 
llv.  t-fiiasan  's  bu  dual  dut 

0"n  bhuaineadh  do  sheòrs  ; 
Gur  furanach,  pàirteach, 
Am  preas  as  an  dh'l'hàs  thu, 
J\lar  rinneadb  do  chàradh 

O'n  An  's  o'n  t-Srath-mhòr. 
Na'm  blodh  sibh  a  làthair, 
'S  an  staid  mar  a  b'àill  leam, 
Cha  reiciiin  'ur  cairdeas 

Air  mnai  'na  Iloinn-Eorp  ; 
Gu'in  bfii'mi  'ii  diugh  sàbhailt, 
O  chuiina  mi  Mairi 
Gu'n  sheas  i  dhomh  àite, 

Na  m;'ithar  nach  bei> ! 

Chuir  i  fasgadh  mu'n  cuairt  domh, 
^lar  earradh  math  uachdair, 
Gu'n  bhuilich  i  uaisle 

Le  suairceas  glan  beòil. 
Làmh  shoilleir  neo-spiocach, 
'S  an  cridhe  neo  chrionta, 
Aig  nighean  Catriana 

'S  mo  bhriathar  bu  choir  I 
Ge  nach  faoa  mi  t-atliair, 
Gu'n  cuala  mi  leithi<l, 
'S  gu'm  b'urra  mi  aithris, 

Cuid  dh'  fhasain  an  t-seoid  :  — 
Bha  e  fial  i  is  na  mathaibh — 
Ceann'  chliar  agus  cheathairn', 
'S  bu  dhiobhail  mar  thachair 

I.uaths'  chaidh  e  fo"n  fhòd. 

Bhiodh  Ò1  ann,  bhiodh  ceòl  ann, 
Bhiodh  furan,  bhiodh  pùit  ann, 
Bhiodh  òiain,  bhiodh  dòchas 

Mu  bhòid  an  fhir  flieil  ;— 
Bhiodh  iasg  ann,  bhiodh  sealg  ann, 
Bhiodh  fiadh,  agus  earb  ann, 
Bhiodh  coileach  dubh  barragheal, 

Ga  mharbhadh  air  geig. 


A  IRE  AMU  TAUIITA. 
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Hhiodii  bradari  an  fhior-uisflj, 

j'liioilh  tii^hadh  gach  »itliir  aim, 
Itliiodh  liutli-<-li(Mrr;i(i  fiMoittli 

Anns  an  fhrith  ai^  n  fein  ; 
'NAin  ti^liinn  gu  biiuile, 
'S  gu  tl»ùrla(;h  gun  aimiis, 
Hliioilli  rusgadli  air  calaidli, 

Casg  pai;liai(lli,  a's  sgios. 

IV  iad  sud  na  fir  uaislf*, 

(jrun  clirine  gun  ghruaimean 

('ha  'n  riiaigheadh  each  bualdli  on'' 

'N  tuasaid  na'n  streuj)  ; 
lad  gun  ardati,  gun  uabhar, 
Neo  smachdail  air  tiiatha, 
Ach  fearatin  to  'n  uachdar 

'Fas  suas  anns  gach  ni. 
{)  na  db'imich  na  h-armninn, 
Chaidh  an  saoghal  gu  tàire, 
'S  biMb  bi'jn  agus  pàidh 

Hi  cblàiitinn  na'n  dcigb  : — 
*S  na  'm  fatiain  ri  fhaicinn, 
Cho  fad'  ri  mo  sheanair, 
Gu'm  fan'deadh  gach  fear  dhium 

— "  Am  faca  mi  'n  Fheinn  ?"' 

()  na  dhi-mich  na  h  àrmuinn, 
'S  e  n-ar  ruid  na  tba  Uithair, 
Gu  mu  beannaicht'  an  geard 

Th'air  an  àlach  a  th'  ann  ! 
Ceud  soraidh,  ceud  fàilte, 
CVud  furan  gu  INIàiri, 
A  dh'fhitg  sinn  'sa  Mhàìgh 

Ann  am  braighe  nan  gleann 
'S  i  cuachag  na  coille, 
Na  h-uaisle  's  na  h-oilean, 
A  dh'fhag  sinn  gu  loinneil 

An  rreagan  nam  beann  ; 
A  gheala-ghlan  gun  ainnis, 
l>'e  t-ainni  a  bhi  banail, 
'S  gu'u  dhearbh  thu  blii  duineil, 

'S  nil"  chluiniieam-s'  do  chall  ! 

Gu'n  cluinneam-s'  do  bhuinig, 
Ge  nach  faic  mi  thu  tuilleadh, 
Gar  an  iarradh  tu  idir 

Diiol  fad'  as  an  fbonn  ; 
Ach  an  iiitc  na  's  d;jispil, 
(lun  bhl:\r,  no  gun  chreagan, 
S  ma  glieibh  m'  achanaloh  freajairt 

Cha'n  eagal  dut  bonn  ; 
j'ha  uaisk-an,  's  treun-laoich, 
Tiia  tniaghain  a's  ffumaich, 
'  Toirt  tuaraisgeul  gleusta 

Air  t-fhcum  anns  gach  ball  ; 
Tha  gadi  tlachd  ort  ri  innseadh, 
J-amh  gheal  a  ni  sgriobadh, 
'S  gur  tuigseadi  a  chiall 

A  cliuir  Dia  na  do  clieann  \ 
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IJi'dh  mo  dhàn  agus  m'  òran, 
lii'dh  \i\   alia  mar  '«  e'A  domh, 
Gu  brath  t'iiad  'm  ìh  bcù  mi 

J'oirt  ageliil  ort  a  cliaoitlh  : 
Na  fhuair  mi  dhe  t-fhuran, 
('iia'n  fhuaraich  e  tuille, 
NI  sinanintcan  mo  chiidhn 

Uiut  brithinn  nach  pill  ; 
(/iia  ^n  eil  Siòrrachd  dha  'n  toid  mi, 
Ge(i  '  ruigliinn  Dun-t/idcatiti, 
Nacli  toir  mi  deagh  sgpiil  ort 

Fhad  'dh'  eisdear  mo  raiiin 
'S  bheir  mi  Cbarraig  blio  Fbeargus, 
Gu  atharrach  ainme, 
'S  leuehd-calaidh  na  li-Alba 

D'a  sheanchas  'a  da  slieiiin. 

Ceud  furan.  ceud  failte, 
(-eud  soraidli  le  bàrdachd 
Ceud  tlachd  mar  ri  àilleachd, 

Air  fas  air  a  mhnaoi  ; 
Ceud  beannachd  na  dlià  dhut, 
'S  gu'm  faiceam-sa  si  an  thu, 
Mu  tha  idir  an  dan  domh, 

'Dhol  gu  brath  do  Locli-bhrnoii! ; 
Ged  nach  sgalaiche  bàird  mi, 
Cha  'n  urrainn  mi  àicheadh. 
Ma  thig  iad  ni  's  dàine 

Gu'm  paigh  iad  ris  daor  :  — 
'S  i  bean  nan  rasg  trodhad, 
Gun  ardan,  gun  othail, 
'S  i  ÌMàiri  's  glain'  bodhaig 

—  Creag  odlsar  nan  craobh. 

Creag  ghobhar,  creag  chaorach, 
Creag  bheann,  agus  aonaich, 
Creag  fhasgach  ri  gaoith  thu, 

Creag  laogh,  agus  mlieann  ; 
Creag  chaoran,  creag  chnotlian, 
Creag  fbiarach,  a's  clircamhach, 
Creag  iatiach  a'  labbairt 

Am  barraibh  nan  crann  ; 
Gu'n  cluinnte  giith  smeòrach 
An  uinneag  do  sheòmair, 
'S  a  chulhag  a  còmhradh 

I\Iar  a  b'eòl  d'i  bhi  caiimt. 
'S  bi'dh  oalaidh  a  mhonaidh, 
Ki  duich  anns  ati  dor  us 
i\Iar  onair  ri  Mhaii, 

13ean  sboiia  nan  (Jleann. 

O  nach  urra  mi  sgriobhadh, 

No  litir  a  Icu^liadli, 

Fliir  a  dhealaich  an  d.'«  rium 

Aig  cArn  an  fbeidh  dhuiim, 
'Chuir  a  chuid  gillean, 
'Sh  ghearrain  pa'm'  sbireadh, 
]Mu'n  racliadlj  mo  mliilleadh, 

An  curaisde  puill } 
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()  niicli  una  mi  inholiulh, 
All  otiuir  mar  clioisiiiii, 
IM(»  blicaiiiiaclHl  ^ii  meal  n 

(inn  j'aslaiiit  a  chaoidii  ! 
Fhir  H  t>iii(ibhlu8  ait  ratliad, 
A  (Iir  ioiitiMiiilli  na  Dalilioicli, 
Uain  iiniricii  nio  blicaninu  lid 

Gu  Mali  clii'iiiiiii  Dot) II  ! 


^ote — The  above  truly  admirable  sour  wn«  composed 
by  William  M'Kcnzio,  the  CJairloch  and  Lochbroom  cate- 
chii,t,  commonly  called  An  CcUtcar  Crhhoch,  owiiiK  to  a 
lameness  which  he  had.  He  was  a  native  of  the  pai  ish  of 
Gairloch,  and  was  born  about  the  year  l(>70.  In  his  early 
years,  M'Kenzie  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  serious 
young  man  :  he  committed  to  memory  the  whole  of  the 
questions  of  the  Shorter  Catechism  in  Gaelic,  and  was 
Rubsoqucnily  allowed  a  small  stated  salary  for  going  alnmt 
from  hamlet  to  hamlet  in  the  forementioned  parishes, 
catechising  the  young,  and  imparting  religious  instruction 
to  all  who  chose  to  attend  his  meetings.  It  was  while  em- 
ployed  on  these  missions  that  he  composed  the  foregoing. 
It  was  the  dead  of  winter:  the  houses  were  far  apart— a 
tremendous  storm  came  on— and  our  author,  to  save  his 
life,  was  compelled  to  stand  in  the  shelter  of  a  rock.  In 
this  situation  he  was  fortunately  discovered,  and  conveyed 
on  horseback  to  the  house  of  Mr  iM'Kenzie  of  Balone, 
where  he  experienced  the  greatest  kiiuliicss.  lie  forth- 
with invoked  his  muse,  and  celebrated  the  praises  of  his 
host's  sister,  then  a  beautiful  young  lady,  and  after- 
wards Mis  M'  Kenzie  of  Kcrnsary,  in  Gairlcch.  A 
song  of  less  poetic  grandeur  and  merit  might  well  have 
immortalized  any  mountain  maid,  and  established  the  re- 
putation  of  the  author,  and  put  it  beyond  the  reacli  of  de- 
traction. 

M'Kenzie  continued  to  officiate  in  the  capacity  of 
perambulatory  catechist  for  a  period  of  seven  years,  and 
was  then  deposed,  under  circumstances  which  we  shall 
briefly  recount.  He  happened  to  be  in  Strath  Gairloch  at 
a  time  when  the  nuptials  of  one  of  the  native  rustics  were 
celebrated;  and,  contrary  to  what  he  might  well  expect, 
he  was  left  uncalled  to  the  feast.  How  he  felt  in  conse- 
quence of  this  indignity,  we  would  probably  have  been  left 
in  the  dark,  had  not  two  or  three  otheis,  who  had  been 
slighted  like  himself,  congregated  where  he  lived,  having 
with  them  a  bottle  of  whisky.  The  glass  went  round,  and 
various  witticisms  and  epigrams  were  exploded,  manifest- 
ing the  contempt  in  which  they  held  the  newly-married 
couple,  and  the  entire  round  of  their  relatives  and  guests. 
At  length  it  was  propounded  to  the  catechist  whether  he 
ought  not  to  commemorate  the  circumstances  in  a  poem 
or  song.  Forgetting  the  sacredness  of  his  office  and  the 
tenure  by  which  he  held  his  situation,  in  the  buoyancy  of 
the  moment,  he  sung  the  following  extemporary  effusion 
before  they  separated  ; — 

ORA>'  EADAR  CAR.\ID  OG  OIDHCHE.'M  BAINNSE. 
Air  fonn — "Oran  na  Feannaig.'^ 

IsE. — 'S  nnithich  dhuiiine  bhi  'g  eiridh, 
O'n  tha  sin  feumach  air  cada), 
Bho  na  rinu  siiiu  n-ar  suipeir, 
Cha  dean  sin  fuireach  na  's  fai Je ; 
Mas  a  math  an  cuid  leumnaich, 
Biodh  iad  feia  ris  gu  latha, 
An  rud  sin  th'agad  a  dhuine, 
*S  an  lis  is  mo  ii-ar  annas, 
Gu  fios  a  bblas. 

EsAN. — 'S  fada  'n  latha  gu  h-oidbche, 
'S  faid'  an  oidhche  na'n  latha, 
'S  iomadh  stachdaiii  sa'  bhliadhna, 
Gu  bhi  'g  iarraidh  gu  leithid, 
'S  misde  siniie  'sinn  gnracb, 
A  dhol  a  Ihoiseachadh  brais  lis, 
'S  ma  ni  sinn'  ii'ar  milleadh, 
Gur  h-ann  is  meas'  «11  diblicar^on, 
'S  uach  'eil  siuu  sean. 


I»*.— Acli  c'liime  *i  miida  finn  lhiuchiùi>tii 
Dirt  iii.'K'li  mil  liiicli  dhiiiiiii  A  IcaiitiiiiiCi 
'K  ma  rill  thii  tfiii  iin  chiiiii  gliruiii  v, 
Cliii  bhi  mi  duiia  ^^i^  thiiffur  ; 
Chiialu  iiiih'  ìU|{  nni  iiihathuir, 
(Jiir  ni  Kiiathuirlit  li-ithid, 
'S  gur  bua^  iiiatli  tli'unii  ua  ptionadli, 
'b  u  bhi  lu  aoiiain  nn  tliiuuiii, 
'S  u  ui|;  ^iivh  iicucli. 

KiAi«, — 'K  tniajli  iinch  rolih  mi  ipin  phoiadh, 
/\ri>a  bruiiii-aii  '»  c  'g  cii'idli, 
llii  mliddha  m'  fuiim  air  a  cliadal, 
8  mi  '11  dcigh  coiseuchd  an  aoiiich, 
Cbiikll  mi  craicoauii  nam  meoireun, 
Ann  's  na  bru((an  'h  iad  duoi-  dhomh, 
'S  rha  dian  mi  'n  obair  air  t-ailleay, 
Ge  b'i  b'  fhcarr  air  an  t-Ruo{fbul 
'S  nach  'eil  mi  'u  H^uirt. 

l«ir, — Di-bidh  I  air  do  sbfannrhaF, 

'S  inairg  a  dh'fhalbh  k-at  thar  aonnirh, 
'S  tniagh  nach  robh  mi  gun  dt-arc  01  (, 
Ach  mi  dlrfhairilin  an  t-K<u>|{)iail, 
Le  do  cliroma^shlait  gun  pbiaeach, 
Nach  tig  thuige  fo'n  aodach 
'S  inairg  a  thaohair  ad  chuideaclul, 
Fliior  thrudair  nan  daune, 
'Sa  glilogaidh-both  1 

Esan. — A  Ri  1  bu  mhise  chuis  thruais  leaf, 
'S  moch  a  fhuair  mi  mo  mhaliadh, 
Cha  bhidh  do  thoibheiin  cho  liialh  dhom'.i. 
Na  bidh  tu  stuaime  na  narach, 
DIffhaodadh  tusa  bhi  suaB  It-is, 
Nu'n  deanain  uair  ann  san  railh'  e, 
■S  mise  dh'fhuireach'as  aonaii!, 
Thun  na  h-aois  to  a  tha  mi, 
Gun  dol  nachar. 

IsK. — Dh'  aithnich  mise  ort  nach  b'fhiach  tbu, 
'S  gu'm  bu  shiachaire  bieun  tliu, 
'S  nach  robh  duiiie  '3  na  criccban, 
Cho  measa  rian  air  an  fheum  riiit, 
Tha  mi  dh'easbhuidh  do  sporsa, 
Dh-flialbh  mi  phosadh  an  de  leaf, 
'S  mar  faigh  mi  misiieachd  to  mairciioh, 
A  chaoidh  cha  cliaraicliear  bield  orin, 
'S  cha  ruig  mi  leas. 

EsAN. — ni  tu  sin  ann  a  naire, 

Mar  a  caraichear  bveid  ort, 
Bheir  fjach  nabaidh  dhnt  toibbeum  ; 
'Niiair  a  cliluinn  iad  mar  dh'eirich  ; 
Ge  do  ruigeadh  tu  'm  Parson, 
Gu  n-ar  Fgaradh  bho  cheile; 
A  chaoidh  cha  'n  fhaigh  thu  chead  posadh 
'S  e  'n  aghaidh  ordugh  na  cleire, 
'S  nach  'eil  e  ceart. 

IsE. — Innis  thusa  dhomh  'n  fhirinn, 

Na'm  Leil  feuin  dhomh  bhi  fuireach, 
Na'm  beil  comas  air  t-innleachd, 
No  'na  dhiiilt  thu  mi  builleach, 
Mas  esochair  tha  fas  ort, 
Gu  do  lamh  chuir  sa  'n  obair 
Fagaidh  mis  thu  cho  eolach, 
Ris  na  seoid  tha  ris  cuinauta, 
Bho  chian  fad. 

EsAN. — 'Nuair  a  Ihainig  an  oidhche, 

'S  nacli  robh  soils'  ann  ach  dorchei, 
'Sa  chaidil  an  duthaich, 
'S  nach  robh  duil  ri  luchd  falbha, 
Air  an  obair  gun  shin  e, 
'Nuair  a  dh'eirich  a  mheanmainn, 
'S  tbeab  nach  sguireadh  e  thathasd, 
Le  ma  thaitinn  am  baragan  ud 
Ris  cho  math. 

IsE. — "S  fearr  sud  na  bhi  falamh, 

Ma  ni  thu  cleaehdadh  dheth  'n  comhnuidh. 
'S  mas  ann  am  feobhas  a  theid  thu, 
Cha  dian  mi  t-eibbeach  na  t-olach, 
Cha'n  'eil  air  obair  ach  sineadh, 
'S  a  bhi  ga  sir  dheanamh  comhnuidh, 
Cha  bhi  faiteachan  treubhach, 
'S  bidh  don-bidh  air  fear  bronach 
Nach  teid  na  char. 

This  coraico-satirical  production  was  soon  made  public 
and  the  author  was  lauded  by  one  party,  and  de. 
nounced  by  another.  The  ministers  of  Gairloch  and  Loch. 
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broom  shiwk  tlieir  heads — shuddered  at  the  profanity 
of  the  catcchist,  and  gave  intimation  from  their  res[)ective 
pulpits  that  the  catechisticai  labours  of  our  author  had 
ceased!  He  was  previously  dragged  before  the  I'resby- 
tcry,  examined,  and  cross-examined,  as  to  the  extent  and 
nmnber  of  his  bardic  delirKjuencies.  One  or  two  of  the 
elders  and  ministers  had  the  hardihood  to  espouse  his 
cause  while  thus  arraigned  at  the  Presbytery's  bar,  and 
insisted  that  the  reverend  judges  should  hear  the  song 
from  his  own  lips.  *'  I  can  re|)eat  no  song,"  said  the  bard, 
"  unless  I  accompany  the  words  with  an  air ;  and  to  sing 
here  would  be  altogether  unbecoming."  'I'his  obstacle 
was  removed  by  consent  of  the  Moderator,  and  he  sung 
the  song  with  great  glee,  while  his  judges  were  more 
obliged  to  their  handkerchicls  than  to  their  gravity  for 
the  suppression  of  risibility.  It  does  not  appear  that 
M'Kenzie  was  ever  afterwards  restored  to  his  situation. 
He  died  at  a  good  old  age,  and  was  buried  in  Crcagan- 
an.Inbhir  of  Muckle  Grecnard,  Lochbroom. 


CALUM   A  GIILINNK.* 

lui:nneag 

Mo  Chailin  donn  o(/, 

S  mo  nighean  duhh  thogarack^ 
rUogainn  ortfonn^ 

Neo-throm  gun  togainn, 
JMo  nighean  dubh  gun  iarraid//. 

Mo  bhriathar  gun  iogainn^ 
S gun  invsinn  an  t-aobhar, 

Nack  eileas  ^ga  d  ihogradh. 
Mo  Chailin  donn  og. 

Gij'm  beil  thu  gu  boidhcach, 

Hainndidh,  banail, 
Gun  cbron  ort  fo  'n  gbreiii, 

Gun  bheum,  gun  si^ainnir  ; 
Gur  gil'  thu  fo  d'  leine 

Na  eiteag  na  inara, 
'S  tha  coir'  agam  leiii 

Gun  cbeile  bbi  mar-riut. 
Afo  Cliadln  domi  og,  (^.'C. 


*  The  author  of  this  popular  song  was  Malcolm 
M'Lean,  a  native  of  Kinlochewe,  in  Hoss-shire.  M'Lean 
had  enlisted  in  the  army  when  a  young  man,  and  upon 
obtaining  his  discharge,  was  allowed  some  small  pen- 
sion.  Having  returned  to  liis  native  country,  he  mar- 
ried a  woman,  who,  for  patience  and  resignation,  was  well 
worthy  of  being  styled  the  sister  of  Job.  Malcolm  now  got 
the  occupancy  of  a  small  pendicle  of  land  and  graring  for 
two  or  three  cows  in  Glensgaith,  at  the  foot  of  Ben- 
fuathais,  in  the  county  of  Koss.  M'Lean  during  his  mili- 
tary career  seems  to  have  learned  how  to  drown  duil  care 
as  well  as  "  fight  the  French" — he  was  a  bacchanalian  of 
the  first  magnitude.  He  docs  not,  however,  ap()car  to 
have  carried  home  any  other  of  the  soldier's  vices  with 
him.  Few  men  have  had  the  good  fortune  to  buy  immor- 
tality at  so  cheap  a  rate  of  literary  and  poetical  labour  as 
"  Caium  a  Ghlinnc :"  on  this  single  ditty  his  re[>utation 
shall  stand  unimpaired  as  long  as  Gaelic  poetry  has  any 
admirers  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland. 

The  occasion  of  the  song  was  as  follows  :  M'Lean  had 
an  only  child,  a  daughter  of  uncommon  beauty  and  loveli- 
ness J  but  owing  to  the  father's  squandering  what  ought, 


Gur  niiilatiacii  mi, 

'8  mi  'n  deigh  iiach  inallj  learn, 
Na  dbeanadh  dliut  8tà 

Aig  each  'ga  mbalaitt; 
Bi'dli  t-athair  an  combnuiilb 

'G  ol  le  caithream, 
'8  e  eolas  nan  com 

A  dh-fliag  mi  clio  falamli. 
Mo  Chadin  doiiu  og,  SyC. 

Nam  bithinn  a'g  ol 

Mu  bhord  na  dibhe, 
'S  gum  f'aicinn  mri  inhiann 

'8  mo  chiall  a'  tigbinn, 
'8  e  'n  copan  beag  donn 

Tijogadh  fonn  air  mo  rhridbc, 
'S  cba  tugaiiin  mo  bbriatbar 

Nach  iarrainn  e  ritliist. 
Mo  Chailin  donn  og,  S^c. 

Bi'dh  bodaich  na  durb' 

Ri  burst  's  ri  fanaid, 
A  can  tain  rium  fcin 

Nach  geill  mi  dh-ainnis; 
Ged  tha  mi  gun  spreidh, 

Tha  teud  ri  tharruinn, 
'S  cha  sgiiir  mi  de  'n  11 

Fhad  's  is  beo  mi  air  tbalamh. 
Mo  Chailin  donn  og,  ^c. 

'8  ioma  bodachan  gnu 

Nach  diiirig  in''  aitbris, 
Le  thional  airsprwidh 

'S  iad  ga  threigsinn  a's  t-earrach 
Nach  cosg  anns  a  bhliadbna 

Trian  a  ghallain, 
'S  cha  toir  e  to  'n  ùir 

Na  's  inii  na  bbeir  Cahim. 
AIo  Chailin  donn  og,  ^c. 


under  any  economical  system  of  domestic  government,  to 
have  formed  herdowery,  she  was  un  wooed,  unsought,  and, 
for  a  long  time,  unmarried.  The  father,  in  his  exordium, 
portrays  the  charms  and  excellent  qualities  of  his 
daughter,  dealing  about  some  excellent  side-blows  at  for- 
tune-hunters, and  taking  a  reasonable  share  of  blame  to 
himself  for  depriving  her  of  the  bait  necessary  to  secure  a 
good  attendance  of  wooers. 

The  song  is  altogether  an  excellent  one,  possessing  many 
strokes  of  humour  and  flights  of  poetic  ideality  of  no 
common  order  ;  while  its  terseness  and  comprehensiveness 
of  expression  are  such,  that  one  or  two  standing  proverbs  or 
adages  have  been  deduced  from  it.  His  "  Nif^/ican  dubh 
Thogarrach"  and  her  husband  wore  living  in  thw  parish  o( 
(^ontin,  in  the  year  17fiS).  Malcolm,  so  far  as  we  have  bicn 
able  to  ascertain,  never  got  free  of  his  tavern  propensities, 
fur  which  he  latterly  became  so  notorious,  that  when  he 
was  seen  approaching  an  inn,  thclocal  topers  left  their  work 
and  flocked  about  him.  He  was  a  jolly  good  fellow  in  every 
sense  of  the  word  ;  fond  of  singing  the  songs  of  otiier  poets, 
for  which  nature  had  provided  him  with  an  excellent 
%'oice.     He  died  about  the  year  1764. 
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^aiu  bìlliìiiii  aii'  iVill, 

'S  iiii  ceudaii  inui*  liuiii, 
De  ('huidcachtla  chùìi' 

A  (Ih-òlailh  (Iriiiiia  ; 
Giiii  siiidhiiiii  iim  'ii  bliònl 

'c>  guii  trùigliiiiii  itio  .slitMinij^ 
'S  chu  tuirt  ntu  blieaii  riainli  lìiiiu 

Acli — '•  Diii  Ifiit  a  Chaldin  !  '« 
J\[o  ('/uiilin  duìiii  uj^  i\-c. 

G«  1  tha  lui  giiii  stì/i', 

Le  M  's  le  iuinairt, 
Ait'  bhiMgaii  (lo  nl, 

Le  pi'ìs  na  miiic  ; 
Thii  turtaii  aig  Dia, 

'S  e  fialaidli  uiiiic, 
'8  ina  glieìbli  ini  lUi)  shlaiiitf, 

Gu  'ui  pàidli  nii  ii;i  sliir  mi. 
2Io  Chailin  doiui  o<j,  ^c, 

Ge  mor  le  càcli 

Nu  tha  ini  iniUcadli, 
Cha  tugaiiiM  mu  bhùid 

Nach  ohiiiiu  tuillcadh, 
'S  e  gaol  a  bhi  mor 

Tha  m'  fheuil  a'  sireadh— 
Tlia  'ii  sgeul  ud  li  aithris 

Aìi'  Calluia  a  Ghliitiie. 
J/o  Cliuilin  donn  oy,  S^c. 


*  The  virtue  of  mildness  in  his  wife  was  often  put  to  the 
test,  aiul  fuund  to  be  equal  to  the  glowing  representation 
of  the  poet.  Malcolm  had  occasion  to  go  to  Uingwall  on  a 
.summer  day  for  a  boll  of  oatmeal  ^  and  having  experienced 
the  efiects  of  a  burning  sun  and  sultry  climate,  he  very 
naturally  went  into  a  public-house  on  his  way  to  rtj'ret>h 
himself.  Here  he  came  in  contact  with  a  Badenoch  dro- 
ver, who,  like  hims^elf,  did  occasional  homage  at  the  shrine 
of  the  red-eyed  god.  Uur'Svoithy  brace  of  topers"  entered 
into  familiar  confab  ;  gill  was  called  after  gill  until  they 
got  gloriously  happy.  Malcolm  forgot,  or  did  not  choose 
to  remember,  his  meal  ;  the  drover  was  equally  indifferent 
about  his  own  proper  calli"g— and  thus  they  sat  and  drank, 
and  roared  and  ranted,  until  our  i)oet  told  his  last  sixpence 
on  the  table.  After  a  pause,  and  probably  revolving  the 
awkwardness  of  going  home  without  the  meal,  *'  Well," 
said  Malcolm,  "  if  I  had  more  money,  I  would  not  go 
home  for  some  lime  yet."  "That's  easily  got,"  leplicd 
his  crony,  "  I'll  buy  the  grey  horse  from  jou."  The  animal 
speedily  changed  owner.--,  and  another  ar.d  more  deter, 
mined  onslaught  on  "blue  ruin"  was  ihe  consequence. 
Our  poet  did  nothmg  by  halves, — he  quaffed  stoup  after 
stoup  until  his  pockets  were  emptied  a  second  time. 
"  Egad  !"  exclaimed  M'Lean,  makuig  an  effort  to  lift  his 
head  and  open  his  eye?,  "  1  must  go  noiv!"  "  You  must," 
rejoined  his  friend,  "  but  I  cannot  see,  for  the  life  of  me, 
how  you  can  face  your  wife."  "  .My  wife  !"  exclaimed  the 
bard  in  astonishment,  "  pshaw  !  man,  she's  the  woman 
that  never  said  or  w  ill  say  worse  to  me  than  "  Dia  leal  a 
Chalum\'"  that  is,  God  bless  you  JIalcoim.  "  Til  lay  you 
a  bet  of  the  price  of  ihe  horse  and  the  meal  that  her  tern- 
per  is  not  so  good,  and  that  you  will  get  an  entirely  differ, 
ent  salutation,"  replied  the  drover,  who  had  no  great  laith 
in  the  taciturnity  of  the  female  sex.  " 'Done  !' my  re- 
cruit," vociferated  the  bard,  grasping  the  other  eagerly  by 
the  hand.  Away  went  Malcolm  and  with  him  the  landlord 
and  ctiicr  two  me:;,  to  w.tness  and  report  vvh:it  rcccplioii 


Ci.AC:iI.\N   G1ILIN.\'-])A-KU.\IL. 

LLl.N.NKAU. 

Mo  chaileiHj  bliian-tjlicul,  in/irall-a/iuilcuc/i^ 
A  dh-j'luis  (ju  J'aUaiii,j'uas>j(iiU\ 

(j'ur  troiii  mo  cltcum  o  '«  dhealakk  sinn^ 
Ai[i  clac/uiii  O'/diiia'-du'ritaiL 

Di-dòiiaich  rinii  mi  chùlachadii, 

IJcaii  òg  'a  inùdbai'  gluaM.id, 
'Iha  'gulli  mar  ch«!<(l  na  sineoraicbe, 

'S  mar  bhiT  an  rùi.t  a  gruaidlieaii. 
Mo  ciiuiledf/,  i^f. 

'6  caoin  a  .st-ang  s-hlios  fiiraitach, 

Ni'U-churaidI)  a  ceiiin  uallarl)  ; 
Tha  'gairdean  ban  gle  clmuiadail  ; 

'S  dead  luracli  n'  a  beul  guamacb. 
Mo  chaileu'j^  ^c. 

'S  ro  fhaicilleach  'ii  a  còmhradh  i, 
Gun  sgiliH,  gun  sgleò,  no  tuaileas  ; 

Gur  llatiiail  coiseachd  shràidean  i, 
Air  bheagan  stàit  no  guaineia. 

JMo  chuileay^  ^c, 

Ged  bheireadli  Seòras  àite  dhomh, 
Cho  ard  's  a  tha  measg  uriislean  ; 

Air  m*  t'hacal  's  mnr  a  b'  fhearr  leain, 
A  bhi  'n  Cuir-chnaimh  na  ih'  bhuuchaill. 
Mo  chuilcat/,  ^c. 

O  's  truagli  iiach  robh  mi  's  m'  ailleagan 
Air  airidh  cois  nam  fuar-bheann  ! 

Ba  shocair,  sèimh  a  chaidiinn,  's  i 
Nan  m'  achhiis,  air  an  luacbair. 
Afo  ckailecuj,  c^r. 

Clia  suaiirihneas  cidhch'  air  leabaidh  dhonib, 

Ga  t-fhaiciiiii  ami  am  biuadar  ; 
'S  am  liiobail  tein  clia  laiinhsich  mi, 

Gun  t-icmhaigh  gliràidb  ga  'm  bhuaireadh. 

Mu  cha'dcuf/^  t^c. 


our  droutliy  friend  should  meet.  He  entered  his  dwelling, 
and,  as  he  approached  on  tl.e  floor,  he  staggered  and  would 
have  fallen  in  the  tire,  placed  grateless  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  had  not  his  wife  flung  her  arms  affectionately  about 
him,  exclaiming,  ''Dia  Lai  a  Chalum'."  "  Ah  I"  replied 
Malcolm,  "  why  speak  thus  softly  to  me, — I  have  drunk 
my  money  and  brought  home  no  meal."  "  A  hcalherbell 
for  that,"  said  his  helpmate,  "  we  will  soon  get  more  money 
and  meal  too."  "  But,"  continued  the  ir.toxicated  poet, 
"  I  have  also  drunk  the  grey  horse!"  "  What  signifies 
that,  my  love,"  rejoined  the  excellent  woman, "  you,  y<jur- 
self  are  still  alive  and  mine,  and  never  shall  we  want- 
never  shall  I  have  reason  to  murmur  while  my  Malcolra 
is  sound  and  hearty."  It  was  enough  :  the  drover  had  to 
countdown  the  money,  and  in  a  few  hours  Mrs  IM'Lcan 
had  ihe  pleasure  of  hailing  her  husband's  return  with  the' 
horse  and  meal. 


A  IRE  AMU  TAUUTA. 
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'N  uair  b'  riiilciiit'  bri;  r"  a  inhitiiati  ir, 
A  fiosrachadli  inu  'r  Uiiaillciiclul  ; 

liba  nii^e  coiinbead  dùruchdacb, 
Xa  seirc  tlia  d'  shiiil  nco-luaii:c«(li. 

Cit't]  .sbtiidhtas  CIr''ir  iia  tire  Icajii, 
^S  mi  Mgriubhadh  dhaibli  le  liiatli-Iaiinli  ; 

*S  nriii  bhius  ino  smuainteari  diotiihairoach, 
Air  ^iìiie  dhuiiiii  a  chuach-fhuil^. 

Acli  's  eagal  Icam  le  m'  cheib'ircachd, 
Gu  'ii  gabi)  ail  seiseiii  gruaiin  liiiin  : 

Ged  fhogras  ind  do  'ii  Olaiiit  mi, 
ÌU  m'  bhe')  cha  toir  ir.i  (ualii  dhut  ' 
Mo  challeag^  cjjf. 


yote.—'Vhe  above  popular  song  lias  been  attributed  to 
so  many  reputed  poLts,  ihat  we  ftel  great  pleasure  in 
putting  the  re.-der  right  on  the  subject.  'Ihe  Perth- 
shire people  claimed  it  for  the  late  Kev.  Dr  Irvine  of 
Little  Dunkeld  ;  while  the  others  were  equally  certain 
that  it  was  the  production  of  Mr  Archibald  Currie, 
teacher  of  the  (ìramniar  trchool,  llothtbay.  To  arrive 
at  a  satisfactory  conclusion  as  to  its  paternity,  we  have  in. 
stitutcd  the  necessary  inquiries,  and  have  now  the  satisfac- 
tion to  announce  that  it  is  the  composition  of  Mr  Angus 
riitcher,  parochial  schoolmaster  of  Dunoon.  We  sulyoin 
i\Ir  Fletcher's  letter  in  reply  to  our  communication  : — 

"  I  was  born  at  C  oirin-t.shee  (foirii.ti},  a  wild,  scques. 
tercd,  and  highly  romantic  spot  on  the  west  batik  of  Loch- 
cck,  in  Cowal,  early  in  June,  HTG ;  and  was  chiefly  edu- 
cated at  the  parish  school  of  Kilmodan,  Glcndaruel.  From 
Glendarucl  I  went  to  Bute  in  1791,  where  I  was  vaiiously 
employed  until  May,  1801,  when  1  was  elected  parochial 
schoolmaster  of  Eunoon,  and  that  situation  1  have  con- 
tinued to  fill  (however  uiivorthil))  hitherto. 

"  1  he  '  Lassie  of  the.  G/cn'  is  my  earliest  poetical  pro. 
duction,  and  came  warin  fiom  the  hcait  at  the  age  of  Hi 
years.  'Ciac/ian  Ghlaiii'.da.runil,'  I  think,  was  comjioscd  in 
1807,  in  compliment  to  a  very  '  bonnie  H/cJaii' iat'Sie,'  Miss 

Jean  Cuirie  of  Coirechnaivc,  now  Mrs  IJ n.     In  this 

song,  althou<;h  1  believe  the  best  of  the  two,  the  /icari  was 
not  at  all  concerned.  It  appeared  first  in  the  '  Fdiuburgh 
Weekly  Journal,'  with  my  initials,  and  has  been  evident, 
ly  copied  from  that  paper  into  Turner's  Collection  of 
Gaelic  Songs.  The  verse  beginning  '  Nuair  'ihu'uiheas 
Cteir  nn  tire  kam,'  has  reference  to  the  situation  I  then 
held  of  deputy-clerk  to  the  Presbytery  of  Dunoon,  and  tD 
the  office  of  Session. clerk  of  the  united  parish  of  Dunoon 
and  Kilmun,  which  I  still  hold." 

Here,  then,  the  authorship  of"  Ctachan  Gh/inji^daruaH" 
is  settled.     It  is  one  of  the  best  and  most  jiopular  of  oi;r 
amorous  pieces,  and,  although  the  talented  author  sajs 
that  "  the  heart  was  not  at  all  concerned"  in  it,  we  venture 
to  remind  him  that  Nature,  that  excellent  schoolmistress, 
had  taught  him  to  study  /nr  ways.     'J  he  air  to  wliich  it  is 
sung  is  also  veiy  popular,  and  is  known  in  the  Lowlands 
by  the   name  of  Nc.l   Govj's   S/rat/ispct/.    Put,  without 
wishing  to  denude  that  celebrated  violinist  of  any  of  his 
laurels,  we    beg  to  inform  the  reader  that  that  air  was 
known  in  the  Highlands  centuries  before  Neil  was  b(-rn.  i 
It  is  called  "  Ccikireacftd  iia  Mnatlta  S'/t/i,"  or  the  ^"Fairy's  I 
Carol,''  and  has  the  following  tradition  aime.xed  to  it.     A 
certain  farmer  had  engaged  a  youig  beautiful  feniaJe  as  , 
herd  and  dairymaid,  for  a  peii(  d  of  twelve  months.     Du. 
ring  the  first  days  of  her  servitude,  as  her  character  and  ! 
history  were  altogether  unknown,  it  was  necessary  to  have 
a  .ibarp  eye  after  her.    ('n  one  occasion  while  her  employer 
"Went  out  to  SCO  whether  she  was  tcndiig  the  cattle  with 


,  due  care,  he  found  l)er  dancing  lightly  «;n  the  giccn,  And 
I  ainging  a  Gaelic  tong,  one  ver*e  of  wliich  we»ul)join  ;— 

"  .\iii  b.iii  a  (tiriii.iti  rJia  chuithr'i  mi, 

.\iii  bun  a  chriiiilli  t-lia  thi  mi  ; 
-Viii  bun  d  i-lii  iiiilli  cha  cliuitlii  in  mi. 

'S  iiio  leubaidli  anus  an  t-Kliilheaii." 

We  beg  to  translate  tiiis  for  the  sake  of  the  Engliah 
leader,— 

I'll  tfiid  111,1  long  lliy  cutllf,  man, 

I'll  t.ii  J  not  loiif;  thy  bullork  ; 
111  ten. I  not  loM){  thy  iMtll*-,  man, 

My  bed  i:i  in  yon  UilUick. 

But  to  return  to  Jfr  Fletcher,  we  are  sorry  that  want  of 
room  prevents  us  from  giving  the  "  Luss.e  oj  the  Gkn"  in 
GacLc.  We  annex,  however,  an  Lnglish  translation  of 
it  which  has  deservedly  become  very  popular.  It  is  froin 
Mr  I'lctcher's  own  pen. 

Air—"  Cam  an  Fhiiung  riheach  Uiuarn." 

Beneath  a  hill  'mang',birken  bufhef>. 

By  a  biirnie's  dimpilt  linn, 
I  told  r^)y  love  with  artless  blusher*. 

To  the  liassic  o'  the  Glen. 

O'J  tlie  biiken  bank  tae  gragitii;, 
Hey  I  the  burniet  dimpilt  linn  i 

De'tr  to  ale's  the  boniiie  lassie. 
Living  in  yon  ruMe  glen. 

Lanely  Ruail !  thy  Etrcarn  sae  glassir, 

Shall  be  aye  my  (av'iite  theme  ; 
For,  on  thy  banks,  uiy  fiighland  labsio, 

First  coufcisKed  a  mutual  flan.c. 
O  /  the  biiken,  <5 c. 

What  bliss  to  sit  and  nane  to  fa^ji  i;f, 

In  Home  sweet  wee  bow'ry  den  I 
Or  fondly  stray  amunj;  the  rashui, 

M'i'  the  I.nssie  o'  the  Glen ! 
0/  the  birken,  ^c. 

And  though  I  wander  now  unhappy. 

Far  frae  si  ones  we  haunted  ll:en, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  the  bank  sae  gra8:>ii', 

>.'iir  the  tias.sic  <>'  the  Glen. 
O  !  the  bii  ken,  «5  c. 


MALI   Bin: AG  OG. 


Nacii  truagii  leat  mi  's  ii;i  'in  pi  iosaii, 

i\]o  .^Ihali  Iheag  òg, 
Do  cliairdeaii  a'  cuir  binn'  orii), 

iAIo  chuid  de  'ii  tsaoghhl  thù. 
A  biiean  iia  mala  mine, 

'S  iia  'm  poj;au  mar  iia  fii-guis, 
'S  tu  iiach  fagatlh  ^bins  mi, 

Le  mi-1'ùiii  du  bbeuil. 

Di-dòmhnaich  arms  a'  ghleann  diiiiui, 

iMo  JMhali  bbeag  og 
'Nuair  thoisich  mi  ri  cainnt  riut  ; 

I\Io  chuid  de'ii  t-sliangnl  mbòr. 
'Nuair  (ihl'liosgail  mi  mo  sliùileati, 

'S  a  sheall  mi  air  mo  chul-thaobh  ; 
Bha  marcach  an  eicb  chrtitliaich, 

Tigli'n'  dlù  air  mo  l-ig. 


'M)S 


SAIl-OIIAIll   NA:M   IJAIll)  (J  A  i:  I.  A  CI  I. 


*S  mtae  hli'iiir  mo  liliiiaircadh, 

IMo  IVlliàli  blioii^  ò^, 
'Niiair  'tliaiii  an  'Hlua^'li  iiiu'ti  cuairt  duiiui 

!M<>  ribhinii  glilaii  iit*  : 
'S  tnia^li  iiacli  aim  Man  uair  iid, 

A  tliuit  ino  lainli  o  in'  |i;lMialainn, 
Mu'n  dir  umHÌs  ini  do  bliualadli, 

Mo  ISIIiuU  bheag  òg. 

Gur  bùiche  learn  a  db'l'lias  llm. 

i\Io  iMliàli  bbrag  Òì;, 
Na'n  lili  anil  sail  l'tià.sa(-)i, 

Mo  cheud  ghradh  '8  mo  nVm  : 
INlar  aiu-al  caoiii  iiagrèiii' 

Ann  am  inadainn  cliiùin  ag  eirigli, 
Be  Slid  do  dhieach  as  t-eugais, 

Mo  Mhàli  bheag  òg. 

'S  raise  a  thug  an  gaol 

Dha  mo  Mhàli  bhig  òig, 
Nach  dealaich  rium  sa'n  t-saoghal, 

Mo  nlghean  bhoideach  tliu. 
Tha  t-flialt  air  dhieach  nan  teudari, 

Do  ghruaidhean  mar  iia  coaraii  ; 
Do  shuilean,  flathail,  aobhach, 

'S  do  bheul-lahhairt  ciùin. 

Shiuhhlainn  leat  an  saoghal, 

Mo  Mhàli  bheag  òg  ; 
Cho  fad  a's  <ùl  na  gieine, 

A  gheug  a's  ailli  gniiis 
Iluithinn  agus  leumainn, 

Mar  fhiadh  air  bharr  nan  slcibhtean, 
Air  ghaol  's  gu'in  bithinn  reidh  's  tu, 

Mo  Mhàli  bheag  òg. 

'S  truagh  a  rinn  do  chàirdean, 

Mo  Mhàli  bheag  òg  ! 
'Nuair  thoirmisg  iad  do  ghradh  dhomh, 

Mo  chuid  de  'n  t-saoghal  thu : 
Nan  tugadh  iad  do  lamh  dhomh, 

Cha  bhithinn-'s  ann  san  am  so, 
Fo'  bliinri  air  son  mo  ghraidh  dhut, 

Mo  Mhàli  bheag  òg. 

Ge  d'  bheirte  mi  bho'n  bhàs  so, 

Mo  Mhàli  bheag  òg, 
Cha  'n  iarrainn  tuille  dàlach, 

JMo  cheud  ghradh  's  mo  ruin  : 
B'annsa  'n  saoghal-s'  fhàgail, 

'S  gu'm  faicinn  t-aodann  ghradhach  ; 
Gun  chuimhn'  bhi  air  an  la  sin, 

'S  na  dh'fhàg  mi  thu  ciùirt'. 

A'o/c.— The  above  beautiful  song  was  composed  by  a 
young  Highland  officer,  who  had  served  under  King 
William  on  the  continent  soon  after  the  Revolution.  His 
historj-,  which  elucidates  the  song,  was  thus  :— He  was  the 
son  of  a  respectable  tenant  in  the  Highlands  of  Perthshire, 
and  while  a  youth,  cherished  a  desperate  passion  for  a 
beautiful  young  lady,  the  daughter  of  a  neighbouring 
landed  projirietor.  Their  love  was  reciprocal— but  such 
was  the  disparity  of  their  circumstances  that  the  obstacles 


to  their  union  were  regarded  even  by  IhemRclvow,  n«  invu. 
pi-ral)l(<  To  mend  matters,  the  (gallant  young  IlÌKlilandcr 
enliitled,  and  being  a  brnve  Koldicr  and  a  yoiin^;  man  nf 
cxcc'lltnt  conduct  and  character,  lie  was  promoted  to  the 
rank  of  an  olliccr.  After  »evcral  yearn'  alìnciice,  and  whr-n. 
at  the  end  of  a  campaign,  the  army  had  taken  up  their 
winter  ((uarters,  he  came  home  to  see  her  frii  ndu-^-to  try 
whether  his  newly  acquired  Htatus  might  not  removt-  the 
objections  of  her  friends  to  their  union.  She  waii  Htill  un. 
married,  and  il'  jiossible  more  licautifiil  than  when  he  left 
her — every  feature  had  assumed  thu  highly  finithcd 
character  of  womanhood — her  beauty  was  the  uni vernal 
theme  of  admiratir>n.  Othello. like,  the  gallant  young 
officer  told  her  of  "  hair-breadth  'scapes  by  land  and  flood" 
and  80  enrajitured  the  young  lady  that  she  readily  agreed 
to  elope  with  him 

Having  matured  their  arrangements,  tlicy  fled  on  a 
Saturday  night — ))robably  under  the  belief  that  the  non- 
appearance of  the  young  lady  at  her  father's  table  on 
Sabbath  morning,  would  excite  no  surmises  in  the  hnriy 
of  going  to  church.  She,  indeed,  had  complained  to  her 
father  of  some  slight  headach  when  she  retired  to  rest, 
and  instructed  her  maid  to  say  next  morning  that  she  was 
better,  but  not  disposed  to  appear  at  the  breakfast  table. 
Not  satisfied  with  tne  servant's  prevarication,  who  was 
cognizant  of  the  elojiement,  the  father  hurried  to  his 
daughter's  bed-room,  and,  not  fmding  her  there,  he  forcibly 
elicited  the  facts  from  the  girl.  He  immediately  as^lembled 
his  men,  and  pursued  the  fugitive  lovers  with  speed  aiid 
eagerness.  After  many  miles  pursuit,  they  overtook  them 
in  a  solitary  glen  where  they  had  sat  down  to  rest.  'J  he 
lover,  though  he  had  nobody  to  support  him,  yet  was  de- 
termined not  to  yield  up  his  mistress ;  and  being  well 
armed,  and  an  excellent  gladiator,  he  resolved  to  resent 
any  attack  made  upon  him.  When  the  pursuers  came  up, 
and  while  he  was  defending  himself  and  her  with  his  sword, 
which  was  a  very  heavy  one,  and  loaded  with  what  is 
called  a  steel  apple,  [ubhal  a'  chlaidheimh),  she  ran  for 
protection  behind  him.  In  preparing  to  give  a  deadly 
stroke,  the  point  of  the  weapon  accidentally  struck  his 
mistress,  then  behind  hitn,  so  violent  a  blow,  that  she 
instantly  fell  and  expired  at  his  feet !  Uiion  seeing  this, 
he  immediately  surrendered  himself,  saying,  "  That  he  did 
not  wish  to  live,  his  earthly  treasure  being  f^one .' "  He  was 
instantly  carried  to  jail,  where  he  composed  this  heart- 
melting  song  a  few  days  before  his  execution. 

Our  neighbours,  the  Irish,  claim  this  air  as  one  of  their 
own,  but  upon  what  authority  we  have  been  left  in  the 
dark.  Sir  John  Sinclair  establishes  its  nativity  in  Scotland, 
but  falls  into  a  mistake  in  making  an  inn  the  scene  of  the 
melancholy  catastrophe  of  the  lady's  death.  '1  he  song 
itself  substantiates  our  version  of  it.  The  second  stanza 
was  never  printed  till  given  by  us— the  whole  is  now  printed 
correctly  for  the  first  time.  It  is  one  of  the  most  plaintive 
and  mellow  in  the  Gaelic  language— full  of  pathos  and 
melancholy  feeling.  The  distracted  lover  addresses  his 
deceased  mistress,  as  if  she  werestill  living— a  circumstance 
that  puts  the  pathetic  character  of  the  song  beyond  com. 
parison,  and  amply  illustrates  the  distraction  of  his  own 
mind— a  state  of  mental  confusion,  and  wild  melancholy, 
verging  on  madness. 


MAIRI  LAGHACH. 
(original  set.) 

LE  MURCHADH  RUADH  NAM  BO. 
LUIJTNEAG. 


//Ò,  mo  Mkàiri  LaghacJiy 
S  tu  mi  Mhàiì-i  hhinn  ; 
//t,  mo  Mhàiri  Laghach, 
'S  tu  mo  Mhàiri  ghrinn  ; 


//(■>,  mo  Mhàiri  Laghachy 

'iS  tu  mo  M/iàiri  bhinn  ; 
J\lhàiri  bhoidheachy  lurach^ 

limjadh  anns  na  glinn, 

Nuair  H  thig  a  lihealitaitin, 

liiihidh  '  choill  lo  blilà, 
'S  eoiii  l)lie<)^:i  'seirin  duiiin-— 

A  dh'òidlich  a's  a  la  ; 
Gobliair  ai;us  raoiricli, 

A's  crodh-luuigh  le'n  àl, 
'S  Mdiri  bliàri  gnn  saodacli^ 

Mach  I'i  aodainn  chàni. 
Ho^  mo  Mhàiriy  ^'c. 

'Nuair  a  thig  an  Sàmhradli, 

li'iiiisa  bhi  's  tia  glinn, 
Ged  robh  an  t-aran  gann  oirn, 

Bi'dli  'n  t-amhlan  tii  filit' 
Gheibh  sinii  gruth  a's  uachdar, 

i3uannachd  a  chruidh  laoigii, 
As  ionuid    a  chinn  chuachaich, 

Chuir  mu'n  cuairt  a  mhing, 
Hoy  mo  Mhàiriy  ^c. 

"  A  Pheigi,"  arsa  Seùnaid, 

"  'S  tu'ònach  learn  do  chdil, — 
Nach  iarradh  tu  'sheOinar, 

Ach  Gleann-sineòil  gu  bràth."— 
"  iJi'dh  miV  dol  do*n'  bhuaile, 

A's  m*  fhalt  mum'  chluas  a  'fas, 
'S  bi'dh  na  fir  a  faighneaclid, 

IVJaighdean  a  chùil  bhàin. 
//o,  mo  JMhàiri^  ^c. 

'M  Icar  a  thig  an  lath.id. 

'S  math  leis  thu  bhi  anri, 
Do  ghruaidh  mar  na  caurann, 

Uhios  ri  taobh  nan  àllt : 
Tha  thu  banail  beusach — 

Cha  leir  dhomh  do  mhoang  ; 
li'annsa  bhi  ga  d'phògadh, 

Na  pòit  fion  na  Fraing. 
Ho^  mo  Mhàiriy  ^c. 

Na'm  biodh  Seònaid  làidir, 

Chuir  a  làmh  *s  an  im, 
Peigi  ris  an  àl, 

A's  Màiri  mu  'n  chrodh-laoigh, — 
Bhithinnse  gu  stàtoil, 

Dol  gu  àiridh  leibh, 
'S  cha  bhitheamaid  lo  phrhcas, 

Te  nach  tàmhadh  linn. 
/7o,  mo  JMhàiri^  cj[t-. 

Nuair  shui<lheas  daoin'  uaisle, 

Mu'n  cuairt  air  a  bhùrd, 
'G  eilteachadh  ri  cheile, 
'S  deigh  ac'  air  bhi  ceol, 


Cha'n  fhaic  mis  an  cis  iad, 
Air  Hon  sols  dam  bi'oil, 

Luinneag  Màiri  <;huai:hacJi, 
'l'ha«huas  nn  (ileatiii-itiii(.'ùil. 
//o,  i)vo  Alhdiri,  ijc. 


Note. — The  author  of  the  rorc^oiriR  popular  song  wai 
Murdoch  M'Ketiiie,  a  Loch. broom  Urovi-r,  known  LKtrr 
in  his  iiative  country,  by  the  coKnnmpn  of  " Sturchndh 
liuadh  nam  Bo,"  or  red-haired  Murdoch  of  the  drorc*. 
Mr  M'Kentie  composetl  many  excellent  songs,  and  had 
them  taken  down  in  manuscript,  preparatory  to  |>ul>lication  : 
but  at  the  importunity  of  his  brother-in-law,  the  Hev. 
Lachlan  M'Kenzie,  of  Lochcarron,  he  couiigned  them  to 
the  flames  His  own  daughter,  Main  Lagftnch,  was  the 
subject  of  the  above  pastoral.  Mr  M'Kenzic's  maid  ser. 
vant,  it  appears,  had  absconded  from  his  service  ;it  a  time 
when  her  labours  were  most  required  in  the  sheiling  or 
mountain  milk-liouse,  and  the  parent  naturally  appreciate* 
the  services  of  his  own  daughter,  who  at  a  very  early  age 
showed  great  expertness  in  that  department.  The  air  is 
original,  and  so  truly  beautiful  that  the  song  has  attaineil 
a  degree  of  popularity,  which  its  poetry  wrmld  never  have 
entitled  it  to,  if  composed  lo  an  old,  or  inferior  air.  Mr 
M'Kcnsic  dictl  in  18:il. 


MAIRI  LAGIIACir. 

(second  set.  ) 

LUINNEAG. 

IIò^  mo  Mhàiri  larjlmch^ 

'S  tu  mo  Alhàiri  òìiÌTin^ 
Ilòy  mo  Mhàiri  laghach^ 

^S  tu  mo  JMhàiri  ghrinn  : 
Il'o^  7)10  Mhàiri  laghach^ 

''S  tu  mo  jM/iàiri  bìiiinc 
Alhàiri  b/ioid/icach  htrach., 

Rugadh  anns  na  glinn. 

IJ'òg  bha  mis'  a's  IMairi 

'M  ta.saic.hean  Glilinii-SmeòH, 
'Nuair  rhuir  macati-Hhenuis, 

Saighead  gheur  'n  am  fheoil ; 
Tharruinn  sinn  ri  chcile, 

Ann  an  eud  cho  beò, 
'S  nach  robh  air  an  t-saoghal  ; 

A  thug  gaol  cho  mor. 
//o,  mo  Mhàiri,  <^c. 

^S  trie  bha  mis'  a's  Màiri, 

Falbh  nam  fàsach  fial, 
Gu'ri  sinaointean  air  t'àl-bbeairt, 

Gu'n  chail  gu  droch  ghniomh  ; 
Cupid  ga  n-ar  tàladh, 

Ann  an  cairdeas  dian  ; 
S  barr  nan  ct*aobh  mar  sgàil  dhuinn, 

'Nuair  a  b'  aird'  a  ghrian. 
//o,  7no  Af/ìàiri,  ^c. 

Ged  bu  Icamsa  Alba' 
A  h-airgead  a's  a  inauiii, 
2  A 
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On  mnr  hhitliinti  Hoiia 

Gii'ii  do  t'.lioinuiiii  ^noil? 
IV  Htiiiitii  hlii  ^;i  «r  pltò;;mlli, 

Le  <li>:k;;li  choir  dluMiili  t  liein^ 
Na  ^<>tl  fliiii<(liitiit  slùras. 

Nil  lloiiiii- lOorp'  ^u  loir. 
//o,  »»0  Mhàiri^  <^c. 

Tlia  do  bhi'oilleiirli  sohiis 

l.<àri  de  shonas  ^raidli  ; 
Uclid  a's  gile  sheallan^ 

Na  'a  ear  air  an  t-snàmh  : 
Thii  do  inhiti-shlios,  fallnii), 

Mar  cliaiiach  a  rliàir  ; 
Miiiiieal  innr  an  fltaoiiirin 

Fo  'n  aodaiiui  a's  àiUt'. 
//o,  vio  Mkàiri,  ^c. 

Tha  tflialt  bachlacli^  dualacli, 

Ma  do  chluais  a'  fas,  , 

Thug  nadur  p\.c\\  biiaidh  dha, 

Tliar  gacli  jrriiaijj  a  bha  : 
Cha  'n  'eil  dragh,  no  tuairgnp, 

'Na  chiiir  suas  gach  la  ; 
Cbas  gacli  ciabli  mun-cuairt  dheth, 

'S  e  'na  dbuail  gu  bharr, 
i/o,  mo  MUàiri,  Sj^c. 

Tha  do  chailc-dheud  shnaighte 

Mar  shneachda  nan  ard  ; 
T-anail  mar  an  caineal  ; 

Beul  bho'm  banail  tailt : 
Gruaidh  air  dhreach  afi  t-siris  j 

Min  raisg  chinnealt,  thlà  ; 
Mala  chaol  gu'n  ghruaiinean, 

Gnùis  gheal  's  cuach-fhalt  ban. 
//o,  mo  Mhàiri^  <|c. 

Thug  ar  n-uabhar  barr 

Air  ailleas  righrean  mor  ; 
B'  iad  ar  leabaidh  stàta 

Duilleach  's  barr  an  fheoir  : 
P'lùi'aichean  an  fhàsaich 

'Toir^huinn  cail  a's  treoir, 
A's  sruthain  gblan  nan  ard 

A  chuircadh  slaint  's  gach  pòr. 
/io,  mo  JMhàiri^  ^c. 

Cha  robh  inneal  ciiiil, 

A  thuradh  riainh  fo  'n  ghrein, 
A  dh'-aithriseadh  air  choir, 

Gach  ceol  bhiodh  againn  fhein  : 
Uiseag  air  gach  lònan, 

Snieòrach  air  gach  geig  ; 
Cuthag  '3  gÌJggùg  £ic', 

'Madainn  churaidh  Cheit'. 
Ho,  mo  Mhàiri,  ^c. 

Note. — The  second  set  of  "  Mairi  Lnghach."  is  the  rom> 
position  of  Mr  John  M' Donald,  tacksman,  of  Scoraig,  Loch- 


broom,  a  kc"''*''"""  <'f  Rrcat  poctiral  talenti.  It  Is  \n- 
flnili'ly  Hupi'rior  lo  the  original  ict ;  and,  wliilc  Mr 
M'Kfnzic  ha*  the  merit  of  liavinj;  composid  the  air,  Mr 
M' Donald  i.i  ciitillcd  to  the  jiraÌM' of  having  KiinRthat  most 
beautiful  of  airH,  in  lan^uajte,  which,  for  purity.  inellDW- 
ne8«.  and  p(M'try.  was  never  surpashc-d.  Mr  M' Donald  nnvr 
live*  in  the  inland  of  l.ewÌH,  where;  lie  is  mwrh  reoperted  ; 
he  is  tl)e  author  o(  inany  excellent  poems  ami  son^n.  and 
In  him  yet  the  Highland  mnse  finds  a  votary  of  ardent 
•devotednean, — of  nerve,  tact,  talent,  intelligence,  and  wit. 
We  suhjoin  a  l)eanlifnl  translatitni  of  five  ntanzas  of  thii 
popnlnr  somk  hy  another  gifted  Highlander  Mr  D. 
M'Pherson,  bookseller,  London. 


Sweet  tlie  rfn'ntf  ntotintaint,  reti  with  hrntlicr  htp/f. 
Sweet  the  buliblin;j  foiinliiint  and  the  dfwy  dell$i 
Sweet  the  snowy  blnsivm  of  tlie  thtn-ny  ticf  I 
Sweeter  is  young  Maty  of  Glcnsnwle  to  me. 

Sweet,  O  sweet !  with  Mary  o'er  the  wiTd«  to  stray, 
When  Glensmnle  is  dress'd  in  all  the  pride  of  May, — 
And,  when  weary  roving  tliroii^^h  the  greenwood  jjl.ide. 
Softly  to  recline  beneath  the  birken  (h<tdc. 
Sweet  the  rising  mountains,  ffc 

There  to  fix  my  j?aze  in  raptures  of  deliirh*. 
On  her  eyes  Of  truth,  of  love,  of  life,  of  light— 
On  her  bosom  purer  than  the  silver  tide, 
Fairer  than  the  cana  on  the  mountain  side. 
Swcct  the  1-ising  mountains,  SfC. 

A^'hat  weie  all  the  Rounds  contriv'd  by  tunefid  men, 
To  llie  warbling  wild  notes  of  the  sylvan  glen  ? 
Here  the  merry  lark  ascends  on  dewy  win?, 
Tliere  the  mellow  mavis  and  the  blackbird  sing. 
Sweet  the  rising  mountains,  <5c. 

"\^'hat  were  all  the  splendour  of  the  proud  and  great. 
To  the  simple  pleasures  of  our  green  retreat? 
From  the  crystal  spring  fresh  vigour  we  inhale; 
Rosy  health  does  court  us  on  the  mountain  gale. 
Sweet  the  riiing  mountains,  ^c. 

Were  I  offered  all  the  wealth  that  Albion  yield*. 
All  her  lofty  mountains  and  her  fruitful  Celds, 
With  the  countless  riches  of  her  subject  seas, 
1  would  scorn  the  change  for  blisses  such  as  these  ! 
Sweet  tlie  rising  rnountmns,  SfC, 


CUIR  A  CHINN  DILEIS. 

(original  set.) 

lutis'neag 

Cuir  a  cliinn  dUeis, 
Dileis,  dlleis, 
Cuir  a  chinn  dlleis^ 

Tharum  do  làmk , 
Do  ghorm-shuil  thairis, 
A  mliealladh  na  mUtean^ 
'S  duiiic  gun  cMiy 

Nach  tugadh  dhut  gràdlu 

Cha  thinneas  na  feachda, 
'S  a  mhadainn  so  bhual  mi  : 
Ach  acaid  ro  buaii 

Nach  leigheis  gu  brach. 
Le  sealladh  air  faiche, 
De  shlait  on  taigh  uasail, 
Moch-thra  di-luain, 

'S  mi  'g  amliarc  an  la. 


AIREAMH  TAGHTA, 


971 


Ilirm  dt'iseid  a  pearsH, 

Nach  facas  :i  thuarinsa  ; 

'G  iineachd  Ib'ii  chuuch-chiil, 

Chaina^ach,  thia. 
Uitin  (lealaraiih  a  inais', 
Agus  lasadh  a  gruaidtieati, 
Mis*  a  ghrad  bhualadh, 

Tharais  gu  hir. 

Cuir  a  cldnu  dileis,  <5"C. 

Ach  dh'  eirich  mi  rithist, 
Le  cridhe  IJin  uabhair; 
A's  dh'  imich  mi  ruathar, 

liuighinn  iia  duil. 
G'a  )i-iathadh  na  m'  ghlacaibh, 
Ach  smachdaicii  i  bhuain  isiii 
Ochan  !  is  truagh  ! 

A  mheath  i  mo  chùil. 

Cuir  a  chimi  dileis^  ^'c. 

Do  dhearc-shuilean  glana, 
Fo  mhalla  gun  ghruaimeun  ; 
'S  daigheanii  a  bhuail  iad, 

Mise  le  d'  ghrùdh. 
Do  ros  bbilean  tana, 
Seamb,  farasda,  suairce, 
Cbidhaichear  m'  uaigh 

Mar  glac  thu  mo  làmh. 
Cuir  a  chirm  dileis,  ^c. 

Tar  t'uasgail  air  m'  anam 
On  chcanglial  is  cruaidhe  : 
Cuimbnich  air  t-uaisle, 

'S  cobhair  mo  cbàs. 
Na  biodhams'  am  thraill  dut 
Gu  bràch,  on  aon  uair-s'  ; 
Ach  tiomaich  o  chruas, 

Do  cbridbe  gu  tlas. 

Cuir  a  chinn  dileis,  4"C. 

Cha'n  thaodar  learn  cadal, 
Air  leabaidh  an  uaigneas  : 
'S  m'  aigne  ga  bhuaire', 

Dh'  oidbche  's  a  la. 
Ach  aiiinir  is  biniie, 
'S  a's  grinne,  's  a's  suairce  ; 
Gabh-sa  dhiom  truas, 

'S  bithidh  mi  slàn  I 

Cuir  a  chinn  dileis^  ^c. 


cum  A  CIIINN  DILEIS. 

(modern  set.) 

'S  mi  'm  sliuidir  air  an  uilirin 
A  tuireadh  sa  caoine  ; 
Bhuail  saighead  a  gbaoil  mi, 

Direach  gu'm  sbàil. 
Dh'  fhàs  mi  cho  lag, 
*S  nach  b""  urra'  mi  direadh  ; 


Le  goirteas  mo  chinn, 

'S  cha  d'  shin  i  dhomh  lamh. 

Cuir  a  chi/iH  dilein,  §c 

'S  mi  'm  shuidh'  air  an  tulatch, 
An  iumal  na  cuirte  ; 
A'  g  amharc  mo  ruin, 

'S  i  'n  ionad  ro  aid. 
Thug  i  le  fionnaireacbd, 
Sealladb  de  sùil  domli, 
'S  tbiunndaidb  i  cul-thaubb, 

Seachad  air  barr. 

Cuir  a  ckitm  dUeis^  ^c. 

Sheali  mi  am  dIuMghidh, 
Gu  tVadharc  db'i  tbuotainn  ; 
'S  chuna'  mi  h-aodatin, 

Farasda,  tlà. 
Chuna'  mi  sealladfi, 
A  mh«alladh  na  mikean, 
'S  amaideach  mi, 

'8  nach  faigh  mi  na  pàirt, 

Cuir  a  chinn  dileis,  tj  c 

Tha  mais''  ann  ad  bbilean 
Cha  'n  aithris  lucbd-ciiiil  c, 
Togaidh  tu  sunnt. 

An  tallachan  ard. 
I^eagair  loat  seachad, 
Sàr  ghaisgich  na  d  .tji'cir  ; 
Le  sealladb  do  shi  i,V 

'S  le  gìùlan  do  ^hnàis. 

Cuir  a  CÌÙ1UI  dileÌAf  ^'C, 

Do  bhraghad  ni  's  gile, 
Na  canach  na  dige  ; 
Chile  dol  sios, 

'M  tìonn  bhaine  blath. 
S  ioma  rud  elle — 
Cha  'n  'eil  i  ri  taotainn, 
Idir  san  t-saoghal, 

Aogais  mo  gbraidb, 

Ctiir  a  chirm  dUeis,  i^c. 

Do  chul  mar  an  canach, 
T-t'halt  clannacli  's  ciiirn  air, 
A  chumas  an  driùchd, 

Gu  dill  air  a  bharr. 
Na  chuailean  air  casadh, 
Na  chleachdan  air  liibadh, 
^S  do-cheannaicht'  an  ciùn, 

Tha  giulan  a  bblath, 

Cuir  a  chinn  dileis^  ^x. 

Do  ghruaigh  mar  an  corcur, 
Ueul  socair  o'm  binn  sgeul : 
Deud  mar  na  dlsne, 

"S  tinealt  a  dh'  fbàs. 
Do  sblios  mar  an  eala, 
S  do  mheall-sbuileun  miogacb. 
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'I'lialadli  thil  m'  iniithin, 
'S  cliti  ]iili  i  gii  brfich. 

Cnir  a  chinn  dilcis,  ijc. 

yote. — The  nbove  two  beautiful  botirs  are  of  great  nntl. 
Jjiiity,  and  their  aiitliotKhip  is  not  known,  'rhfrc  isatrans- 
Intioii  ofonc  (if  ttiL'ni,  by  a  lady,  in  Johnson's  "Scottish 
Musical  Museum,"  Vol.  II.  'J  he  KuKlish  version,  however, 
although  very  literal  and  not  destitute  of  merit,  conveys  no 
>de.i  of  the  spirit,  felicity,  and  poetical  grandeur  of  the 
original. 


AN  NOCHD  GUIl  1  AOIN 

MO  CHADAIi  DOMH. 

An  nochr]  gur  faoin  mo  chadal  dhoirih, 

Sioi*  acain  na'm  beil  bh^uam, 
Do  choinunri  le  deagli  chuoiinliiiealachd, 

Dh'fhag  mi  bho  'ii  raoir  fo  ghruaim. 
Gur  trie  mi  aim  an  aisling  leat, 

Gach  uair  da  'n  dean  mi  suaiii ; 
Trom-osnaidi  'nuair  a  dhiiisgeas  mi, 

Air  bbi  dha  t-iundrann  bh'uam. 

Air  bhi  dhumh  'g-iundrann  suairceis  biruam, 

'S  tu  leagh  mo  siinuadh  '3  mo  bhlà; 
O  rinn  do  ghaol-sa'  fuarachadh, 

Cha  dualach  dhomh  bhi  slàn. 
'S  ann  riut  a  leiginn  m'  uir-easbhuidh, 

Air  ghleu9  nach  cluinneadh  each, 
Dh-l'hag  t-aogasg  mi  cho  muladach, 

'S  gur  cunnart  dhomh  am  bas. 

Is  mor  a  ta  do  ghibhtean  ort, 

A  ta  gun  fhios  do  chàch 
Corp  seang  gun  fheall  gun  fhalachd  ann, 

Gur  càs  thu  mhealladh  graidh. 
'S  a  liughad  òigear  furanach, 

A  thuilleadh  orms'  an  sàs, 
D*  an  tugadh  t-aodann  faothachadh, 

'S  an  t-aog  ga  'n  cur  gu  bas. 

Cha  chuireadh  gaol  gu  geilte  mi, 

Na  'ra  freagradh  tu  mo  ghlòir, 
Gur  h-e  do  chòmradh  maighdeannai], 

Mo  raghainn  dheth  gach  ceòl. 
'S  gur  h-  iomadh  òidhch'  no-aoibhneach, 

Chum  do  chaoimhneas  mi  fo  leòn  ; 
Is  bi'dh  mi  nochd  a'  m' aonaran, 

A  sinaointeach  bean  do  nebil. 

Tha  bean  do  neòil  am  braithreachas, 

Ri  eala  bhàn  nan  speur  : 
Gur  binne  leam  bhi  màran  leat, 

Na  cìàrsaichean  nan  teud. 
I8  tha  do  thlachd  a'a  t-aillidheachd, 

Ag  cur  do  ghraidh  an  ceill  ; 
Gur  cosmhuil  thu  ri  àiUeagan, 

Da'n  umhlaich  each  gu  leir. 


Is  beairt  a  ciilaoidh  mo  shoclialr  thu, 

'S  a  Hhocraicli  ort  1110  ^haol  ; 
'S  gur  e  iiihendaiiiii  tiirfia  dhomh, 

Gu'n  thu  blii  dliomii  mar  .shaoii. 
Sgeul  fior  a  dh'  t'heudar  uircamh  leam  ; 

Ciiir  leir  a  bhlà  \  a  chaoiii  ; 
Gu'n  d'  Ihag  gach  speis  a  th'  agam  <lhut, 

All  nochd  mo  chadal  faoin. 

Gu  'n  d'  riuFi  mi  Alb'  a  chuartachadh, 

O  Chluaidh  gu  uisge  Spo; 
Is  beati  do  neoil  cha  chualas, 

Ikt  neo-luainiche  na  beus. 
Is  corrach,  gorm,  do  shuiiean  ; 

Gur  goal,  s  gur  dlù,  do  dheud, 
Fait  buidhe  's  e  na  chuachan  ort, 

'^  a  shnuagh  air  dhreach  nan  teud. 

Thug  raise  gaol  da  riridh  dhut, 

'Nuair  bha  thu  d'  nionaig  òig  ; 
la  air  mo  laimh  nach  dibrinn  e, 

Air  mhile  punnd  de  'n  or  : 
Ge  d'  fhaighinn  fhln  na  chrùintean  e, 

Ga  chunntadh  dhomh  air  bòrd  ; 
Cha  treiginn  gaol  na  ribhinue, 

A  tha  'n  lie  ghlas  an  fheùir. 


OllAN  AILEIN. 

LUINNEAG. 

Hu(/  h  ho-rl  ho  hoireannan, 
Hiig  Ò  ho-rl  's  na  hi.ri  hv.  ò, 
Hithill  u  hog  oireannan^ 
Hk  0  ho  ri  hog  oireannan  ! 

AiLHiN,  Ailein,  is  fad  an  cadal, 
Tha'n  uiscag  a'  gairm  's  an  la  glasadh, 
Grian  a'g  èiridh  air  an  leachdainn, 
S  fada  bhuam  fhin  luchd  nam  breacan. 

Hug  0  ho-ri,  ^c. 

Ailein  duinn  gabh  sgoinn  's  bi  g'  eiridh, 
Tionail  do  chlonn,  cuirahnich  t-fheum  orr, 
Bi'dh  Alba  mhor  fo  bheinn  bheisdean, 
Mar  a  dion  a  muinntir  fein  i. 
Hug  0  ho-ri^  ^c. 

Bheir  iad  Mòrag*  mbin  air  eigin, 
'S  eagal  leam  gu'n  dian  i  geilleadh, 
S  gu'm  bi  sliochd  gun  an  coir  fein  ac. 
De  Bhreatainn  mhor  no  de  dh-Eirinn. 

Htig  0  ho-ri,  ^c 

'Mhorag  na'm  faicinn  t-fhear-ceusaidh,f 
Ge  b'  ann  air  càbhsair  Dhùn-Eideann, 
Thàirrgainn  na  laìnn  chaola,  gbeura, 
'S  dh-fhagainn  fhin  e  marbh  gun  eiridh 
Hug  0  ho-ri,  Sfc. 

♦  Prince  Charles,    f  The  Duke  of  Cumberland 


AIllEAMH  TaGUTA, 
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OilAN 

DO  PHIIIL'NNSA  TEAHi.ACH. 

Fhiii  ltd  t)ia  tliiiil  mil  àiridh  iiati  C'oinhaichean, 
U'thejUT  leain  fhiri  gu'ii  ciritieadh  giiuthacii  leat, 
Shiùl»hlaiiiri    Glearm-laoidh  a's  Gleann'-comhan 
IJà  tliaobh  Loch-iall  a's  Gleaiin'-tadha  loat,  [leat, 

Ilillirin  hò-rò  ho  blia  //b, 

'S  na  hillirin  hò-rò  ho  bha  hì^ 

Na  hillirin  hò-i'ò  ho  bha  hh. 

Mo  leann-dvbh  mòr  on  chaidh  tu  dhio.n. 

Sliùibhlaitiii  moch  leat,  shiubhlaiiin  ana-moch, 
Air  feadh  choilltean,  chreagaii,  a's  ghurbhluch, 
O  !  gur  h-e  mo  ruin  an  sealgair, 
'S  tu  mo  raghaitiii  do  shluagii  Alba. 
Ilillirin  ho-ro  ho  bha  hoy  ^c. 

A  Thearlaich  òìg  a  chuilein  chiataich, 
Thug  mi  gaol  dut  's  cha  ghaol  bliadhna, 
Gaol  nach  tugaiiin  do  dhiùc  na  dh'iarla, 
irfhoarr  learn  fhin  nach  faca  mi  riamh  thu. 

Hillirin  ho-ro  ho  bha  ho,  ^-c. 

Fhleasgalch  ud  am  beul  a  Ghlinne, 

Le  t-fhalt  dualach  sios  ma  d'  shlinnean, 

B'annsa  learn  na  chuach  bu  bliinne, 

'Nuair  dheanadh  tu  rium  do  chumliradh  mills. 

Ilillirin  ho'TO  ho  bha  ho,  ^c. 

15ha  do  pl»f>g  mar  fhion  na  frainge, 
Bha  do  ghruaidh  mar  bhraileig  Shàmhraidh, 
Suil  chorrach  ghorm  foM'mhala  ghreannar. 
Do  chul  dualach,  ruadh,  a  mheall  mi. 

Ilillirinn  ho-ro  ho  bha  ko,  ^'C, 

A  Thearlaich  òig  a  mhic  High  Seumas, 
Chunna  mi  toir  mhòr  an  deigh  ort, 
ladsan  gu  subhach  a's  mise  gu  deurach, 
L'isge  mo  chinri  tigh'n'  tinn  o'm  leirsinn. 

IlilUrin  ho-ro  ho  bha  ho,  ^  c. 

INIharbh  iad  m'athair  a's  mo  dha  bhrathalr, 

Mhill  iad  mo  chinneadh  a's  chreach  iad  mo  cha- 

[irdean, 
S<;rios  iad  mo  dhùthaich  rùisg  iad  mo  mhathair, 

'S    bu    laoghaid   mo   mhulad    nan   cinneadh    le 

Ilillirin  ho-ro  ho  bha  ho,  ^c.  [Tearlach. 


Note.— The  real  author  of  this  favourite  ditty  is  not 
known,  and  though  published  on  the  "  lips  of  thousand  fair 
maidens  and  fond  admirers,"  this  is  the  first  time  it  has 
been  committed  to  press.  Various  MS.  copies  of  it  are 
in  ovir  possession,  the  oldest  of  which  is  by  a  Lady  and 
beais  the  following  title.  "  Miss  Flora  Macdonald's  La- 
Jtient  for  Prince  Charles." 


CUMHA    DO    Dir  UlLLEAM  SISLAL, 

FKAR  INNS'-NAN-CEANN  AN  BRATII-OHLAS 

A  THUIT  I.ATHA  CIILJII.OnAlK, 

LK  MIINAOI  KEI.N. 

OcH  !  a  Thearlaich  òig  Stiubhairt, 

'S  e  do  chùls  rinn  mo  leireadh, 
Thug  thu  bhuam  gach  ni  bl/agam, 

Ann  an  cogadh  na  t-aubhar  : 
Cha  chrodh,  a's  cha  chaoirich, 

Tha  mi  caoidh  ach  mo  cheile, 
Ge  do  dh'fhiigte  mi  m'aonar, 

Guu  sian  's  an  t-saoghal  ach  leine. 

JMo  run  geal  òg. 

Co  nis  'thogas  an  claidheamh, 

No  ni  chathair  a  liojiadh  ? 
'S  gann  gur  h-e  tha  air  m'  aire, 

O  nach  maireann  mo  chiad  ghradh  ; 
Ach  cia  mnr  gheibhinn  o  m'  nàdur, 

A  bhi  'g  àicheadh  na  's  miann  learn, 
A's  mo  thogradh  cho  làidir, 

Thoirt  gu  àite  mo  righ  math  ? 

M(»  run  geal  eg. 

Bu  tu'm  fear  mor  bu  mhaih  cumadh, 

O  d'  mhullach  gu  d'  bhrùgan, 
Bha  do  shlios  mar  an  eala, 

'S  bias  na  meal'  air  do  phògan  ; 
T-fhalt  dualach,  donn,  lurach, 

Mu  do  mhuineal  an  òrdugh, 
'S  6  gu  cam-lubach,  cuimeir, 

'S  gach  aon  toirt  urram  d'a  bhoichead. 
Mo  run  geal  òg. 

Bu  tu  'm  fear  slinneanach  Icathunn, 

Bu  chaoile  meadhon  's  bu  dcalbhaich  ; 
Cha  bu  tailear  gun  eòlas, 

'Dheanadh  còta  math  gearra  dhut  ; 
Na  dheanadh  dhut  triubhais 

Gun  bhi  cumhann,  no  gann  dut  ; 
Mar  gheala-bhradan  do  chasaii, 

Le  d'  ghearr  osan  niu  d'  chalpa. 

Mo  run  geal  òg. 

Bu  tu  iasgair  na  h-amhunn — 

'S  trie  a  thaghaich  thu  fein  1  ; 
Agus  sealgair  a  mhunaidh — 

Bhiodh  do  ghunn'  air  dheagh  ghleusadh  ; 
Bu  bhiiin  leani  tabhuiin  do  chuilein, 

Bheireadh  fuil  air  mac  eilde  ; 
As  do  laimh  bu  mhor  m'  earbsa— 

'S  trie  a  mharbh  thu  le  cheil  iad. 

Mo  run  geal  òg. 
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SAU-OBAIK  NAM   IJARl)   GAELACII. 


liii  til  pòìtenr  im  diblu' — 

'N  iiin  (iuitllie  'h  taif;l»  ().s<la, 
Gt>  b«;  (liroladli  's  tu  i>>iui(ilu'a(l)i  ; 

(ìod'  tliiiittsuili  (-ach  iiiti  iia  bordaihli, 
VjÌì'ì  air  niliìs^  rlia    ii  (>  b'  fliiii  Icat, 

Cha  (1<>  (lb   ioiiiiMuich  thu  òg  e, 
'S  rba  d'  iarr  tlm  i  iamb  cùis, 

Air  te  air  chul  do  uilina  pòsda, 

iMo  I' all  goal  0;^. 

Gur  mis  tli'air  mo  sgaradh, 

'S  g«  do  cbanam,  cba  blireiig  o— 
Chaidli  ino  sbiigradli  gu  .siU>a<lb, 

O'ti  iiach  jtillear  bbo'n  eug  tbii, 
I'Var  do  cboile  a's  do  thuisge, 

Cba  robb  furast  rt  tbcutainn, 
'S  cba  do  sbeas  an  Cnilcxbiir, 

Fear  do  cboltais  bu  tiririe. 

JMo  run  goal  hg. 

'S  ioma  baintigheania  pbriseil, 

Lc'n  sioda  's  le  'n  MÒiabb, 
Dan  robh  mis'  am  chuis-lbàrmaid, 

Chionn  gu'n  tairgeadh  tu  pòg  dhomh  ; 
Ge  do  bbitbinn  cbo  sealbliacb, 

'S  gu'm  bu  learn  airgead  Ilafiobbar, 
Bheirinn  cnac  anns  na  h-àiuteaii, 

Na'n  cumadh  each  sinn  bho  pbòsadb  ! 
Mo  i"ùn  gt'al  òg. 

Och  !  nan  och  !  gur  mi  bochdag, 

'S  mi  Ian  osnaicb  an  còmhnuidh  ; 
Chain  mi  dùil  ri  thu  thighinn — 

Thuit  mo  cbridhe  gu  doirteadh  ; 
Cha  tog  iiodhall,  no  clùrsach, 

Piob,  no  thileasg,  no  ceòl  e  ; 
Nis  0  chuir  iad  thu'n  tasgaidh, 

Cha  diiisg  caidridh  duin'  òig  mi. 

Mo  1'L.n  geul  òg. 

Bha  mi  grei  s  ann  am  barail, 

Gu'm  bu  mhaireann  mo  cheile, 
S  gu'n  tigeadh  tu  dhathaigh, 
JLe  aighear  's  le  h-eibhneas, 
Ach  tha  'n  t-àm  air  dol  tharais, 

'S  cha  'n  fhaic  mi  fear  t-eugais, 
Gus  an  teid  mi  fo'n  talamh, 
Cha  dealaich  do  speis  rium. 

I\]o  vim  geal  òg. 


'S  i(»iiiadli  bean  a  tha  brbnach, 

lOadar  TròitciniÌH  '»  Sli-ibhte, 
Agus  tc>  tlm  na  Itantraich, 

Niu-.h  d't'liiiair  Gambia  da'm  cln'Mle  ; 
Bha  niise  Ian  isòluis, 

Fhad  'h  bu  bheò  sinn  le-cbrile, 
Ach  a  nis  bho  na  dbTbalbh  thu, 

Chu  ciuiis  fhiiruiaid  mi  iV'in  dailih  ! 

Mo  run  geal  og. 


^o/c— Christiana  Fcrgusson,  the  autlinrcss  of  tlip  above 
elegiac  production  wag  a  native  o(  the  I'arish  of  Contin, 
Hobs-shire,  where  lier  father  was  a  blacksmith— chiefly 
employed  in  making  dirks  and  other  implements  of  war. 
She  was  married  to  a  brave  man  of  the  name  of  William 
CiiÌKholni,  a  native  of  Strnthjjlas,  and  a  near  kinKinan  of 
the  (;hief  of  that  name  On  the  memorable  day  of  Cullodcn, 
William  was  flag-beaier  or  banner-man  of  the  clan  ;  ami 
most  assuredly  the  task  of  pie8ervingthe"^/rt//;cA  Choinih. 
each"  from  the  disgrace  of  being  struck  down,  cculd  not 
have  fallen  into  better  hands.  He  fought  long,  and  man. 
fully  ;  and  even  after  the  retreat  became  general,  he  rallied 
and  led  his  clansmen  again  and  again  to  the  charge,  but 
in  vain.  A  body  of  the  Chisholms  ultimately  sought 
shelter  in  a  barn,  which  was  soon  surrounded  by  hundreds 
of  the  red. coats  who  panted  far  blood.  At  this  awful  con- 
juncture William  literally  cut  his  way  through  the  govern- 
ment forces.  He  then  stood  in  the  barn  door,  and  with 
his  trusty  blade,  high  raised,  and  in  proud  defiance, 
guarded  the  place.  In  vain  did  their  spears  and  bayonets 
aim  their  thrusts  at  his  fearless  breast — he  hewed  down  all 
who  came  within  reach  of  his  sword,  and  kept  a  semicircle 
of  eight  feet  clear  for  himself  in  the  teeth  of  his  desperate 
entmies.  At  length  he  was  shot  by  some  Knglishmen, 
who  climbed  up  to  the  top  of  the  barn  from  behind,  where 
he  fell  as  a  hero  would  wish  to  fall,  with  seven  bullets 
lodged  in  his  body. 

His  wife  forthwith  composed  the  foregoing  beautiful  and 
heart-touching  lament,  which  is  altogether  worthy  of  an 
affectionate  woman.  She  is  so  full  of  the  ioea  of  her 
noble-souled  hufband,  that  her  own  personal  hardships  <iid 
privations  find  no  place  in  the  catalogue  of  her  miseiico — 
they  have  but  one  great  radical  source,  the  death  of  her 
beloved.  Neither  does  she  pour  invective  on  the  depopu. 
lators  of  her  country— no !  these  were  too  insignificant 
to  draw  her  mind  for  a  moment  from  her  peerless  William 
Chisholm.  With  great  good  taste  too,  she  devotes  to 
the  Prince  one  solitary  expression  of  sympathetic  condol- 
ence : — 

Who  now  shall  wield  the  buruish"d  steel, 
Or  fill  the  throne  he  ought  to  fill  !* 

and  then,  with  the  wings  an !  wail  of  a  matelcss  dove, 
flutters  over  the  mangled  carcass  of  her  husband,  and 
depicts  his  matchless  person  and  soul  in  language  that 
would  melt  the  sternest  heart  to  sympathy.  'J  here  are 
several  passages  of  great  beauty,  pathos  and  sublimity  in 
this  song ;  and,  apart  from  the  interesting  circumstance 
that  called  it  forth,  it  possesses  all  the  essential  properties 
or  attributes  of  a  first  rate  production.  '1  he  air  is  original 


GLOSSAIIV. 


Ahhdchtì,  a  harmless  gibing  or  joking 
A/>r,in,  c/ùm/)a,  an  oar  guard,  \c. 
A-hdaulti,  certain,  fcelt'-satistK'd 
Atblieis,  ihe  sea,  ocean,  tlie  iKirizon 
Aib/ieisench,  iimncnse,  etiiercal,  &c. 
Ahnhealnch,  vexing,  uneasy,  galling 
Aii/i/iidfi,  snvtr,  sulky,  sullen,  surly 
Ais/in;^.choii>tai>i,  a  libidinous  dream 
An:i'il(idli,  teurnidh,  protection 
Aol-taif^h,  university,  college 
Arsaidli,  ancient,  (jld,  over-aged 
Ausadkov  ablitadh,  a  jerk,  a  sea  phrafC, 

also   the  whole  canvass  ot   a   boat 

or  siiip 


B 


Baile-nn-buirhhc,  Bergen,  the  former 

cai)ital  of  Norway 
BnUaji,  a  spruce  neat  little  woman 
Bagfiiitir,  no  boi^antn,  tight,  compact 
/idiicho,  the  pio;;enit()r  of  the  Stuarts 
Bàrnisj^each,  a  foolish  woman,  idiotic 
B:istalitcli,  showy,  cheering 
Britir,  neat,  clean,  tidy,  compact 
Biadh-ianain,  wood-sorrel 
Biogacfi,  small,  diminutive,  dwarfish 
Bioiianta,  lively,  smart,  apt  to    start 
Bioxgach,  catching  at  morsels,  greciiy 
Blialum,   gibberish,  jargon,   senseless 

talk 
B'irrachan,  the  banks  of  a  burn    or 

river 
Bintfi,  a/7-  bhratby  to  be  found,  to  the 

fore,  extant 
Bitidt^rich,  a  woman  wearing  the  badge 

of  marriage 
Briorinack,  flattering,  coaxing,  fkc. 
Jiriot,  chit-chat,  tattle,  small  talk 
Broslwm,  excitement,  vigour 
Bruthach,  a  hairy  lough  man,  a  pimj). 

Ie<l  tellow 
iVc//rt/cA,unintclligiblo  disjointed  talk, 

unpleasant  sounds,  jargon 
Bfuass^adh,   a   tearing  in    tatters,   or 

breaking  asunder,  confusion 
Bna I liani a,  XooWih,  awkward,  clumsy 

in  conversation  or  action 
Jiiiidh,  a  hero,  a  champion,  an  enemy 
Buniiditist,  fee,  wages,  liounty 
Buuiius,  warbling  or  purling  noise 


Cairbin,  (junna-plaic,  a  carabine 
Cnirichc,  a  wrestler,  a  tumbler 
Caisreagacfi,  wrinkled  or  creased 
Ccilbhar,    lonac/i,   greedy,    voracious, 

gluttonous 
Cnlinnnn-cvdhail,   a  God-send,  a  pro- 
pitious omen 
Cfioi-dht'nran,  lameritation 
CdpulLcoille,  a  capercailzie  or  moun- 
tain cock  ;  this  species  of  fowls  is 
now  nearly  extinct  in  the  Highlands 
of  Scotland 
Citirslach,    abounding     in      ringlets, 

round,  globular,  circular 
Cidheach,  ceaifiac/i,  mist,  fog,  vapour 
Claah,  surge,  a  burying-place,  &c. 
Clàmhuiniì,  cli'/eil,  filiob,  sleet 
Cldnn.fhnlt,  luxuriant  waving  Iiair 
Cidheach,  a    kind    of  sword,   also    a 
liHc  gun 


Cliaranach,  a  wandering  bard  or  min 

strel,  a  swordsman,  a  wrestler 
Clitain,  attention,  retirement,  peace. 

Slumber 
Cnaideil,  scoffing,  Jeering,  derision 
Cob/ira/chcdii,  cotters,  money-drawers 
CoUaid,  a  contot,  a  scold,  a  struggle 
Ciimnrdic/i,    direction     or    tendency 

forward 
Qnneiic/i,  petition,  request,  tlcmand 
Coiidch,  saihltir,  rich,  riches 
Co'ij^ardich,  conquciors,  victors 
Cuta.bdti,  tontpeiicc(  Western  Isles  id.) 
Crub/tdidh,  hard,  well  tempered 
Crdn'idiiJiaii,  implements,  ap(>aratus 
Cruuhhaidli,  niggardly,  mean 
Cnipjii,  a  musical  phrase  among  (lipers 
Creadhncdch,  cràdedch,  hurtful,  pain- 
ful, excruciating 
Ci'tos.co.cludninn,    no  /u.t-co.chuidim, 

an  herb  called  "  my  lady's  belt" 
C/ oiled:.',  sloctid-chartach,    a  kind  of 
mortar,  a   circular  stone  hollowed 
for  prei)ariiig  pot  barley  or  pound- 
ing bark 
Crodcin  cUinn,  a  circle  of  children,  ^c. 
Cro/n-dii-dimais,  blood  and  wounds ! 

egad !  zounds ! 
Cuaruml,  cuanlul,  a  company  of  song- 
sters, a  band  of  musicians 
Cudn-s'^ilk,  the  j-ea  between  the  Isle 

of  Skye  and  Lewis 
Ciiide-cliiud..  a  musical  vein 
CuisLe-sltniurnlunn,  the  winding  veins 

of  trees 
Curaisde  or  cur-aisdc,  a  rjuagmire 


D 


Daimhcach,   a  fiicnd,   companion,   a 
stranger 

Ddiseachan,  low  witted  insipid  poets 

Ddocliikd,    gru/nri/,     disgusting,     Uil- 
])leasaut,  loathsome 

Dc'd,  zealous,  keen,  earnest 

Didlachnn,  zeal,  great  glee,  hilarity, 
earnestness 

Dcalam,  anxiety,  eagerness,  solicitude 

Dtidcdfi,  rib-grass,  a  little  fair  one,  a 
darling,  a  conceit 

Deiltfanachd,  the   humming  of  bees, 
the  barking  of  dogs 

Deoch-lhunln,  decanted  drink 

Dileant,  everlasting,  protbund,  inun- 
dating, rainy 

JJdinn,  endle>s,  never,  also  an  inunda- 
tion or  deluge 

i>;o.<,  dilhts,  plural  of  one  ;  two 

Dii/itdd/i,  cramming,  filling  by  force 

Dinchd,  come  to  me.  a)>proach  me ; 
sine,  away  !  begone  !  disperse 

Doiiiid,  extreme  cold,  hoar  frost 
clemency 

Doin/dfi,     loathsome,     hateful,     con- 
temptible 

Drdific,  (itu.  o(  driis.  an  ignis  fatuus, 
an  atmospheric  phenomenon 

Duditicil,  ritlieulous,  ludicrous,  laugh- 
able 

Du.chlach,  a    flint,  also  a  cabalistic 
stone 

Duddidh,  resembling  in  sound  that  of  a 
horn,  deep  intonation 

Diiilcachd,  affliction,  sorrow 

DuitiiUnccch.  the  primitive  siirnnme  of 
C  arapbell,  bho  Dliiannad  O'Dume 


Di'irceaU,  a  haif-wurn  dirk  or  knife 
Dtistuinii^dusluinn,  ilust,  caitli,  soil 


Kiilablmidiic,  ealnbhi,  St  .John's  wort 
Eararddb,  urdrddh,  parchii  g  corn  in 

a  pot  preparatory  to  grinding 
Etstreadli,  traigh,  a  rough  stony  ebb, 

a  sea  beach 


Fdchnch,  a  little  insignificant  man,  a 

puffin 
I'ddb/w,  the  aerial  expanse,  a  ring 
FdUdtl,    a    heaity    cheerlul    salute, 

(ricndly  talk,  Kc,  \c. 
Fdobdc/iddh,  act  of  despoiling,  plun- 

deriiig 
Farrai^rddh,  provocation,  enmity  ;  re- 
port, surmise 
Farpuis,  emulation,  strife,  rivalry 
Feudd.coille,  the  flowers  of  wood-sorrcl 
Feiira.nfiris,  hawthorn  or  briar 
FidSiidran,  vespers,  evening  devotions 
Fitlcng,  a  stalk  of  corn,  a  reed 
Fiadhair,    uncultivaied  ground,  a  ley 

land 
Firionn,   man    (now  obsolete),   male, 

masculine 
Fiublhidh,  Jiuhhaidh  a  prince,  a  valiant 

chief,  an  arrow,  a  company 
Fòi^lUuin,  an  apprentice,  a  pupil 
Foirne,  a  set  of  rowers,  a  crew,  a  bri. 

gade.  a  troop 
FrttiRhe,  a  scabbard,  a  shralh,  protec- 
tion wall,  shelter 
Ftdamair,fulinair,  a  sea-bird  peculiar 
to  St  Kilda,  a  species  of  i>etiel 


Gaif/r.b'.rinn,  a  huge  billow,  a  snow 

storm 
{'udl-JliCdddn,  a  flageolet,  a  rlarionrt 
(jditie,  {^ainiie^  an  arrow,  a  <)ait.  sliait 
Gnira-iiart,    wo  Cidiira.porl,  Irrati.rf. 

Ircdd,  a  corncraik,  quail 
Gaisicdd/i,   giiiiiidb,   warlike    troops 

military 
(ta.\iid7t,  a  green,  a  parterre 
Gf<i/ubdirii,  contineinent,  prison 
Cltnisotn.  entrance  money,  fee  paid  for 

admission,  (Grassum.  Sc.) 
Gid'uhag,  fear  panic,  sudden  alarm 
Gicbdin,   a  St    Kildian  sausage  made 

of  fat  from  the  gullets  of  fowls 
Gloic-nid,  ss^ai/c-i/ieide,  a  dram  in  bed 

before  rising  in  the  morning 
Gothach,  the  reed  of  a  bag-pipe,  drone 
Gicdthnchd,     surliness,     moroocneos, 

churlishness 
Griiii.  t:rci<,  embioidery,  needlework, 

tamboiiiing 
Giuniidii.  a  neat  tidy  woman,  a  fight 

dressed  girl 
Giifid.  a  St  Kilda  bird,  a  short-necked 

hunchbacked  man 
Gu!.gu/,  idle  talk,  clatter,  tilth,  refuse 


1 


Jan.ìùuhdinn,  a  mclodioui  sea. fowl 
Liscraii,    taunt.-,   imk-iiames,  rrflcc- 
tioiib  on  one's  cuu'lULt 
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GLOSSARY. 


Innldh,  entrails,  bnwcU 

J:iiisi:(lii/t,  primitive  1 1. 1  in  o  of  flic  I  let), 
riik'n,  now  C(Hi(iiU(l  lo  Isle  oCSkyi' 

Linnhuinn,  coiuiiicl,  bL'Imviour,  cli-- 
porttntMit 

Irriiun,  a  patriarchal  woman,  a  dam, 
till'  mollK-r  i>t'  a  r;icc 

Isnrarli,  or  oi^itu-iic/i,  a  riric  gun 

liuliniuiU,  a  liiKitivc,  a  coward,  a  low 
tcfblf  Icilow 

lur^hiiiliaifi,  a  noisy  contoiUious  fel- 
low, a  r  inter,  n  liawlcr 

lutliiirn,  i/rinn,  irinn,  hell,  the  abode 
uC  iloiiiuns 


L 


Lnngrach,  full  of  chains  or  fctterj 
J.ii-luan,  d()om'8-(lay,  the  last  day 
Lc(tr,  the  wide  ocean,  the  main 
Lrara,  a  small  )>lain  or  hill,  a  battle* 

field,  a  green  Roose 
Liohascia,  slovenly,  untidy,  awkward, 

clumsy 
Lhib,  a  contemptuous  name  for  the 

mouth-piece  of  a  bag-pipe,  a  thick  lip 
JAobliar,  polished,  burnished 
Loistran,     pleasure-boats,     lodgings, 

tents,  or  booths 
Lou,  an  elk,  a  blackbird,  an  ouzle 
Loriiair,  one  that  traces  or  tracks,  a 

dog  that  follows  by  scent 
J.uh,  a  roe  (now  obsolete) 
Lach-annunn,  a  pigmy,  a  dwarf 
Limn,  penetrate,  a  heaving.billow,  &c. 


1\I 


Macfraoir,  shfair,  the  gannet,  a  vora. 
cious  fowl  or  person 

MdcJàm/iaich,  cat-mnra,  griasuich, 
the  fish  called  a  sea-devil 

Maidncan,  matins,  morning  prayers 
or  devotions 

M.ii-^hdeann,  a  maiden,  an  instru- 
ment for  boheading  with 

Maol-ciaran,  a  child  of  grief,  me- 
lancholy 

Màrsal,  màrsadh,  a  march,  or  march, 
in^  of  troops 

Mui/ia/t,  a  blunt  sword,  knife,  or  other 
weapon 

Meardrach,  meter,  crambo  (Irish  id.) 

Mciilag,  belly,  protuberance 

Meara.casach,  active,  nimble,  vigorous 

Meirs^he,  a  banner,  flag,  pennon 

Mcilhhcaf^,  mealbhw^,  a  corn.poppy 

Milan,  sios,  downward,  from  above 

Mighunn,  sounds  of  musical  instru- 
ments 

Miiireardach,  female  fighter  or  cham- 
pion, an  undaunted  female 

Muirichinn,  children,  inmates,  occu- 
pants of  one  house 

Màirni'inn,  (Irish  id.)  darling,  or  be- 
loved 

Munadh,  a  hill  or  hillock,  (used  poeti- 
cally  for  munadh) 

O 

OUich,  an  eunuch,  a  fiimbler,  &c.,&c. 
Olachd,  hospitality,  kindness,  bounty 
Oraid,  an  oration,  a  speech,  an  essay 
Ordha,  shining  like  gold,  gilded,  ex- 
cellent, precious 


Pais,  a  slap,  a  blow  with  the  open 
hand,  a  box  on  the  ear 


PeiKhinn,  a  measure  of  land  (not  now 

in  Use) 
I'i^iilh,  hrù-dhrarg,  robin  red. breast 
I'lialhtirh.  splay-footed,  bandy-legged 
Pruhiidh,  b(<t('hing,  bungling,  spoiling 
l'iàlxir,  the  rabble,  llie  refuse  (jf  any 

grain  or  seed 
Piius,  piaisciic/i,  a.  pot  or  pot-mctal,  a 

still 
I'rioònrtaicfi,    parsimony,    meannes8, 

shabblness 
I'niibto.ii^ndh,   a  sudden    burning    or 

sense  of  heat,  a  twinkling  blazu 
Palhar,  a  wound  or  hurt,  a  s(;ar 
Pax,  bribe,  veil,  c/ifl  time  phw  liheth, 

he  made  nothing  of  hiin 


R 


Rannlnnnan,  title  deeds,  deeds  of  con- 
veyance, chattels 

RannKirhiilU,  a  confused  dance  with, 
out  system 

Rati,  a  ludicrous  appellation  made  to 
si^iiiify  whisky 

RmstrailM,  outbreaking,  immorality, 
eruption 

Rinttiich,  diolain,  illegitimate 

Robain,  tov/ering  waves,  swelling  roar- 
ing billows,  heavy  rains 

Roiseal,  the  lowest  and  basest  rabble, 
a  high  swelling  wave 

Rò-seol,  the  highest  of  a  ship's  sails, 
top. gallants,  full  sails 

Rosii,  prose  writing,  an  eye,  eyelids 

Ruanuch,  firm,  fierce,  steadfast,  stony 


S 


Samh,  surge,   the  agitation  of  waves 

on  thesea-beach,  the  crest  of  whiten. 

ed  billows 
Saoil,  a  seal,  a  mark,  an  impression 
Sàradfi,  a  broaching,  a  distraining,  an 

arrestment 
Seasdar,  rest,  repose,  comfort,  pallet, 

pillow,  a  place  whereon  to  rest 
Seas-ghrian,  the  equinoctial  line 
Seis,  a  musical  air,  the  humming  of 

bees  or  flies 
Seis,  one's  match  or  equal.a  comi)anion 
Seoighn,  rare,  superior,   out    of   the 

common  order,  eccentric 
Seal. all,  an  anchorage,  a  harbour 
Sgalaiche,  a  man  ready  to  raise  the  hu- 
man cry  against  his  neighbour 
Sgibidh,  tight,  active,  handsome,  neat 
Sgliitrach,  a  clumsy  person,  a  slattern, 

a  female  tattler,  a  young  sea  gull 
Siataig,  loini,  rheumatism,  rheumatic 

pains 
Siogaideach,  dwarfish,  bony,  ill-made 
iSilh,   a    span,  a    squint,    determined 

position  in  standing 
Siunnachan,  biannn,  phosphoric  fire 
Slàn,  a  defence,agarrison,  a  protection 
Snuoil,  Gen.  of  Sntal,  Gieaim-smeoii, 

the  glen  of  mist 
Smebirn,  the  end  of  an  arrow  next  the 

bow-string 
Snaois,  a  spit  of  dried  fish,  &c.,  &c. 
Sòrn,  a  hearth,  the  flue  of  a  kiln  or 

oven,  a  concavity 
Spangan,  spangles,  glittering  toys,  de- 

orations,  embellishments 
Speacfi,  a  dart,  virus,  a  blow  or  thrust, 

a  wasp 
Spreidh,  or   spreigh,  velocity,  gallant 

movement,  gliding 
Srianach,  a  badger,  a  brock 


Slitiibliannch,    an    athletic  wcll-hul 

person 
Sfiiotidg,  ronnan,  saliva,  spittles 
Sua/.  Ininonr*,  iiniiit  (Ir.  id  ),  wondi 
Snihtr,  (illeil,  saturated,  tightened 
Sntniiiir,  a  coarne cudgel,  a  lethal  we 

poll,  a  beetle 
Siuiinitdt,  a   likeness,  a  comparison, 

resemblance 


T 


Tarbhnrnach,  funiinncach,  noisy,  ga 

ruloiis 
Tnjdid.  the  string  of  a  bow  for  Ihrov 

log  arrows 
Ttiisdcal,  a  journey,  a  travel,  a  marcl 

a  voyage 
Taoblduiilh,  a  division  of  a  pipe  tune 
TarganacU,  a  prognostication,  a   nti 

pliesying 
Tiatlaaiiach  or  f  all friiach,  a  pliilo8( 

pher,  or  astronomer 
IVamliair,  season,  in  season,  fit  time 
Trnidncfich.     riridnracli,     niediciiia 

having  the  power  to  cure 
TiÒUocIkI,  cowardice,  cowardliness 
Tlieasd,    chauchail,    dh'eug,    he   die* 

llicasd  e 
Toltha,  l)all,ròp,  rope,  cable 
Tò^bhait,  a  feud,  a  levying  offerees, ; 

ri.'-.ing  in  arms 
Toi/nhnril,  sensible,  prudent,  frugal 
Toiteal,  an  attack  in  battle,  a  warlik 

movement,  a  flock  of  water  fowls 
Tuitearlach,  a  thick  gigantic  man, 

dense  column  of  smoke 
Torroichitn,  a  deep  snoring  or  sleep 
Tosnn,  on  onset,  IJegiiining,  prelude 
Tosgiiir,    messenger,   harbinger,    atr 

bassaiior 
Treabhair,  tighean,  houses,  outhouse 

steadings 
Triogliaid,  a  stitch  in  one's  side,  &c. 
Triullinn,  no   trealainii,    nonsensiCi 

stuff,  doggerel 
Troghad,    rosg-troglwd,    soft    rollin 

eyes,  full  orbed 
Tròidh,  Troy,  an  ancient   citv  whic 

baffled  the  united  eflbrts  of  all  Greec 

for  ten  years 
Trosg,  a  cod,  in  Sutherlandshire  a  for 
Tunirneag,  a  round  knob  or  small  cuj 
Turaraich,    a    rattling    or    rumbliii 

noise 
Turcadaich,  nodding,  a  sudden  jer! 

from  the  sensation  of  sleep 
Tuilm,   Gen     of   /0/7/1,   a    iiillock,    , 

mound,  a  knoll 
Tidg,  a  grudge,  an  upbraiding,  pnkin 
Tuillin,  canvass,  sea  storm,  a  sliippei 

wave 
Tuinii,  ducklings  (obsolete),  waves 
Tuiriiei/eas,  a  striking  of  beads  agains 

each  other  as  rams,  contact,  collisioi 


U 


Uachdair,  farm    stock  ;  fo  uachdair 

under  stock 
Ucsa,  ticas,   the  gadus    or   coal    fish 

stenlock  (Sc.) 
Vrjhailteach,      anecdotal,       jocular 

cheerful  in  conversation 
Urlainn,  the  countenance,  beauty,  th' 

fore  part  of  a  ship 
Urlar,  division  of  a  pipe  tune 
Urracag,  a  thowl,  an  oar  pin,  a  elate 
C/rrfli5^'t'an, inundations,  overflowings 

speats  (Sc.) 
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